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BOOK  I 


.THE 
HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 


SELDEK  paused  in  Eurprifie.  In  the- afternoon  rush 
of  the  Grand  Central  Station  hia  ey°a  hiwi  been 
nfreshed  by  the  sight  of  Miss  Lily  Bart. 

It  was  a  Monday  in  early  September,  and  he  wb<i'K^ 
turning  to  hia  work  from  a  hurried  dip  into  the  country^ ' 
but  what  was  Miss  Bart  doing  in  town  at  that  seasonP 
If  she  had  appeared  to  be  catching  a  train,  he  might 
have  inferred  that  he  had  come  on  her  in  the  act  of  transi- 
tion between  one  and  another  of  the  country-house* 
which  disputed  her  presence  after  the  close  of  the  New- 
port season;  but  her  desultory  air  perplexed  him.  She 
Ertood  apart  from  the  crowd,  letting  it  drift  by  her  to 
the  platform  or  the  street,  and  wearing  an  air  of  irreso- 
lution which  might,  as  he  surmised,  be  the  mask  of  a 
Tery  definite  purpose.  It  struck  him  at  once  that  she 
was  waiting  for  some  one,  but  he  hardly  knew  why  the 
idea  arrested  him.  There  was  nothing  new  about  Lily 
Bart,  yet  he  could  never  see  her  without  a  faint  move- 
ment of  interest;  it  was  characteristic  of  her  that  she 
always  xoaaed  speculation,  that  her  simplest  acts  seeaied 

tof  &r-reaching  intentiotu, 
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An  impulse  of  curiosity  made  him  turn  out  of  his  di- 
rect line  to  the  door,  and  stroll  past  her.  He  knew  that 
if  she  did  not  wish  to  be  seen  she  would  contrive  to  elude 
him;  and  it  amused  him  i:'6  think  of  putting  her  skill  to 
the  test. 

"Mr.  Selden-r^'*hat  good  luck!" 

She  came  forward  smiling,  eager  almost,  in  her  resolve 
to  intercept,  him.  One  or  two  persons,  in  brushing  past 
thern>  lingered  to  look;  for  Miss  Bart  was  a  figure  to 
.ajTEst  even  the  suburban  traveller  rushing  to  his  last 
'tniin. 

Selden  had  never  seen  her  more  radiant.  Her  vivid 
head,  reUeved  against  the  dull  tints  of  the  crowd,  made 
her  more  conspicuous  than  in  a  ball-room,  and  under 
her  dark  bat  and  veil  she  regained  the  girlish  smooth- 
ness, the  purity  of  tint,  that  she  was  beginning  to  lose 
after  eleven  years  of  late  hours  and  indefatigable  dan- 
cing. Was  it  really  eleven  years,  Selden  found  himself 
wondering,  and  had  she  indeed  reached  the  nine-and- 
twentieth  birthday  with  which  her  rivals  credited  her? 

"What  luck!  "she  repeated.  "How  nice  of  you  to  come 
to  my  rescue!" 

He  responded  joyfully  that  to  do  so  was  his  mission 
in  life,  and  asked  what  form  the  rescue  was  to  take. 

"Oh,  almost  any — even  to  sitting  on  a  bench  and 
talking  to  me.  One  sits  out  a  cotillion — why  not  sit  out 
a  train  ?  It  is  n't  a  bit  hotter  here  than  in  Mrs.  Van  Os- 
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;h'a  conservatory — and  some  of  the  women  are  not 
&  bit  uglier." 

Slie  broke  off,  laugliing,  to  explain  that  she  had  come 
up  to  town  from  Tuxedo,  on  her  way  to  the  Gua  Tre- 
nors^  at  Bellomont,  and  had  missed  the  three-fifteen  train 
to  Rhinebeck. 

"And  there  is  n't  another  till  half-past  five,"  She  con- 
sulted the  little  jewelled  watch  among  her  laces.  *'Juat 
two  hours  to  wait.  And  I  don't  know  what  to  do  with 
myself.  My  maid  came  up  this  morning  to  do  some  shop- 
ping for  me,  and  was  to  go  on  to  Bellomont  at  one 
o'clock,  and  my  aunt's  house  is  closed,  and  I  don't  know 
a  soul  in  town."  She  glanced  plaintively  about  the  sta- 
tion. "It  is  hotter  than  Mrs.  Van  Osburgh's,  afler  all. 
If  you  can  spare  the  time,  do  take  me  somewhere  for  a 
breath  of  air." 

He  declared  himself  entirely  at  her  disposal:  the  ad- 
venture struck  him  as  diverting.  As  a  spectator,  he  had 
always  enjoyed  Lily  Bart;  and  his  course  lay  so  far  out 
of  her  orbit  that  it  amused  him  to  be  drawn  for  a  mo- 
ment into  the  sudden  intimacy  which  her  proposal  im- 
Iflied. 

"Shall  we  go  over  to  Sherry's  for  a  cup  of  tea?" 

She  smiled  ossentingly,  and  then  made  aalight  grimace. 

*'So  many  people  come  up  to  town  on  a  Monday — 
^Boe  is  sure  to  meet  a  lot  of  bores.  I'm  as  old  as  the  hilk, 
^Hjf  course,  and  it  ought  not  to  make  any  difference;  but 


^ 


THE    HOUSE    OP   MIRTH 

if /^»  old  enough,  you 're  not,"  she  objected  gaily.  "I'm 
dying  for  tea — -but  isn't  there  a  quieter  place?" 

He  answered  her  smile,  which  rested  on  him  vividly. 
Her  discretions  interested  him  almost  as  much  as  her 
imprudences :  he  was  so  sure  that  both  were  part  of  the 
same  carefully -elaborated  plan.  In  judging  Miss  Bart,  he 
had  always  made  use  of  the  "argument  from  design." 

"The  resources  of  New  York  are  rather  meagre,"  he 
said;  "but  I'll  find  a  h&nsom  first,  and  then  we'll  invent 
something," 

He  led  her  through  the  throng  of  returning  holiday* 
makers,  past  sallow-faced  girls  in  preposterous  hats,  and 
flat-chested  women  struggling  with  paper  bundles  and 
polm-leaf  fans.  Was  it  possible  that  she  belonged  to  the 
same  raceP  The  dinginess,  the  crudity  of  this  average 
section  of  womanhood  made  him  feel  how  highly  sp^ 
cialized  she  was. 

A  rapid  shower  had  cooled  the  air,  and  clouds  still 
hung  refreshingly  over  the  moist  street. 

"  How  delicious !  Let  us  walk  a  little,"  she  said  as  they 
emerged  from  the  station. 

They  turned  into  Madison  Avenue  and  began  to  stroll 
northwanL'As  she  moved  beside  him,  with  her  long  light 
step,  Seiden  was  conscious  of  taking  a  luxurious  pleasure 
in  her  nearness:  in  the  modelling  of  her  little  ear,  the 
crisp  upward  wave  of  her  hair — was  it  ever  so  slightly 
brightened  by  artP — and  the  thick  planting  of  her 
[6] 
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straight  black  iMhes.  Everything  about  her  was  at  once 
vigorous  aud  exquisite,  at  once  strong  and  fine.IHe  had 
a  confuaed  sense  that  she  must  have  cost  a  great  deal  to 
make,  that  a  great  many  dull  and  ugly  people  must,  in 
some  mysterious  way,  have  been  sacrificed  to  produce 
her.  He  was  aware  that  the  qualities  distinguishing  her 
from  the  herd  of  her  sex  were  chiefly  external :  as  though 
a  fine  glaze  of  beauty  and  fastidiousness  had  been  ap- 
plied to  vulgar  clay.  Yet  the  analogy  left  him  unsatis- 
fied, for  a  coarse  texture  will  not  take  a  high  finish;  and 
was  it  not  possible  that  the  material  was  fine,  but  that 
circumstance  had  fashioned  it  into  a  futile  shape? 

As  he  reached  this  point  in  his  speculations  the  sun 
came  out,  and  her  lifted  parasol  cut  off  his  enjoymenL 
A  moment  or  two  later  she  paused  with  a  sigh. 

"Oh,  dear,  I'm  so  hot  and  thirsty — and  what  a  hid- 
eous place  New  York  is!''She  looked  despairingly  up  and 
down  the  dreary  thoroughfare.  "  Other  cities  put  on  their 
best  clothes  in  summer,  but  New  York  seems  to  sit  in 
its  shirt-sleeves."  Her  eyes  wandered  down  one  of  the 
^^de-streets.  "Some  one  has  had  the  humanity  to  plant 
^^Kfcw  trees  over  there.  Let  us  go  into  the  shade." 
^^P"!  am  glad  my  street  meets  with  your  approval,"  said 
^odden  as  they  turned  the  comer. 
"Your  street?  Do  you  live  here?" 
She  glanced  with  interest  along  the  new  brick  and 
Hfimestone  house-fronts,  fentastically  varied  in  obedience 
K  [7] 
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to  the  American  craving  for  novelty,  but  fresh  and  in- 
viting with  their  awnings  and  flower-boxes. 

"Ah,  yes — to  be  sure:  The  Benedick.  What  a  nice- 
looking  building!  I  don't  think  I've  ever  seen  it  before.* 
She  looked  atross  at  the  flat-house  with  its  marble  porch: 
and  pseudo-Georgian  facade,  "Which  areyourwindowa? 
Those  with  the  awnings  downp" 

"On  the  top  floor — yes," 

"And  that  nice  litUe  balcony  is  yours?  How  cool  it 
looks  up  there!" 

He  paused  a  moment. "  Come  up  and  see,"  he  suggested. 
"I  can  give  you  a  cup  of  tea  in  no  time — and  you  won't 
meet  any  bores." 

Her  colour  deepened — she  still  had  the  art  of  blush- 
ing at  the  right  time — but  she  took  the  suggestion  aa 
lightly  as  it  was  made. 

"Why  not?  It's  too  tempting — I'll  take  the  risk," 
she  declared. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  dangerous,"  he  said  in  the  same  key.  In 
truth,  he  had  never  liked  her  as  well  as  at  that  momenL 
He  knew  she  had  accepted  without  afterthought ;  he  could 
never  be  a  factor  in  her  calculations,  and  there  was  a- 
surprise,  a  refreshment  almost,  in  the  spontaneity  of  her 
consent. 

On  the  threshold  he  paused  o.  moment,  feeling  for  his 
latch-key. 

"There 's  no  one  here ;  but  I  have  a  servant  who  is  aup- 
[8] 
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posed  to  come  in  the  moniings,  and  it's  just  possible 
be  may  have  put  out  the  tea-things  and  provided  some 
cake." 
He  ushered  her  into  a  slip  of  a  hall  hung  with  old 
its.  She  noticed  the  letters  and  notes  heaped  on  the 
le  among  his  gloves  and  sticks;  then  slie  found  her- 
in  a  small  library,  dark  but  cheerful,  with  its  walla 
books,  a  pleasantly  faded  Turkey  rug,  a  littered  desk» 
as  he  had  foretold,  a  tea-tray  on  a  low  table  near 
the  window.  A  breeze  had  sprung  up,  swaying  inward  the 
muslin  curtains,  and  bringing  a  fi-esh  scent  of  mignon- 
ette and  petuniafi  &Dm  the  dower-box  on  the  balcooy, 
Lily  sank  with  a  sigh  into  one  of  the  shabby  leather 


"How  delicious  to  have  a  place  like  this  all  to  one's 
!  Wbat  a  miserable  thing  it  is  to  be  a  woman."  She 
med  back  in  a  luxuiy  of  discontent. 
Selden  was  rummaging  in  a  cupboard  for  the  cake. 
"Even  women,"  he  said,  "have  been  known  to  enjoy 
p  privileges  of  a  flat." 

"Oh,  governesses — or  widows.  But  not  girls — not 
[poor,  miserable,  marriageable  girls!" 

"I  even  know  a  girl  who  lives  in  a  flat." 
She  sat  up  in  surprise.  "You  dop" 
I  do,"  he  assured  her,  emerging  firom  the  cupboard 
ti  the  sought-for  cake. 
"Oh,  I  know — you  mean  Gerty  Farish."  She  smiled 
[9] 
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k  little  unkindly.  "But  1  said  marriageable — and  be- 
sides, she  has  a  horrid  little  plane,  and  no  maid,  and  Euch 
queer  things  to  eat.  Her  cook  does  the  washing  and  thC 
food  tastes  of  soap.  I  should  hate  that,  you  know." 

"You  shouldn't  dine  with  her  on  wash-days,"  said 
Selden,  cutting  the  cake. 
I  They  both  laughed,  and  he  knelt  by  the  table  to  light 
the  tamp  under  the  kettle,  while  she  measured  out  that 
tea  into  a  little  tea-pot  of  gi-een  glaze.  Ab  he  watched 
her  hand,  polished  a-^  a  bit  of  old  ivoi-y,  with  its  slendcEF 
pink  nails,  and  the  sapphire  bracelet  slipping  over 
wrist,  he  was  sti'uck  with  the  irony  of  suggesting  to 
such  a  life  as  his  cousin  Gertrude  Parish  had  chosen.  Sho 
was  so  evidently  the  victim  of  the  civilization  which  had 
produced  her,  that  the  links  of  her  bracelet  seemed  like 
manacles  chaining  her  to  her  fate. 

She  seemed  to  read  his  thought.  "It  was  hoiTid  of  me 
to  say  that  of  Gerty,''she  said  with  charming  compunc- 
tion. "  1  forgot  she  was  your  cousin.  But  we  're  so  differ^ 
ent,  you  know:  she  likes  being  good,  and  I  like  being 
happy.  And  besides,  she  is  &ee  and  I  am  not.  If  I  were^ 
I  daresay  1  could  manage  to  be  happy  even  in  her  flaL' 
It  must  be  pure  bliss  to  arrange  the  furniture  just  ai 
one  likes,  and  give  all  the  horrors  to  the  ash-man.  If  I 
could  only  do  over  my  aunt's  drawing-room  I  know  I 
should  be  a  better  woman.", 

**!«  it  so  very  bad?"  he  asked  sympatheticallyt 
[10] 
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Sbejmfled  at  hiis-Mnw  the  toirpot  ivUdi  Am 

^^UkAAawB  Imr  sddom  joa  oome  thoe.  Wlij  600/% 
jm  come  ofteoer?- 
^'Whrn  I  do  ocmi^  ft 's  not  to  kdc  at  Mn.  Bedit^ 

^Noiiaaiae/'  ihe  nicL  ^IToii  doii%  ooma  at  ftB  airij 
jfiet  ve  get  on  bo  well  wben  we  meet.* 

^BedbapB  tihat'9  the  leaaon,*  ha  amweied  jpstompQj. 
^Vm  afiaid  I  havent  any  cream,  70a  know — AaUyoa 
n&id  a  alioe  of  kmon  instead?* 

f^I  daU  lil^  ft  bettor'*  She  waited  while  he  art  liM 
lemon  fiyid  dropped  a  ttdbi  id^ak  into  her  cupw  ^But  that 
ii  not  the  leaaon,*  Jt^i^  ff^ff^a^y 

^nie  leaaon  tjt  what?'* 

^For  your  never  coming."  She  leaned  forward  with  a 
shade  of  perplexity  in  her  charming  eyes.  «I  wish  I  knew 
^I  wish  I  could  make  you  out.  Of  course  I  know  there 
are  men  who  don't  like  me — one  can  tell  that  at  a  glance. 
And  there  are  others  who  are  afraid  of  me:  they  think 
I  want  to  marry  them.''  She  smiled  up  at  him  frankly. 
**But  I  don't  think  you  dislike  me — and  you  can't  poa* 
sibly  think  I  want  to  marry  you." 

"No — I  absolve  you  of  that,"  he  agreed* 

**Well,  then ?" 

He  had  carried  his  cup  to  the  fireplace,  and  stood 
leaning  against  the  (diiraney-piece  and  looking  down  on 

[11] 
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her  with  an  air  of  indolent  amusement.  The  pi-ovocation 
in  her  eyes  inci-eased  hia  amusement — he  had  not  aup» 
posed  she  would  waste  her  powder  on  such  small  game; 
but  perhaps  she  was  only  keeping  her  hand  in;  or  per- 
haps a  girl  of  her  type  had  no  conversation  but  of  the 
personal  kind.  At  any  rate,  she  was  amazingly  pretty, 
and  Ke  had  asked  her  to  tea  and  must  live  up  to  his  ob- 
ligations. 

"Well,  then,"  he  said  with  a  plunge, "perhaps  that 
the  reason." 

"What?" 

"The  fact  that  you  don't  want  to  man-y  me.  Perhaps 
I  don't  regard  it  as  such  a  strong  inducement  to  go  and 
see  you."  He  felt  a  slight  shiver  down  his  spine  as  he, 
ventured  this,  but  her  laugh  reassured  him. 

"Dear  Mr.  Selden,  that  wasn't  worthy  of  you.  It's 
stupid  of  you  to  make  love  to  me,  and  it  ia  n't  like  yoa 
to  be  stupid."  She  leaned  back,  sipping  her  tea  with  an 
air  so  enchantingly  judicial  that,  if  they  had  been  in  he* 
aunt's  drawing-i-oom,  he  might  almost  have  tried  to  di»-- 
prove  her  deduction. 

"Don't  you  see,"  she  continued,  "that  there  are  mett 
enough  to  say  pleasant  things  to  me,  and  that  what  I 
want  is  a  friend  who  won't  be  afraid  to  say  disagreeable 
ones  when  I  need  them?  Sometimes  I  have  fancied  yoa 
might  be  that  friend — I  don't  know  why,  except  that  y 
are  neither  a  prig  nor  a  bounder,  and  that  I  should  D*t 
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pretend  with  you  or  be  od  my  guard  against 
you."  Her  voice  kad  dropped  to  a  note  of  seriousness,  and 
she  sat  gazing  up  at  him  with  the  ti-oubled  gravity  of  a 
child. 

"You  don't  know  how  much  I  need  such  a  friend," 
she  said.  "My  aunt  is  full  of  copy-book  axioms,  but  they 
«-cre  all  meant  to  apply  to  conduct  in  the  early  fifties.  I 
always  feel  that  U»  live  up  to  them  would  include  wear- 
ing book-muslin  with  gigot  sleeves.  And  the  other  wi>. 
men — my  beat  friends — well,  they  use  me  or  abuse  me; 
but  they  don't  care  a  straw  what  happens  to  me.  I  've 
been  about  too  long — people  are  getting  tired  of  me; 
they  are  beginning  to  say  I  ought  to  marry." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause,  during  which  Selden 
meditated  one  or  two  replies  calculated  to  add  a  mo- 
mentary zest  to  the  situation;  but  he  rejected  them 
^bpi  favour  of  the  simple  question:  "Well,  why  don't 
Kmu?" 

She  coloured  and  laughed.  "Ah,  I  see  you  are  a  friend 
after  all,  and  that  is  one  of  the  disagreeable  things  I  was 
asking  for," 

It  wasn't  meant  to  be  disagreeable,"  he  returned 
cably.  "Isn't  marriage  your  vocation?  Isn't  it  what 
you're  all  brought  up  for?" 

She  sighed.  "I  suppose  so.  What  else  is  there?" 

"Exactly.  And  bo  why  not  take  the  plunge  and  have  J 
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She  shrugged  her ahouldecs.  "Vou  speak  as  if  I  ought 
to  marry  the  first  man  who  came  aloug." 

"I  didn't  mean  to  imply  that  you  are  as  hard  put  to 
it  as  that.  But  there  must  be  some  one  with  the  requi-' 
site  qualifications." 

She  shook  her  head  wearily.  "I  threw  away  one  ortwo 
good  chances  when  I  first  came  out — I  suppose  every 
girl  does;  and  you  know  I  am  horribly  poor — and  very 
expensive.  I  must  have  a  great  deal  of  money." 

Selden  had  turned  to  reach  for  a  cigarette-box  on  the 
mantelpiece. 

"What's  become  of  Dillworth?"  he  asked. 
*'0h,  his  mother  was  frightened — she  was  afraid  I' 
should  have  all  the  family  jewels  reset.  And  she  wanted 
me  to  promise  that  I  wouldn't  do  over  the  drawing 
room." 

"The  very  thing  you  are  mairying  for!" 
"Exactly.  So  she  packed  him  off  to  India." 
"Hard  luck — but  you  can  do  bettei-  than  Dillworth." 
He  offered  the  box,  and  she  took  out  three  or  four 
cigarettes,  putting  one  between  her  lips  and  slipping 
the  others  into  a  little  gold  case  attached  to  her  long, 
pearl  chain. 

"Have  I  time?  Just  a  whiff,  then."  She  leaned  forward, 
holdmg  the  tip  of  her  cigarette  to  his.  As  she  did  so,  he 
noted,  with  a  purely  impersonal  enjoyment,  how  evenly 
the  black  laahes  were  set  in  her  smooth  white  lids,  and 
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how  the  purplish  shade  beneath  them  melted  into  the 
pure  pallour  of  the  cheek. 

She  began  to  saunter  about  the  room,  examining  the 
book-sheh'es  between  the  pufis  of  her  cigarette-smoke. 
Some  of  the  volumes  had  the  ripe  tinta  of  good  tooling 
and  old  morocco,  and  her  eyes  lingered  on  them  caress- 
ingly, not  with  the  appreciation  of  the  expert,  but  with 
the  pleasure  in  agreeable  tones  and  textures  that  was 
one  of  her  inmost  susceptibihties.  Suddenly  her  expres- 
sion changed  from  desultory  enjoyment  to  active  con- 
jecture, and  she  turned  to  Selden  with  a  question. 
L  "You  collect,  don't  you — you  know  about  first  edi- 
Bans  and  things?" 

"As  much  as  a  man  may  who  has  no  money  to  spend. 
Now  and  then  I  pick  up  something  in  the  rubbish  heap; 
and  I  go  and  look  on  at  the  big  sales." 

She  had  again  addressed  herself  to  the  shelves,  but 
her  eyes  now  swept  them  inattentively,  and  he  saw  that 
she  was  preoccupied  with  a  new  idea. 

"And  Americana — do  you  collect  AmericanaP" 

Selden  stared  and  laughed. 
No,  that's  rather  out  of  my  line.  I'm  not  really  a 
lector,  you  see;  I  simply  like  to  have  good  editions  of 

le  books  I  am  fond  of." 

She  made  a  slight  grimace.  "And  Americana  are  hor- 
ribly dull,  I  suppose?" 

should  fency  so — except  to  the  historian.  But  youi 
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^H  nal  collector  values  a  thing  for  its  rarity.  I  don't  suf^ 

^H  pose  the  buyers  of  Americana  sit  up  reading  them  all 

^H  night — old  JetFerson  Gryce  certainly  didn't." 

^H  She  was  listening  with  keen  attention.  "  And  yet  they 

^H  fetch  fabulous  prices,  don't  they?  It  seems  so  odd  to  want 

^M  to  pay  a  lot  for  an  ugly  badly-printed  book  that  one  ib 

^H  never  going  to  read!  And  I  suppose  most  of  the  owners 

^H  of  Americana  are  not  historians  either  ?" 

^B  "N);  very  fewof  the  historians  can  afford  to  buy  them. 

^H  They  have  to  use  those  in  the  pubHc  libraries  or  in  pri- 

^H  vate  collections.  It  seems  to  be  the  mere  rarity  that  at- 

^H  tracts  the  average  collector." 

^1  He  had  seated  himself  on  an  arm  of  the  chair  near 

^*  which  she  was  standing,  and  she  continued  to  question 
him,  asking  which  were  the  rarest  volumes,  whether  the 

f  Jefferson  Gryce  collection  was  really  considered  the  linest 

^L  in  the  world,  and  what  was  the  largest  price  ever  fetched 

^H  by  a  single  volume. 

^M  It  was  so  pleasant  to  sit  there  looking  Up  at  her,  as 

^H  she  lifted  nowonc  book  and  then  another  from  the  shelves, 

^^  fluttering  the  pages  between  her  fingers,  while  her  droop* 

^^  ing  profile  was  outlined  against  the  warm  background 

^H  of  old  bindings,  that  he  talked  on  without  pausing  to 

^H  wonder  at  her  sudden  interest  in  so  unsuggestive  &  sub* 

^H  ject.  But  he  could  never  be  long  with  her  without  trying 

^B  to  find  a  reason  for  what  she  was  doing,  and  as  she  re- 

^B  placed  his  first  edition  of  La  Bruy^  and  turned  awa^ 

■  ri6] 
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com  the  bookcases,  he  began  to  ask  himself  what  she  had 
been  driving  at.  Her  next  question  v/aa  not  of  a  nature 
to  enlighten  him.  She  paused  before  him  with  a  smile 
irhich  seemed  at  once  designed  to  admit  him  to  her  famil- 
iarity, and  to  remind  him  of  the  restrictions  it  imposed. 

*'Don't  you  ever  mind,"  she  asked  suddenly,  "not  be- 
ing rich  enough  to  buy  all  the  books  you  want?" 

He  followed  her  glance  about  the  room,  with  its  worn 
furniture  and  shabby  walls. 

"Don't  Ijust?  Do  you  take  me  for  a  saint  on  a  pillar?" 

"And  having  to  work — do  you  mind  tliat?" 

"Oh,  the  work  itself  is  Dot  so  bad — I'm  rather  fond 
of  the  law." 

"  No ;  but  the  being  tied  down :  the  routine — don't  you 
ever  want  to  get  away,  to  see  new  places  and  people?" 

"Horribly— especially  when  I  see  all  my  friends  rush- 
ing to  the  steamer." 

She  drew  a  sympathetic  breath,  "fiut  do  you  mind 
enough — to  marry  to  get  out  of  itP" 

Selden  broke  into  a  laugh.  "God  forbid  ("he  declared. 

She  rose  with  a  sigh,  tossing  her  cigarette  into  the 


"Ah,  there's  the  difference — a  girl  must,  a  man  may 
if  he  chooses^"  She  surveyed  him  critically.  "Your  coat's 
a  little  shabby — but  who  cares? It  doesn't  keep  people 
from  asking  you  to  dine.  If  I  were  shabby  no  one  would 
:  a  woman  is  asked  out  as  much  for  her  clothes 
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aa  for  herself.  The  clothes  are  the  background,  the  frame, 
if  you  like :  they  don't  make  success,  but  they  are  a  part 
of  it.  Who  wants  a  dingy  woman?  We  are  expected  to 
be  pretty  and  well-dressed  till  we  drop — and  if  we  can't 
keep  it  up  alone,  we  have  to  go  into  partnership." 

Selden  glanced  at  her  with  amusement:  it  was  impoe- 
sible,  even  with  her  lovely  eyes  imploring  him,  to  take  a 
sentimental  view  of  her  case. 

"Ah,  well,  there  must  be  plenty  of  capital  on  the  look- 
out for  such  an  investment.  Perhaps  you  '11  meet  your 
fate  to-night  at  the  Trenors'." 

She  returned  his  look  interrogatively. 

"I  thought  you  might  be  going  there — oh,  not  in  thai: 
capacity!  But  there  are  to  be  a  lot  of  your  set — Gwen- 
Van  Osburgh,  the  Wetheralla,  Lady  Cressida  Raith^ 
and  the  GJeorge  Doreets." 

She  paused  a  moment  before  the  last  name,  and  shot 
a  query  through  her  lashes;  but  he  remained  imperturb- 
able. 

"Mrs.  Trenor  asked  me;  but  I  can't  get  away  till  the 
end  of  the  week;  and  those  big  parties  bore  me." 

"  Ah,  so  they  do  me,"  she  exclaimed. 

"Then  why  go?" 

"It's  part  of  the  business — you  forget!  And  besides, 
if  I  did  n't,  I  should  be  playing  b^zique  with  my  aunt  at 
Richfield  Springs." 

"That's  almost  as  bad  as  marrying  Dillworth,"  ha 
[18] 
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agreed,  and  they  both  laughed  for  pure  pleasure  in  theit 
fludden  intimacy. 

She  glanced  at  the  clock. 

"Dear  me!  I  must  be  off.  It's  after  five." 

She  paused  before  the  mantelpiece,  studying  herself  in 
the  mirror  while  she  adjusted  her  veil.  The  attitude  re- 
vealed the  long  slope  of  her  slender  sides,  which  gave  a 
liind  of  wild-wood  grace  to  her  outline — as  though  she 
were  a  captured  dryad  subdued  to  the  conventions  of  the 
drawing-room;  and  Selden  reflected  that  it  was  the  same 
streak  of  sylvan  ireedom  in  her  nature  that  lent  such  sa- 
vour to  hei'  ^iificialitv. 

He  followed  her  across  the  room  to  the  en  trance- hall ; 
but  on  the  threshold  she  held  out  her  hand  with  a  ges- 
ture of  leave-taking. 

"It's  been  delightful;  and  now  you  will  have  to  re- 
turn my  visit." 

"But  don't  you  want  me  to  see  you  to  the  station?" 

"No;  goo<I  bye  here,  please," 

She  let  her  hand  lie  in  his  a  moment,  smiling  up  at 
him  adorably. 

"Good  bye,  then — and  good  luck  at  BellomontI"  he 
said,  opening  the  door  for  her. 

On  the  landing  she  paused  to  look  about  her.  There 
were  a  thousand  chances  to  one  against  her  meeting  any- 
body, but  one  could  never  tell,  and  she  always  paid  for 
her  rare  indiscretions  by  a  violent  reaction  of  prudence. 
[  19  ] 
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There  was  no  one  in  sight,  however,  but  a  char-woman 
who  was  scrubbing  the  stairs.  Her  own  stout  person  and 
its  suiTOur.ding  implements  took  up  so  much  room  that 
Lily,  to  pass  her,  had  to  gather  up  her  skirts  and  brush 
against  the  wall.  As  she  did  so,  the  woman  paused  in  her 
work  and  looked  up  curiously,  resting  her  clenched  red 
fists  on  the  wet  doth  she  had  just  drawn  from  her  pail.  She 
had  a  broad  sallow  face,  slightly  pitted  with  small-poi, 
and  thin  straw-coloured  hair  through  which  her  scalp 
shone  unpleasantly. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Lily,  intending  by  her  po* 
liteness  to  convey  a  criticism  of  the  other's  manner. 

The  woman,  without  answering,  pushed  her  pail  aside^ 
and  continued  to  stare  as  Miss  Bart  swept  by  with  a 
muTOiur  of  silken  linings.  Lily  felt  herself  flushing  under 
the  look.  What  did  the  creature  suppose?  Could  one 
never  do  the  simplest,  the  most  harmless  thing,  without 
subjecting  one's  self  to  some  odious  conjecturePHalf  way 
down  the  next  flight,  she  smiled  to  think  that  a  char- 
woman's stare  should  so  perturb  her.  The  poor  thing  waa 
probably  dazzled  by  such  an  unwonted  apparition.  But 
were  such  apparitions  unwonted  on  Selden's  stairs?  Mis» 
Bart  was  not  familiar  with  the  moral  code  of  bachelora? 
flat-houses,  and  her  coloiu*  rose  again  as  it  occurred  to 
her  that  the  woman's  persistent  gaze  implied  a  groping 
among  past  associations.  But  she  put  aside  the  thought 
with  a  smile  at  her  own  fears,  and  hastened  downward, 
r  30  1 
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wondering  if  abe  should  find  a  cab  short  of  ]  I 

Under  the  Georgian  porch  she  paused  again,  scan  ; 
the  street  for  a  hansom.  None  was  in  sigh  ,  but  as  she 
reached  the  sidewalk  she  ran  against  a  small  glossy- 
looking  man  with  a  gardenia  in  his  coat,  who  raised  his 
hat  with  a  surprised  exclamation. 

"Miss  Bart  ?  Well — of  all  people !  This  « luck,"  he  de- 
clared;and  shecaughta  twinkle  of  amused  curiosity  be- 
tween his  screwed-up  lids. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Rosedale — how  are  vou?"  she  said,  per- 
aWng  t^  tiiB  ir»pwirfM»MiiiiiyiDe>«a  iwr  HUt  ■■■ 
n^Bbid  fa  tlM  xoddn  intinwer  of  bb  «dl« 

Ifa.  Bowdib  rtood  iBMMriug  hg'irWt'  iiitiwrt  id  if- 
f>6ML  Hs  «H  ft  pknqt  lu^  BiMi  of  tiw  bkod  JMA 
!  tjip^  wtOi  niart  Lcndon  dMbM  ffttinff  Im  liki  o^^ 
stery,  and  small  sidelong  e^  which  gave  faim  the  air  of 
^praising  people  as  if  thej  were  Inic-a-lnHC.  He  glanced 
tip  interrc^tively  at  the  porch  of  the  Benedick. 

"Been  up  to  town  for  a  little  shopping,  I  Bupposep* 
he  Bud,  in  a  tone  which  had  the  familiarity  of  a  toudi. 

MiMBort  shrank  from  it  dij^tly,  and  then  flung  her> 
■df  into  precipitate  explanations. 

"Yes — I  came  up  to  see  my  diess-nudcer.  I  am  just  on 
my  way  to  catch  the  train  to  the  Trenors'." 

"  Ah — your  dress-maker;  just  bo,"  he  said  blandly.  "I 
did  n't  know  there  were  any  diess-makers  in  the  Betm* 
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"The  Benedick?"  She  looked  gently  puzzled.  "Is  that 
the  name  of  this  building?"  J 

"Yes,  that's  the  name:  I  believe  it's  aa  old  word  tat  | 
bachelor,  is  n't  it ?  I  happen  to  own  the  building — that's 
the  way  I  know,"  His  smile  deepened  as  he  added  with 
increasing  assurance:  "But  you  must  let  me  take  you  to 
the  station.  The  Trenora  are  at  Bellomont,  of  course? 
You've  barely  time  to  catch  the  five-forty.  The  dress- 
maker kept  you  waiting,  I  suppose." 

Lily  stiffened  under  the  pleasantry. 

"Oh,  thanks,"  she  stammered;  and  at  that  moment 
her  eye  caught  a  hansom  drifting  down  Madison  Avenue,  j 
and  she  hailed  it  with  a  desperate  gesture. 

"You're  very  kind;  but  I  could  n't  think  of  troubling  I 
you,"  she  said,  extending  her  hand  to  Mr.  Rosedale;  and 
heedless  of  his  protestations,  she  sprang  into  the  rescuing  J 
vehicle,  and  called  out  a  breathless  order  to  the  driver. 


II 

IN  the  hansom  she  leaned  back  with  a  sigh. 
Why  must  a  girl  pay  so  dearly  for  her  least  escape  | 
from  routine.^  Why  could  one  never  do  a  natural  thing  J 
^-  without  having  to  screen  it  behind  a  structure  of  arti- 
^fe  fice?  She  had  yielded  to  a  passing  impulse  in  going  to  I 
^M  Lawrence  Selden's  rooms,  and  it  was  so  seldom  that  she  1 
JT  could  allow  herself  the  luxury  of  an  impulse  1  This  one,  at  I 
ft  [28] 
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emy  rate,  was  going  to  cost  her  rather  more  than  she  couli] 
aSord.  She  was  vexed  to  see  that,  in  spite  of  so  many 
yeais  of  vigilance,  she  had  blundered  twice  within  five 
minutes.  That  stupid  story  about  her  dress-maker  was 
bad  enough — it  would  have  been  so  simple  to  tel!  Rose- 
dale  that  she  had  been  taking  tea  with  Selden !  The  mere 
statement  of  the  fact  would  have  rendered  it  innocuous. 
But,  after  having  let  herself  be  surprised  in  a  falsehood, 

I  it  was  doubly  stupid  to  snub  the  witness  of  her  discom- 

II  fiture.  If  she  had  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  let  Kose- 
I      dale  drive  her  to  the  station,  the  concession  might  liave 

purchased  his  silence.  He  had  his  race's  accuracy  in  the 
appraisal  of  values,  and  to  be  seen  walking  down  the 
platform  at  the  crowded  afternoon  hour  in  the  company 
of  Miss  Lily  Bart  would  have  been  money  in  his  pocket, 
as  he  might  himself  have  phrased  it.  He  knew,  of  course, 
that  there  would  be  a  large  house-party  at  Bellomont, 
and  the  possibility  of  being  taken  for  one  of  Mrs,  IVe- 
nor'a  guests  was  doubtless  included  in  his  calculations. 
Air,  Rosedale  was  still  at  a  stage  in  his  social  ascent  when 
it  was  of  importance  to  produce  such  impressions. 

The  provoking  part  was  that  Lily  knew  all  this — 
knew  how  easy  it  would  have  been  to  silence  him  on  the 
spot,  and  how  difficult  it  might  be  to  do  so  afterward. 
Mr.  Simon  Rosedale  was  a  man  who  made  it  his  busi- 
nefis  to  know  everything  about  every  one,  whose  idea  of 

Cg  himselT  to  be  at  home  in  society  was  to  display 
[S3] 
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an  inconvenient  familiarity  with  the  habits  of  those  with 
whom  he  wished  to  be  thought  intimate.  Lily  was  sure 
that  within  twenty-four  hours  the  story  of  her  visiting 
her  dress-maker  at  the  Benedick  would  be  in  active  cir- 
culation among  Mr.  Rosedale's  acquaintances.  The  worst 
of  it  was  that  she  had  always  snubbed  and  ignored  him. 
On  his  first  appearance — when  her  improvident  cousin. 
Jack  Stepney,  had  obtained  for  him  (in  return  for  fa- 
vours too  easily  guessed)  a  card  to  one  of  the  vast  im- 
personal Van  Osburgh  "crushes" — Rosedale,  with  that 
mixture  of  aiiistic  sensibility  and  business  astuteness; 
which  characterizes  his  race,  had  instantly  gravitated 
toward  Miss  Bart.  She  understood  his  motives,  for  her 
own  course  was  guided  by  as  nice  calculations.  Train- 
ing and  experience  had  taught  her  to  be  hospitable  to 
newcomers,  since  the  most  unpromising  might  be  use^il 
later  on,  and  there  were  plenty  of  available  oublkties  to 
swallow  them  if  they  were  not.  But  some  intuitive  re- 
pugnance, getting  the  better  of  years  of  social  discipline. 
bad  made  her  push  Mr.  Rosedale  into  his  oubliette  with- 
out a  trial.  He  had  left  behind  only  the  ripple  of  amuse* 
ment  which  his  speedy  despatch  had  caused  among  her 
friends;  and  though  later  (to  shift  the  metaphor)  he  r&. 
appeared  lower  down  the  stream,  it  was  only  in  fleeting 
glimpses,  with  long  subniergences  between. 

Hitherto  Lily  had  been  undisturbed  by  scruples.  In 
her  Httle  set  Mr.  Rosedale  had  been  pronounced  "im- 
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possible,"  and  Jack  Stepney  roundly  snubbed  for  his 
attempt  to  pay  his  debts  in  dinner  invitations.  Even 
Mrs.  Trenor,  whose  taste  for  variety  had  led  her  into 
some  hazardous  expeiiments,  resisted  Jatk's  attempts  to 
disguise  Mr.  Rosedale  as  a  novelty,  and  (ieclared  that 
he  was  the  same  little  Jew  who  had  been  served  up  and 
rejected  at  the  social  board  a  dozen  times  within  her 
memory;  and  while  Judy  Trenor  was  obdurate  there  was 
small  chance  of  Mr.  Rosedale's  penetrating  beyond  tlie 
outer  limbo  of  the  Van  Osburgh  crushes.  Jack  gave  up 
the  contest  with  a  laughing  "You'll  see,"  and,  sticking 
manfully  to  his  guns,  showed  himself  with  Rosedale  at 
the  fashionable  restaurants,  in  company  with  the  per- 
sonally vi^-id  if  socially  obscure  ladies  who  are  available 
for  such  purposes.  But  the  attempt  had  hitherto  l»een 
I  vain,  and  as  Rosedale  undoubtedly  paid  for  the  dinners, 
the  laugh  remained  with  his  debtor. 

Mr,  Rosedale,  it  will  be  seen,  was  thus  far  not  a  factor 
to  be  feared — unless  one  put  one's  self  in  his  power.  And 
this  was  precisely  what  Miss  Bart  had  done.  Her  clumsy 
fib  had  let  him  see  that  she  had  something  to  conceal; 
and  ^e  was  sure  he  had  a  score  to  settle  with  her.  Some- 
thing in  his  smile  told  her  he  had  not  forgotten.  She 
turned  from  the  thought  with  a  little  shiver,  but  it  hung 
on  her  all  the  way  to  the  station,  and  dogged  her  down 

(e  platform  with  the  persistency  of  Mr.  Rosedale  himself. 
She  had  just  time  to  take  her  seat  before  the  train 
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started;  but  having  aiTanged  herself  in  her  comer  with 
the  instinctive  feeling  for  effect  which  never  forsook  her, 
she  glanced  about  in  the  hope  of  seeing  some  other 
member  of  the  Trenors'  party.  She  wanted  to  get  away 
from  herself,  and  conversation  was  the  only  means  of  es- 
cape that  she  knew. 

Her  search  was  rewarded  by  the  discovery  of  a  very 
blond  young  man  with  a  soft  reddish  beard,  who,  at  the 
other  end  of  the  caiTiage,  appeared  to  be  dissembling 
himself  behind  an  unfolded  newspaper.  Lily's  eye  bright- 
ened, and  a  faint  smile  relaxed  the  drawn  lines  of  her 
tnouth.  She  had  known  that  Mr,  Percy  Gryce  was  to  be 
at  Bellomont,  but  she  bad  not  counted  on  the  luck  of 
having  him  to  herself  in  the  train ;  and  the  fact  banished 
all  pei-tui'bing  thoughts  of  Mr.  Rosedale.  Perhaps,  after 
all,  the  day  was  to  end  more  favourably  than  it  had 
begun. 

She  began  to  cut  the  pages  of  a  novel,  tranquilly 
studying  her  prey  through  downcast  lashes  while  sha 
organized  a  method  of  attack.  Something  in  his  attitude 
of  conscious  absorption  told  her  that  he' was  aware  otj 
her  presence:  no  one  had  ever  been  quite  so  engrossed 
in  an  evening  paper!  She  guessed  that  he  was  too  shy 
to  come  up  to  her,  and  that  she  would  have  to  devisft, 
some  means  of  approach  which  should  not  appear  to  be 
an  advance  on  her  part.  It  amused  her  to  think  that, 
any  one  as  rich  as  Mr.  Percy  Gryce  should  be  shy;  but 
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ahe  was  gifted  with  treasures  of  indulgence  for  such  idio- 
syncrasies, and  besides,  his  timidity  might  serve  her  pur- 
pose better  thtin  too  much  assurance.  She  had  the  art  of 
giving  self-confidence  to  the  embarrassed,  but  she  waa 

I     not  equally  sure  of  being  able  to  embarrass  the  self- 

^^pofident. 

^^k  She  waited  tiU  the  train  had  emerged  &om  the  tunnel 

^^Pbd  was  racing  between  the  ragged  edges  of  the  northern 
aaburbs.  Then,  as  it  lowered  its  speed  near  Yonkers,  she 
rose  from  her  seat  and  drifted  slowly  down  the  carriage. 
As  she  passed  Mr.  Gryce,  the  train  gave  a,  lurch,  and  be 
was  aware  of  a  slender  hand  gripping  the  back  of  liis 
(diair.  He  rose  with  a  start,  his  ingenuous  face  looking 
as  though  it  had  been  dipped  in  crimson:  even  the  red- 
dish tint  in  his  beard  seemed  to  deepen. 

The  train  swayed  again,  almost  flinging  Miss  Bart 
into  his  anna.  She  steadied  herself  with  a  laugh  and 
drew  back;  but  he  was  enveloped  in  the  scent  of  her 

[dress,  and  his  shoulder  had  felt  her  fugitive  touch. 
"Oh,  Mr.  Gryce,  is  it  you?  I'm  so  sorry — I  waa  trying 
to  find  the  porter  and  get  some  tea." 

She  held  out  her  hand  as  the  train  resumed  its  level 

nieh,  and  they  stood  exchanging  a  few  words  in  the 

ftiale.  Yes — he  was  going  to  Bellomont.  He  had  hei^d 

she  waa  to  be  of  the  party — he  blushed  again  as  he  ad- 

^^mitted  it.  And  was  he  to  be  thei-e  lur  a  whole  week?  . 

^E>w  delightful  I  I 
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But  at  this  point  one  or  two  belated  passengers  from  I 
the  last  station  forced  their  way  into  the  carriage,  and  I 
Lily  had  to  retreat  to  her  seat. 

"The  chair  next  to  mine  is  empty — do  take  it,"  she 
eaid  over  her  shoulder;and  Mr.  Gryce,  with  considerable 
embarraaament,  succeeded  in  effecting  an  exchange  which 
enabled  him  to  transport  himself  and  his  bags  to  her 
side. 

"Ah — and  here  is  the  porter,  and  perhaps  we  can  have 
some  tea." 

She  signalled  to  that  ofliciaJ,  and  in  a  moment,  with 
the  ease  that  seemed  to  attend  the  fidfihnent  of  all  hej 
-rishes,  a  little  table  had  been  set  up  between  the  seate^ 
and  she  had  helped  Mr.  Gryce  to  bestow  his  encumber- 
ing properties  beneath  it. 

When  the  tea  came  he  watched  her  in  silent  fascina- 
tion while  her  hands  ihtted  above  the  tray,  looking  mi- 
raculously fine  and  slenderin  contrast  to  the  coarse  china 
and  lumpy  bread.  It  seemed  wonderful  to  him  that  any 
one  should  perform  with  such  careless  ease  the  difBcult 
task  of  making  tea  in  public  in  a  lurching  train.  He 
would  never  have  dared  to  order  it  for  himself,  lest  he 
should  attract  the  notice  of  his  fellow-passengers;  but, 
secure  in  the  shelter  of  her  conspicuousness,  he  sipped 
the  inky  draught  with  a  delicious  sense  of  exhilaration. 

Lily,  with  the  flavour  of  Selden's  caravan  tea  on  her 

lips,  had  no  great  fancy  to  drown  it  in  the  rtulway  brew 
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■diich  seemed  such  nectar  to  her  companioii ;  but,  rightly 
judging  that  one  of  the  charms  of  tea  is  the  £»ct  ol 
drinking  it  together,  she  proceeded  to  give  the  last  touch 
to  Mr.  Gryce's  enjoyment  by  smiUng  at  him  across  her 
lifted  cup. 

Is  it  quite  right — I  haven't  made  it  too  strong?" 
asked  solicitously;  and  he  replied  with  conviction 
,t  he  had  never  tasted  better  tea. 

daresay  it  is  true,"  she  reflected;  and  her  imagina- 
tion was  fired  by  the  thought  that  Mr.  Gryce,  who  might 
have  sounded  the  depths  of  the  most  complex  self-indul- 
gence, was  perhaps  actually  taking  his  first  journey  alone 
with  a  pretty  woman. 

It  struck  her  as  providential  that  she  should  be  the 
instrument  of  his  initiation.  Some  girls  would  not  have 
known  how  to  manage  him.  They  would  have  over-empha- 
sized the  novelty  of  the  adventure,  trying  to  make  him  feel 
in  it  the  zest  of  an  escapade.  But  Lily's  methods  were  more 
dehcate.  She  remembered  that  her  cousin  Jack  Stepnev 
had  once  defined  Mr.  Gryce  as  the  young  man  who  had 
promised  his  mother  never  to  go  out  in  the  rain  without 
his  overshoes ;  and  acting  on  this  hint,  she  resolved  to  im- 
part a  gently  domestic  air  to  the  scene,  in  the  hope  that 
her  companion,  instead  of  feeling  tliat  he  was  doing  some- 
thing reckless  or  unusual,  would  merely  be  led  to  dwell 
on  the  advantage  ofalways  having  a  companion  to  make 
the  train. 

[29  1 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 

But  in  spite  of  her  efforts,  conversation  flagged  aft^ 
the  tray  had  been  removed,  and  she  was  driven  to  take 
a  fresh  measurement  of  Mr.  Gryce's  limitations.  It  was 
not,  after  all,  opportunity  but  imagination  that  he 
lacked :  he  had  a  mental  palate  which  would  never  leam 
to  distinguish  between  railway  tea  and  nectar.  There 
was,  however,  one  topic  she  could  rely  on:  one  spring 
that  she  had  only  to  touch  to  set  his  simple  machinery 
in  motion.  She  had  refrained  from  touching  it  becausa 
it  was  a  last  resource,  and  she  had  relied  on  other  arts 
to  stimulate  other  sensations;  but  as  a  settled  look  of 
dulness  began  to  creep  over  his  candid  features,  she  saw 
that  extreme  measures  were  necessary, 

"And  how,"  she  said,  leaning  forward,  "are  you  get- 
ting on  with  your  Americana?" 

His  eye  became  a  degree  less  opaque :  it  wtis  as  though 
an  incipient  Sha  had  been  removed  fr^m  it,  and  she  felt 
the  pride  of  a  skilful  operator. 

"  I  've  got  a  few  new  things,"  he  smd,  suffiised  with 
pleasure,  but  lowering  his  voice  as  though  he  feared  hia- 
fellow-passengers  might  be  in  league  to  despoil  him. 

She  returned  a  sympathetic  enquiry,  and  gradually  he 
was  drawn  on  to  talk  of  his  latest  purchases.  It  was  the 
one  subject  which  enabled  him  to  forget  himself,  or  al- 
lowed him,  rather,  to  remember  himself  without  con- 
straint, because  he  was  at  home  in  it,  and  could  assert  a  su- 
periority that  there  were  few  to  dispute.  Hardly  any  of 
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ds  acquaintances  cared  for  AmericaDa,  or  knew  anything 
about  them;  and  the  consciousness  of  this  ignorance 
threw  Mr.  Gryce's  knowledge  into  agreeable  relief.  The 
only  difficulty  was  to  introduce  the  topic  and  to  keep  it 
to  the  front;  most  people  showed  no  desire  to  have  their 
ignorance  dispelled,  and  Mr.  Gryce  was  like  a  merchant 
whose  warehouses  are  crammed  with  an  unmarketable 
commodity. 

But  Miss  Bart,  it  appeared,  really  did  want  to  know 
tut  Americana;  and  moreover,  she  was  already  suffi- 
Sently  informed  to  make  the  task  of  farther  instruction 
as  easy  as  it  was  agi'eeable.  She  questioned  him  intel- 
ligently, she  beard  him  submissively;  and,  prepared  for 
the  look  of  lassitude  which  usually  crept  over  his  list«n- 
ers'  faces,  he  grew  eloquent  under  her  receptive  gaze. 
He  "points"  she  had  had  the  presence  of  mind  to  glean 
&om  Selden,in  anticipation  of  this  very  contingency,  were 
serving  her  to  such  good  purpose  that  she  began  to  think 
her  visit  to  him  had  been  the  luckiest  incident  of  the  day. 
She  had  once  more  shown  her  talent  for  profiting  by  the 
xpected,  and  dangerous  theories  as  to  the  advisability 
yielding  to  impulse  were  germinating  under  the  sur- 
of  smiling  attention  which  she  continued  to  present 
hiBr  companion. 

Mr.  Gryce's  sensations,  if  less  definite,  were  equally 
ible.  He  felt  the  confused  titillation  with  which 
lower  danisms  welcome  the  gratification  of  thur 
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needs,  and  all  his  Benses  floundered  in  a  vague  well-be- 
ing, through  which  Miss  Bart's  personality  was  dimlj 
hut  pleasantly  perceptible. 

Mr.  Gryce's  interest  in  Americana  had  not  originated 
with  himself:  it  was  impossible  to  think  of  him  as  evolv- 
ing any  taste  of  his  own.  An  uncle  had  left  him  a  col- 
lection already  noted  among  bibliophiles;  the  existence 
of  the  collection  was  the  only  fact  that  had  ever  shed 
glory  on  the  name  of  Gryce,  and  the  nephew  took  as 
much  pride  in  his  inheritance  as  though  it  had  been 
his  own  work.  Indeed,  he  gradually  came  to  regard  it  as 
such,  arid  to  feel  a  sense  of  personal  complacency  when 
he  chanced  on  any  reference  to  the  Gryce  Americana. 
Anxious  as  he  was  to  avoid  personal  notice,  he  took,  in 
the  printed  mention  of  his  name,  a  pleasure  so  exqui- 
site and  excessive  that  it  seemed  a  compensation  for  his 
shrinking  ixora  publicity. 

To  enjoy  the  sensation  as  often  as  possible,  he  sub- 
scribed to  all  the  reviews  dealing  with  book -collecting 
in  general,  and  American  history  in  particular,  and  as 
allusions  to  his  library  abounded  in  the  pages  of  these 
journals,  which  formed  his  only  reading,  he  came  to  i\  - 
gard  himself  as  figuring  prominently  in  the  public  eye, 
and  to  enjoy  the  thought  of  the  interest  which  would  be 
excited  if  the  persons  he  met  in  the  street,  or  sat  among 
in  travelling,  were  suddenly  to  be  told  that  he  was  the 
possessor  of  the  Gryce  Americana. 
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Most  timidities  have  such  secret  compensations,  and 
Miss  Bart  was  discerning  enough  to  know  that  the  inner 
vanity  is  generally  iihproportion  to  the  outer  self-depre- 
dation. With  a  more  confident  person  she  would  not 
have  dared  to  dwell  so  long  on  one  topic,  or  to  show 
such  exaggerated  interest  in  it;  but  she  had  rightly 
guessed  that  Mr,  Gryce's  egoism  was  a  thirsty  soil,  re- 
quiring constant  nurture  from  witliout.  Miss  Bart  had 
the  gift  of  following  an  undercurrent  of  thought  while 
she  appeared  to  be  sailing  on  the  surface  of  conversa- 
tion; and  in  this  case  her  mental  exclusion  took  the 
form  of  a  rapid  survey  of  Mr.  Percy  Gryce's  future  as 
combined  with  her  own.  The  Gryces  were  iVora  Albany, 
and  but  lately  introduced  to  the  metropolis,  where  the 
mother  and  son  had  come,  after  old  Jefferson  Gryce's 
death,  to  take  possession  of  his  house  in  Madison  Avenue 
— an  appalling  bouse,  all  brown  stone  without  and  black 
walnut  within,  with  the  Gryce  library  in  a  fire-proof 
annex  that  looked  like  a  mausoleum.  Lily,  however,  knew 
all  about  them:  young  Mr.  Gryce's  arrival  had  flut- 
tered the  maternal  breasts  of  New  York,  and  when  a 
girl  has  no  mother  to  palpitate  for  her  she  must  needs 
be  on  the  alert  for  herself  LUy,  therefore,  had  not  only 
contrived  to  put  herself  in  the  young  man's  way,  but 
had  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mrs,  Gryce,  a  monumental 
woman  with  the  voice  of  a  pulpit  orator  and  a  mind 

tupied  with   the   iniquities  of  her  servants,  who 
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^1  came  sometimes  to  sit  with  Mrs.  Fentston  and  leam  from 

^H  that  lady  how  she  managed  to  prevent  the  kitchen-maid'i 

^H  smugghng  groceries  out  of  the  house.  Mrs.  Gryce  had  a 

^H  kind  of  impersonal  benevolence:  cases  of  individual  need 

^H  she  regarded  with  suspicion,  but  she  subscribed  to  Insti- 

^H  tutions  when  their  annual  reports  showed  an  impressive 

^H  surplus.  Her  domestic  duties  were  manifold,  for  they  ez- 

^1  tended  from  furtive  inspections  of  the  servanta'  bedrooms 

^H  to  unannounced  descents  to  the  cellar;  but  she  had  never 

^H  allowed  herself  many  pleasures.  Once,  however,  she  had 

^H  had  a  special  edition  of  the  Sarum  Rule  printed  in  rubric 

^H  and  presented  to  every  clergyman  in  the  diocese;  and  the 

^H  gilt  album  in  which  their  letters  of  thanks  were  pasted 

^H  formed  the  chief  ornament  of  her  drawing-room  table. 
^H  Percy  had  been  brought  up  in  the  principles  which  t 

^H  excellent  a  woman  was  sure  to  inculcate.  Every  fonn  of 

^H  prudence  and  suspicion  had  been  grafted  on  a  nature 

^H  originally  reluctant  and  cautious,  with  the  result  that 
it  would  have  seemed  hardly  needful  for  Mrs,  Gryce  to 
extract  hia  promise  about  the  overshoes,  so  little  likely 
was  he  to  hazard  himself  abroad  in  the  rain.  After  at- 

^L  taining  his  majority,  and  coming  into  the  fortune  which 

^H  the  late  Mr.  Gryce  had  made  out  of  a  patent  device  for 

^H  excluding  &eah  air  from  hotels,  the  young  man  continued 

^1  to  live  with  his  mother  in  Albany;  but  on  Jefferson 

^m  Gryce'a  death,  when  another  large  property  passed  into 

V  her  ion's  hands,  Mrs.  Gryce  thought  that  what  she  calleif 
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his  "interests"  demanded  his  presence  in  New  York.  She 
accordingly  installed  herself  in  the  Madison  Avenue 
house,  and  Perey,  whose  sense  of  duty  was  not  inferior 
to  his  mother's,  spent  all  his  week  days  in  the  handsome 
Broad  Street  office  where  a  batch  of  pale  men  on  small 
salaries  had  grown  grey  in  the  management  of  the  Gryce 
estate,  and  where  he  was  initiated  with  becoming  rever- 
ence into  every  detail  of  the  art  of  accumulation. 

As  far  as  Lily  could  learn,  this  had  hitherto  been 
Mr.  Giyce's  only  occupation,  and  she  might  have  been 
pardoned  for  thinking  it  not  too  hard  a  task  to  interest 
a  young  man  who  had  been  kept  on  such  low  diet.  At 
any  rate,  she  felt  herself  so  completely  in  command  of 
the  situation  that  she  yielded  to  a  sense  of  security  in 
which  all  fear  of  Mr.  Roscdale,  and  of  the  difficulties  on 
which  that  fear  was  contingent,  vanished  beyond  the 
edge  of  thought. 

The  stopping  of  the  train  at  Garrisons  would  not  have 
distracted  her  from  these  thoughts,  had  she  not  caught 
a  sudden  look  of  distress  in  her  companion's  eye.  His 
seat  faced  toward  the  door,  and  she  guessed  that  he  had 
been  perturbed  by  the  approach  of  an  acquaintance;  a 
fact  confirmed  by  the  turning  of  heads  and  general  sense 
of  commotioD  which  her  own  entrance  into  a  railway- 
carriage  was  apt  to  produce. 

She  knew  the  symptoms  at  once,  and  was  not  surprised 

Lby  the  high  notea  of  a  pretty  woman,  who 
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entered  the  train  accompanied  by  a  maid,  a  bull-terrier, 
and  a  footman  staggering  under  a  load  of  bags  and 
dressing-cases. 

"Oh,  Lily — are  you  going  to  Bellomontp  Then  yoa 
can''t  let  me  have  your  seat,  I  suppose?  But  I  must  have 
a  seat  in  this  carriage — porter,  you  must  find  me  a  place 
at  once.  Can't  some  one  be  put  somewhere  else?  I  want 
to  be  with  my  friends.  Oh,  how  do  you  do,  Mr.  Gryce? 
Do  please  make  htm  understand  that  I  must  have  a  seat 
next  to  you  and  Lily." 

Mrs.  George  Dorset,  regardless  of  the  mild  efforts  of 
a  traveller  with  a  carpet-bag,  who  wa;  doing  hia  best  to  I 
make  room  for  her  by  getting  out  of  the  train,  stood  in 
the  middle  of  the  aisle,  diffusing  about  her  that  general 
sense  of  exasperation  which  a  pretty  woman  on  her  tra- 
vels not  infrequently  creates. 

She  was  smaller  and  thinner  than  Lily  Bart,  with  a 
restless  pliability  of  pose,  as  if  she  could  have  been  crum- 
pled up  and  run  through  a  ring,  like  the  sinuous  drape- 
ries she  affected.  Her  small  pale  face  seemed  the  mere 
setting  of  a  pair  of  dark  exaggerated  eyes,  of  which  the 
visionary  gaze  contrasted  curiously  with  her  self-asser- 
tive tone  and  gestures;  so  that,  a^  one  of  her  friends  ob- 
served, she  was  like  a  disembodied  spirit  who  took  up  a 
great  deal  of  room. 

Having  finally  discovered  that  the  seat  adjoining  MiM 
Bart's  was  at  her  disposal,  she  possessed  herself  of  it  with 
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a  &rther  displacement  of  her  surroundings,  explaining, 
meanwhile  that  she  had  come  across  from  Mount  Eisco- 
in  her  motor-car  that  morning,  and  had  been  kicking  hei 
heels  for  an  hour  at  Garrisons,  without  even  the  alle- 
viation of  a  cigarette,  her  brute  of  a  husband  having 
neglected  to  replenish  her  case  before  they  parted  that 
morning. 

"And  at  this  hour  of  the  day  I  don't  suppose  you've  a 
single  one  left,  have  you,  UlyP"  she  plaintively  concluded. 

Miss  Bart  caught  the  startled  glance  of  Mr.  Percy 
Gryce,  whose  own  lips  were  never  defiled  by  tobacco. 

*'What  an  absurd  question.  Bertha!"  she  exclaimed, 
blushing  at  the  thought  of  the  store  she  had  laid  in  at 
I^wrence  Selden's. 

"Why,  don't  you  smoke?  Since  when  have  you  given  it 

Dp?  What — you  never And  you  dont  either,  Mr.. 

Gtyce?  Ah,  of  course — how  stupid  of  me — I  under- 
stand." 

And  Mrs.  Dorset  leaned  back  against  her  travelling 
cushions  with  a  smile  which  made  Lily  wish  there  had 
been  no  vacant  seat  beside  her  own. 

Ill 

RIDGE  at  Bellomont  usually  lasted  till  the  small 
hours;  and  when  Lily  went  to  bed  that  night  she 
played  too  long  for  her  own  good, 
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!  Feeling  no  desire  for  the  self-conimunion  which  awaited 
iher  in  her  room,  she  lingered  on  the  hroad  stairway,  look' 
ing  down  into  the  hall  below,  where  the  last  card-play« 
■era  were  grouped  about  the  tray  of  tall  glasses  and  silver- 
collared  decanters  which  the  butler  had  just  placed  < 
low  table  near  the  fire. 

The  hall  was  arcaded,  with  a  gallery  supported  on 
columns  of  pale  yellow  marble.  Tall  clumps  of  flowering 
plants  were  grouped  against  a  background  of  dark  foliaj 
in  the  angles  of  the  walls.  On  the  crimson  carpet  a  deer- 
hound  and  two  or  three  spaniels  dozed  luxuriously  be^ 
fore  the  fire,  and  the  light  fixim  the  great  central  lan- 
tern overhead  shed  a  brightness  on  the  women^s  hair  and 
[jstruck  sparks  from  their  jewels  as  they  moved. 

There  were  moments  when  such  scenes  delighted  liXjt 
when  they  gratified  her  sense  of  beauty  and  her  craving 
tot  the  external  finish  of  life;  there  were  others  whea 
they  gave  a  sharper  edge  to  the  meagreness  of  her  own 
opportunities.  This  was  one  of  the  moments  when  the 
sense  of  contrast  was  uppermost,  and  she  turned  awa^j 
impatiently  as  Mrs.  George  Dorset,  glittering  in  ser- 
pentine spangles,  drew  Percy  Giyce  in  her  wake  to  a  con- 
fidential nook  beneath  the  gallery. 

It  was  not  that  Miss  Bart  was  afraid  of  losing  her 

newly-acquired  hold  over  Mr.  Gryce.  Mrs.  Dorset  might 

•tartle  or  dazzle  him,  but  she  had  neither  the  skill  nor 

the  patience  to  effect  his  capture.  She  was  too  self-en" 
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grossed  to  penetrate  the  recesses  of  his  shyness,  and  be- 
sides, why  should  she  care  to  give  herself  the  trouble? 
At  most  it  might  amuse  her  to  make  sport  of  his  sim- 
plicity for  an  evening — after  that  he  would  be  merely  a 
burden  to  her,  and  knowing  this,  she  was  far  too  expe- 
rienced to  encourage  him.  But  the  mere  thought  of  that 
other  woman,  who  could  take  a  man  up  and  toss  him 
aside  aa  she  willed,  without  having  to  regard  him  aa  a 
possible  factor  in  her  plans,  filled  Lily  Bart  with  envy. 
She  had  been  bored  all  the  afternoon  by  Percy  Gryce — ■ 
the  mere  thought  seemed  to  waken  an  echo  of  his  dron- 
iDg  voice — but  she  could  not  ignore  him  on  the  morrow, 
she  must  follow  up  her  success,  must  submit  to  more  bore- 
dom, must  be  ready  with  fresh  compliances  and  adaptabU- 
ities,and  all  on  the  bare  chance  that  he  might  ultimately 
decide  to  do  her  the  honour  of  boring  her  for  life. 

It  was  a  hateful  fate — but  how  escape  from  it?  What 
choice  had  she?  To  be  herself,  or  a  Gerty  Parish.  As  she 
entered  her  bedroom,  with  its  softly-shaded  lights,  her 
lace  dressing-gown  lying  across  the  silken  bedspread,  her 
little  embroidered  slippers  before  the  fire,  a  vase  of  car- 
nations filling  the  air  with  perfume,  and  the  last  novels 
and  magazines  lying  uncut  on  a  table  beside  the  reading- 
lamp,  she  had  a  vision  of  Miss  Parish's  cramped  flat,  with 
its  cheap  conveniences  and  hideous  wall-papers.  No;  she 
was  not  made  for  mean  and  shabby  surroundings,  for  the 
squalid  compromises  of  poverty.  Her  whole  being  dilatod' 
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in  an  atmosphere  of  luxury;  it  was  the  background  she 
(required,  the  only  climate  she  could  breathe  in.  But  tha 
luxury  of  others  was  not  what  she  wanted.  A  few  yean, 
ago  it  had  sufficed  her:  she  had  taken  her  daily  meed  oi 
pleasure  without  caring  who  provided  it.  Now  she  wag 
beginning  to  chafe  at  the  obligations  it  imposed,  to  fed 
herself  a  mere  pensioner  on  the  splendour  which  had 
seemed  to  belong  to  her.  There  were  even  moments  when 
she  was  conscious  of  having  to  pay  her  way. 

For  a  long  time  she  had  refused  to  play  bridge.  She 
knew  she  could  not  afford  it,  and  she  was  afraid  of 
quiring  so  expensive  a  taste.  She  had  seen  the  dangec 
-exemplified  in  more  than  one  of  her  associates — in  young 
Ned  Silverton,  for  instance,  the  charming  fair  boy  noi^ 
seated  in  abject  rapture  at  the  elbow  of  Mrs.  Fisher,  4 
■striking  divorcee  with  eyes  and  gowns  as  emphatic  as 
head-lines  ofher  "case,'' Lilycould  remember  when younj 
Silverton  had  stumbled  into  their  circle,  with  the  air  ( 
a  strayed  Arcadian  who  has  published  charming  soi 
mets  in  his  college  journal.  Since  then  he  had  develope4 
a  taste  for  Mrs.  Fisher  and  bridge,  and  the  latter 
least  had  involved  him  in  expenses  from  which  he  h 
been  more  than  once  rescued  by  harassed  maiden  sistem 
who  treasured  the  sonnets,  and  went  without  sugar  ii 
"their  tea  to  keep  their  darling  afloat.  Ned's  case  wa 
'familiar  to  Lily:  she  had  seen  his  charming  eyes — whid 
had  a  good  deal  more  poetry  in  them  than  the  sonnet 
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—change  from  surprise  to  amusement,  and  from  amuse- 
ment to  anxiety,  as  he  passed  under  the  spell  of  the 
teirible  god  of  chance;  and  she  was  afraid  of  discovering 
the  same  symptoms  in  her  own  case. 

For  in  the  la^t  year  she  had  found  that  her  hostesses 
expected  her  to  take  a  place  at  the  card-table.  It  was 
one  of  the  taxes  she  had  to  pay  for  their  prolonged  hos- 
pitality, and  for  the  dresses  and  trinkets  which  occasion- 
ally replenished  her  insufficient  wardrobe.  And  since  she 
had  played  regularly  the  passion  had  grown  on  her.  Once 
or  twice  of  late  she  had  won  a  large  sum,  and  instead  of 
keeping  it  against  future  losses,  had  spent  it  in  dress  or 
jewelry;  and  the  desire  to  atone  for  this  imprudence, 
combined  with  the  increasing  exhilaration  of  the  game, 
drove  her  to  risk  higher  stakes  at  each  fresh  venture. 
She  tried  to  excuse  herself  on  the  plea  that,  in  the  Trenor 
[  let,  if  one  played  at  all  one  must  either  play  high  or  be 
eet  down  as  priggish  or  stingy;  but  she  knew  that  the 
gambling  passion  was  upon  her,  and  that  in  her  present 
aurroundings  there  was  small  hope  of  resisting  it 

Tonight  the  luck  had  been  persistently  bad,  and  the 
little  gold  purse  which  hung  among  her  trinkets  was 
almost  empty  when  she  returned  to  her  room.  She  un- 
locked the  wardrobe,  and  taking  out  her  jewel -caBe,Iooked 
under  the  tray  for  the  roll  of  bills  from  which  she  had 
replenished  the  purse  before  going  down  to  dinner.  Only 
twoify  dollars  were  left :  the  discovery  was  so  startling 
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that  for  a  momeat  she  fancied  she  must  have  been  robbed; 
Then  she  took  paper  and  pencil,  and  seating  herself 
the  writing-table,  tried  to  reckon  up  what  she  had  speol 
during  the  day.  Her  head  was  throbbing  with  fatigue 
and  she  had  to  go  over  the  figures  again  and  again;  but 
at  last  it  became  clear  to  her  that  she  had  lost  thre( 
hundred  dollars  at  cards.  She  took  out  her  cheque-bool 
to  see  if  her  balance  was  larger  than  she  remembered 
but  found  she  had  erred  in  the  other  direction.  Then 
returned  to  her  calculations;  but  figure  as  she  would,  shi 
could  not  conjure  back  the  vanished  three  hundred  dol 
lars.  It  was  the  sum  she  had  set  aside  to  pacify  her  dres» 
maker — unless  she  should  decide  to  iise  it  as  a  sop  b 
the  jeweller.  At  any  rate,  she  had  so  many  uses  for  i 
that  its  very  insufficiency  had  caused  her  to  play  high  11 
the  hope  of  doubling  it.  But  of  course  she  had  lost- 
she  who  needed  every  penny,  while  Bertha  Dorset,  whoa 
husband  showered  money  on  her,  must  have  pocketed  a 
least  five  hundred,  and  Judy  Trenor,  who  could  hay 
atTorded  to  lose  a  thousand  a  night,  had  left  the  tabi 
clutching  such  a  heap  of  bills  that  she  had  been  unabli 
to  shake  hands  with  her  guests  when  they  bade  her  gooi 
night. 
I  A  world  in  which  such  things  could  be  seemed  a  mi 
able  place  to  Lily  Bart;  but  then  she  had  never  be« 
able  to  understand  the  laws  of  a  universe  which  waa 
ready  to  leave  her  out  of  its  calculations. 
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b^gan  to  unJtm  wittioiit  linging  for  Imt  maidli 
ihon  dio  luul  aent  to  bed.  She  bed  been  long  enoi^ 
mboadege  to  other  peopled  pkenre  to  be  contidMmte 
rf  Ihoee  wbo  depended  od  han,  end  in  bv  bitter  moode 
it  WHMilJmfe  etmdL  her  that  dm  and  her  maid  were  in 
poeition,  exoept  that  tlie  ktter  leoeiTed  her 
mate  xegnlaxly. 

Am  abe  aat  before  the  minor  famshing  her  hair,  her 
free  looked  hollow  and  pale^  and  aha  was  firigbtened  bj 
two  little  lines  near  her  moath,  fiunt  flaws  in  the  smooth 
onrfo  cf  the  dieek. 

^Ob^  I  must  stop  woRying!**  she  exdaimedL  ^Unless 

it^  the  dectiic  lig^t **  she  reflected,  springing  up 

fipom  her  seat  and  li|^ting  the  candles  on  the  dressing- 
tsUe. 

She  turned  out  the  wall-lights,  and  peered  at  herself 
between  the  candle-flames.  The  white  oval  of  her  face 
swam  out  waveringly  from  a  background  of  shadows, 
the  uncertain  light  blurring  it  like  a  haze;  but  the  two 
lines  about  the  mouth  remained. 

lily  rose  and  undressed  in  haste. 

^It  IB  only  because  I  am  tired  and  have  such  odious 
things  to  think  about,^  she  kept  repeating;  and  it  seemed 
an  added  injustice  that  petty  cares  should  leave  a  trace 
on  the  beauty  which  was  her  only  defence  against  them. 

But  the  odious  things  were  there,  and  remained  with 
her.  She  returned  wearily  to  the  thought  of  Percy  Gryce, 
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OS  A  wayfarer  picks  up  a  heavy  load  and  toils  on  after 
brief  rest.  Shcwasalmost  sure  she  had  "landed"  him:  w 
few  days'  work  and  she  would  win  her  reward.  But  thO 
reward  itself  seemed  unpalatable  just  then :  she  could  get 
no  zest  from  the  thought  of  victory.  It  would  be  a  rest 
from  worry,  no  more — and  how  little  that  would  ha' 
seemed  to  her  a  few  years  earlier!  Her  ambitions  had 
shrank  gradually  in  the  desiccating  air  of  failure.  Bat 
why  had  she  failed?  Was  it  her  own  fault  or  that 
destiny  ? 

She  remembered  how  her  mother,  after  they  had  li 
their  money,  used  to  say  to  her  with  a  kind  of  fierctf 
vindictiveness :  "But  you'll  get  it  all  back — you'll  get 
it  all  back,  with  your  face."  . . .  The  remembrance  roused' 
a  whole  train  of  association,  and  she  lay  in  the  darkni 
reconstructing  the  past  out  of  which  her  present  had 
grown. 

A  house  in  which  no  one  ever  dined  at  home  unli 
there  was  "company";  a  door-bell  perpetually  ringing] 
a  hall-table  showered  with  square  envelopes  which 
opened  in  haste,  and  oblong  envelopes  which  were  allowed 
to  gather  dust  in  the  depths  of  a  bronze  Jar;  a  series 
French  and  English  maids  giving  warning  amid  a  chaot 
of  hurriedly -ransacked  wardrobes  and  dress-closets: 
equally  changing  dynsisty  of  nurses  and  footmen;  quarrelfl 
in  the  pantry,  the  kitchen  and  the  drawing-room;  pre* 
cipitate  trips  to  Europe,  and  returns  with  gorged  tranl 
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«od  days  of  intenninable  tinpackiiig;  semi-annual  dts- 
cussioDB  as  to  where  the  Eummer  should  be  spent,  grey 
interludeB  of  economy  and  brilliant  reactioas  of  expense 
— such  was  the  setting  of  Lily  Bart's  first  memories. 

Ruling  the  turbulent  element  called  home  was  the 
vigorous  and  determined  figure  of  a  mother  still  young 
enough  to  dance  her  ball-dresses  to  rags,  while  the  hazy 
outline  of  a  neutral -tin  ted  father  filled  an  intermediate 
space  between  the  butler  and  the  man  who  came  to  wind 
the  clocks.  Even  to  the  eyes  of  infancy,  Mrs.  Hudson 
Bart  had  appeared  young;  but  Lily  could  not  recall  the 
time  when  her  father  had  not  been  bald  and  slightly 
stooping,  with  streaks  of  grey  in  his  hair,  and  a  tired 
^rslk.  It  was  a  shock  to  her  to  learn  afterward  that  he 
Traa  but  two  years  older  than  her  mother. 

Lily  seldom  saw  her  father  by  daylight.  All  day  he 
■was  "down  town";  and  in  winter  it  was  long  after 
nightfall  when  she  heard  his  fagged  step  on  the  stairs 
■and  his  hand  on  the  school-room  door.  He  would  kiss 
her  in  silence,  and  ask  one  or  two  questions  of  the  nurse 
or  the  governess;  then  Mrs.  Bart's  maid  would  come  to 
remind  him  that  he  was  dining  out,  and  he  would  hurry 
away  with  a  nod  to  Lily.  In  summer,  when  he  joined 
them  for  a  Sunday  at  Newport  or  Southampton,  he  was 
■even  more  effaced  and  silent  than  in  winter.  It  seemed 
to  tire  him  to  rest,  and  he  would  sit  for  hours  staring 
.at  the  sea-line  from  a  quiet  comer  of  the  verandah,  while 
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the  clatter  of  his  wife's  existence  went  on  unheeded  < 
few  feet  off.  Generally,  however,  Mrs.  Bart  and  . 
went  to  Europe  for  the  summer,  and  before  the  steame 
was  half  way  over  Mr.  Bart  had  dipped  below  the  horj 
zon.  Sometimes  his  daughter  heard  him  denounced  fa 
having  neglected  to  forward  Mrs.  Bart's  remittances;  bu 
for  the  most  part  he  was  never  mentioned  or  thougb 
of  till  his  patient  stooping  figure  presented  itself  on  tb 
New  York  dock  as  a  buftbr  between  the  magnitude  a 
his  wife's  luggage  and  the  restrictions  of  the  Ameri« 
custom-house. 

In  this  desultory  yet  agitated  fashion  life  went  ( 
through  Lily's  teens:  a  zig-zag  broken  course  dow 
which  the  family  craft  glided  on  a  rapid  cun'ent  t 
amusement,  tugged  at  by  the  underflow  of  a  perpetui 
need — the  need  of  more  money.  I-ily  could  not  r 
the  time  when  there  had  been  money  enough,  and  i 
some  vague  way  her  father  seemed  always  to  blame  fi 
the  deficiency.  It  could  certainly  not  be  the  fault  < 
Mrs,  Bart,  who  was  spoken  of  by  her  friends  as  a  "won 
derful  manager."  Mrs.  Bart  was  famous  for  the  unlimite 
effect  she  produced  on  limited  means;  and  to  the  lad 
and  her  acquaintances  there  was  something  heroic  in  li?i 
ing  as  though  one  were  much  richer  than  one's  bank) 
book  denoted. 

Ldy  was  naturally  proud  of  her  mother's  aptitude  i 

this  line:  she  had  been  btouglit  up  in  the  faith  tha 
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■t^tpvpf  it  costf  one  must  have  a  good  cook,  and  be  what 
Mrs.  Bart  called  "decently  dressal."  Mrs.  Bart's  worst 
ifiproach  to  her  husband  was  to  ask  him  )f  he  expected 
her  to  "live  like  a  pig";  and  his  replyinfr  in  ihe.  npf^tJve 
was  always  regarded  as  a  justification  for  cabling  to  Paris 
for  an  extra  dress  or  two,  and  telephoning  to  the  jeweller 


that  be  might,  atter  all,  send  home  the  turtjuoise  brace- 
I  let  which  Mrs.  Bart  had  looked  gt  t**"*  r""miiCi 

Lily  knew  people  who  "lived  like  pigs,"  and  their  ap- 
pearance and  surroundings  justified  her  mother's  repug- 
ceto  thatformofexistence.  They  were  mostly  cousins, 
who  inhabited  dingy  houses  with  engra^ngs  from  Cole's 
Voyage  of  Life  on  the  drawing-room  walls,  and  slatternly 
parlour-maids  who  said  "  I  '11  go  and  see"  to  visitors  call- 
ing at  an  hour  when  all  right-minded  persons  are  con- 
ventionally if  not  actually  out.  The  disgusting  part  of  it 
wasthat  many  of  these  cousins  were  rich,  so  that  Lily 
imbibed  the  idea  that  if  people  lived  like  pigs  it  was  from 
choice,  and  through  the  lack  of  any  proper  standard  of 
conduct.  This  gave  her  a  sense  of  reflected  superiority, 
and  she  did  not  need  Mrs.  Bart's  comments  on  the  family 
frumps  and  misers  to  foster  her  naturally  lively  taste  for 
splendour. 

Lily  was  nineteen  when  circumstances  caused  her  to 
revise  her  view  of  the  universe. 

Tlie  previous  year  she  had   made  a  dazzling  d^ut 

fringed  by  a  heavy  thunder-cloud  of  bills.  The  light  of 
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the  d^but  still  lingered  on  the  horizon,  but  the  cloud 
thickened ;  aiid  suddenly  it  broke.  The  suddenness  added' 
to  the  hoiTor;  and  there  were  still  times  when  Lily  re- 
lived with  painful  vividness  every  detail  of  the  day  oik 
which  the  blow  fell.  She  and  her  mother  had  been  seated 
at  the  luncheon-table,  over  the  ckaufroiw  and  cold  salmon 
of  the  previous  night's  dinner:  it  was  one  of  Mrs.  Barftf 
few  economies  to  consume  in  private  the  expensive  rem- 
nants of  her  hospitality,  Lily  was  feeling  the  pleasant 
languor  which  is  youth's  penalty  for  dancing  till  dawn^ 
but  her  mother,  in  spite  of  a  few  lines  about  the  mouth, 
and  under  the  yellow  waves  on  her  temples,  was  as  alert^ 
determined  and  high  in  colour  as  if  she  had  risen  from 
an  untroubled  sleep. 

In  the  centre  of  the  table,  between  the  melting  mar^ 
TQjia  ^aces  and  candied  cherries,  a  pyramid  of  American 
Beauties  lifted  their  vigorous  stems;  they  held  their  heaife 
as  high  as  Mrs.  Bart,  but  their  rose-colour  had  turned 
to  a  dissipated  purple,  and  Lily's  sense  of  fitness  was  dis^ 
turbed  by  their  reappearance  on  the  luncheon -table. 

"I  really  think,  mother,"  she  said  reproachfully,  "we 
might  afford  a  few  fresh  flowers  for  luncheon.  Just  somn 
jonquils  or  lilies-of- the -valley " 

Mrs.  Bart  stared.  Her  own  fastidiousness  had  its  eye 

fixed  on  the  world,  and  she  did  not  care  how  the  luncl,  eou' 

table  looked  when  there  was  no  one  present  at  it  bul  "ha 

family.  But  she  smiled  at  her  daughter's  innocence. 
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Jl  "LUies-of- the- valley,"  she  said  calmly^  "cost  two  dol- 
Ws  a  dozen  at  this  season." 

LUy  was  not  impressed.  She  knew  very  little  of  the 
value  of  money. 

"It  would  not  take  more  than  six  dozen  to  fill  that 
bowl,"  she  argued, 

"  Six  dozen  what?"  asked  her  father's  voice  in  the 
doorway, 

ITie  two  women  looked  up  in  surprise;  though  it  was 
a  Saturday,  the  sight  of  Mr.  Bart  at  luncheon  was  an  un- 
wonted one.  But  neither  his  wife  nor  his  daughter  was 
sufSciently  interested  to  ask  an  explanation, 

Mr.  Bart  dropped  into  a  choir,  and  sat  gazing  ab- 
sently at  the  fragment  of  jellied  salmon  which  the  butler 
had  placed  before  him, 

"I  was  only  saying,"  Lily  began,  "that  I  hate  to  see 
faded  flowers  at  luncheon;  and  mother  says  a  bunch  of 
lilies-of-the-vaUey  would  not  cost  more  than  twelve 
dollars.  Mayn't  I  tell  the  florist  to  send  a  few  evei^ 
day?" 

She  leaned  confidently  toward  her  father:  he  seldom 
refused  her  anything,  and  Mrs.  Bart  had  taught  her  to 
plead  with  him  when  her  own  entreaties  failed. 

Mr.  Bart  sat  motionless,  his  gaze  still  fixed  on  the  sal- 
mon, and  his  lower  jaw  dropped;  he  looked  even  paler 
than  usual,  and  his  thin  hair  lay  in  untidy  streaks  on 

I  forehead.  Suddenly  he  looked  at  his  daughter  and 
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laughed.  The  laugh  was  so  strange  that  Lily  coloured 
under  it;  she  disHked  being  ridiculed,  and  her  fatha 
seemed  to  see  something  ridiculous  in  the  request.  Per- 
haps he  thought  it  foolish  that  she  should  trouble  him 
about  such  a  trifle. 

"Twelve  dollars — twelve  dollars  a  day  for  flowers?' 
Oh,  certainly,  my  dear — give  him  an  order  for  twelve 
hundred."  He  continued  to  laugh. 

Mrs.  Bart  gave  him  a  quick  glance. 

"You  needn't  wait,  Poleworth — I  will  ring  for  you,' 
she  said  to  the  butler. 

The  butler  withdrew  with  an  air  of  silent  disapproval, 
leaving  the  remains  of  the  chaufioiv  on  the  sideboard, 

"What  is  the  matter,  Hudson?  Are  you  ill?"  said 
Mrs.  Bart  severely. 

She  had  no  tolpranrf'  ^^"-  °^°"™  mhl/it.  ii.r.n  ^r.4-Tsf  hgj 
own  maldng,  and  it  was  fKliniiH  f.n  ^o-  t^  •'  '  i-  liiiiili«i»l 
sEould  make  a  show  of  himself  before  the  servants. 

"Are  you  ill?"  she  repeated. 

"111? No,  I'm  ruined,"  he  said. 

Lily  made  a  frightened  sound,  and  Mrs.  Bart  r 
to  her  feet. 

"Ruined ?"  she  cried;  but  controlling  herself 

stantly,  she  turned  a  calm  face  to  Lily. 

*'Shut  the  pantry  door,"  she  said. 

Lily  obeyed,  and  when  she  turned  back  into  the  room 

her  father  was  sitting  with  both  elbows  on  the  table,  the 
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Jta   plate  of  salmon  between  them,  aod  his  head  bowed  on 
hJ    bis  hands. 

al  Mrs,  Bart  stood  over  him  with  a  while  face  which  made 
El  her  hair  unnaturally  yellow.  She  looked  at  Lily  as  tlie  lat- 
j  ter  approached:  her  look  was  teiTible,  but  her  voice  was 
■I  modulated  to  a  ghastly  cheerfulness. 
I  "Your  father  is  not  well — he  doesn't  know  what  he 
I  isEaying.lt  is  nothing — but  you  had  better  go  upstairs; 
I     and  don't  talk  to  the  servants,"  she  added. 

Lily  obeyed;  she  always  obeyed  when  her  mother  spoke 

in  that  voice.  She  had  not  been  deceived  by  Mrs.  Bart's 

words:  she  knew  at  once  that  they  were  ruined.  In  the 

dark  hours  which  followed,  that  awful  fact  overshadowed 

even  her  fatlier's  slow  and  difficult  dying.  To  bis  wife  he 

^no  longer  counted :  he  had  become  extinct  when  he  ceased 

Hto  fulfil  his  purpose,  and  she  sat  at  his  side  with  the  pro- 

^^Rfiional  air  of  a  traveller  who  waits  for  a  belated  train  to 

start.  Lily's  feelings  were  softer:  she  pitied  liim  in  a 

frightened  ineffectual  way.  But  the  fact  that  he  was  for 

^the  most  part  unconscious,  and  that  his  attention,  when 

HAe  stole  into  the  room,  drifted  away  from  her  after  a 

Hpioment,  made  him  even  more  of  a  stranger  than  in  the 

nursery  days  when  he  had  never  come  home  till  after 

dark.  She  seemed  always  to  have  seen  him  through  a 

blur — first  of  sleepiness,  then  of  distance  and  indiffer- 

— and  now  the  fog  had  thickened  till  he  was  almost 

istinguishable.  if  she  could  have  performed  any  littla 
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nervices  far  him,  or  have  exchanged  with  him  a  few  trf 
those  affecting  words  which  an  extensive  perusal  of  fic- 
tion had  led  her  to  connect  with  such  occasions,  the  filial 
instinct  might  have  stirred  in  her;  but  her  pity,  finding 
no  active  expression,  remained  in  a  state  of  spectator- 
ship,  overshadowed  by  her  mother's  grim  unflagging 
sentment.  Every  look  and  act  of  Mrs.  Bart's  seemed  to 
eay:  "You  are  sony  for  him  now — but  you  will  feel  dif- 
ferently when  you  see  what  he  has  done  to  us." 

It  was  a  relief  to  Lily  when  her  father  died. 

Then  a  long  winter  set  in.  There  was  a  little  money 
left,  but  to  Mrs,  Bart  it  seemed  worse  than  nothing- 
the  mere  mockery  of  what  she  was  entitled  to.  What  was 
the  use  of  hving  if  one  heid  to  live  like  a  pig?  She  sank 
into  a  kind  of  furious  apathy,a  state  of  inert  anger  against 
fate.  Her  faculty  for  "  managing"  deserted  her,  or  she  n& 
longer  took  sufficient  pride  in  it  to  exert  it.  It  was  well 
enough  to  "manage"  when  by  so  doing  one  could  keep 
one's  own  carriage;  but  when  one's  beat  contrivance  did 
not  conceal  the  fact  that  one  had  to  go  on  foot,  the 
effort  was  no  longer  worth  making, 

Lily  and  her  mother  wandei-ed  from  place  to  place, 
now  paying  long  visits  to  relations  whose  house-keeping 
Mrs.  Bart  criticized,  and  who  deplored  the  fact  that  she 
let  Lily  breakfast  in  bed  when  the  girl  had  no  prospects 
before  her,  and  now  vegetating  in  cheap  continental  re- 
fuges, where  Mrs.  Bart  held  herself  fiercely  aloof  from 
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the  frugal  tea-tables  of  her  companions  in  misfortune. 
She  was  especially  careful  to  avoid  her  old  friends  and 
the  scenes  of  her  former  successes.  To  be  poor  seemed 
to  her  such  a  confession  of  failure  that  it  amounted  to 
disgrace;  and  she  detected  a  note  of  condescension  in  the 
friendliest  advances. 


Only  one  thousht  consoled  her,  and  that  was  the  con- 
^pinplfttion  of  I.ily'H  Yf^aut.y.  Shp  studied  it  with  a  kind 
of  passion,  as  though  it  were  some  weapon  she  had  slowly 

(fashioned  for  her  vengeance.  It  was  the  last  asset  in  tlieir 
fortunes,  the  nucleus  around  which  their  life  was  to  be 
rebuilt.  She  watched  it  jealously,  as  though  it  were  her 
own  property  and  Lily  its  mere  custodian ;  and  she  tried 
to  instil  into  the  latter  a  sense  of  the  responsibility  that 
such  a  charge  involved.  She  followed  in  imagination  the 
cai«er  of  other  beauties,  pointing  out  to  her  daughter 
what  might  be  achieved  through  such  a  gift,  and  dwell- 
ing on  the  awful  warning  of  those  who,  in  spite  of  it,  had 
failed  to  get  what  they  wanted :  to  Mrs.  Bart,  only  stu- 
pidity could  explain  the  lamentable  denouement  of  some 
of  her  examples.  She  was  not  above  the  inconsistency  of 
chai^ng  fate,  rather  than  herself,  with  her  own  misfor- 
tunes; but  she  inveighed  so  acrimoniously  against  love- 
matches  that  Lily  would  have  fancied  her  own  marria^ 
had  been  of  that  nature,  had  not  Mrs.  Bart  frequently 

^j^ured  her  that  she  had  been  "talked  into  it" — by 

^Hdiom,  she  never  made  clear. 
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Lilj  was  duly  impressed  by  the  magnitude  of  her  o[^ 
portunities.  The  dinginesa  of  her  present  life  threw  into 
enchanting  relief  the  existence  to  which  she  felt  herself 
entitled.  To  a  less  illuminated  intelligence  Mrs.  BartVf. 
counsels  might  have  been  dangerous;  but  Lily  understood 
that  beauty  is  only  the  raw  material  of  conquest,  and 
that  to  convert  it  Into  surcess  other  arts  are  required. 
She  knew  that  to  betray  any  sense  of  superiority  was  a 
subtler  form  of  the  stupidity  her  mother  denounced,  and 
it  did  not  take  her  long  to  learn  that  a  beauty  need» 
more  tact  than  the  possessor  of  an  average  set  of  features. 
Her  ambitions  were  not  as  crude  as  Mrs.  Bart's.  It  had 
been  among  that  lady's  grievances  that  her  husband^ 
in  the  early  days,  before  he  was  too  tired — bad  wasted 
his  evenings  in  what  she  vaguely  described  as  "reading 
poetry";  and  among  the  effects  packed  off  to  auction 
after  his  death  were  a  score  or  two  of  dingy  volumes 
which  had  struggled  for  existence  among  the  boots  and' 
medicine  bottles  of  his  dressing-i-oom  shelves.  There  wai 
in  Lily  a  vein  of  sentiment,  perhaps  transmitted  irom 
this  source,  which  gave  an  idealizing  touch  to  her  most 
prosaic  purposes.  She  liked  to  think  of  her  beauty  as 
power  for  good,  as  giving  her  the  opportunity  to  attain 
a  position  where  she  should  make  her  influence  felt  in 
the  vague  diffusion  of  refinement  and  good  taste.  She 
fond  of  pictures  and  flowers,  and  of  sentimental  fiction^ , 
«nd  she  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  possession  of' 
[54] 
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nich  tastes  ennobled  her  desire  for  worldly  advantages. 
She  would  not  indeed  have  cared  to  marry  a  man  who 
was  merely  rich :  she  was  secretly  ashamed  of  her  mother's 
cmde  passion  for  money.  Lily'a  preference  would  have 
been  for  an  English  nobleman  with  political  ambitions 
flu^  va^t  octntoc.  n^^  fr.,-  eocpnd  (^lifijce,  an  Italian  prince 


a  castle  in  the  Apeniii 


1  an  hereditary  office 


in  the  Vatican.  Lost  causes  had  a  romantic  charm  for  her, 
and  she  liked  to  picture  herself  as  standing  aloof  from 
the  vulgar  press  of  the  Quirinal,  and  sacrificing  her  plea- 
sure to  the  claims  of  an  immemorial  tradition.  .  ,  . 

How  long  ago  and  how  far  off  it  all  seemed!  Those 
ambitions  were  hardly  more  futile  and  childish  than  the 
earlier  ones  which  had  centred  about  the  possession  of  a 
^IVench  jointed  doll  with  real  hair.  Was  it  only  ten  years 
^^B>ce  she  had  wavered  iti  imagination  between  the  Eng- 
^H&  earl  and  the  Italian  princeP  Relentlessly  her  mind 
^^&avelled  on  over  the  dreary  interval.  . .  . 

After  two  years  of  hungrj'  roaming  Mi-s.  Bart  had  died 
— died  of  a  deep  disgust.  She  had  hated  dingiiiess,  and 
it  was  her  fate  to  be  dingy.  Her  visions  of  a  brilliant 
marriage  for  Lily  had  faded  after  the  first  year. 

"People  can't  marry  you  if  they  don't  see  you — and 
how  can  they  see  you  in  these  holes  where  we're  stuck?" 
That  was  the  burden  of  her  lament;  and  her  last  adju- 
ration to  her  daughter  was  to  escape  from  dinginess  if 
^le  could. 
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"Don't  let  it  creep  up  on  you  and  drag  you  dowipl 
Fight  your  way  out  of  it  somehow — you  're  young  anqlH 
caD  do  it,"  she  insisted.  i^ 

She  had  died  during  one  of  their  brief  visits  to  NeiHjM 
York,  and  there  Lily  at  once  became  the  centre  of  a  fa 
mily  council  composed  of  the  wealthy  relatives  whom  shi 
had  been  taught  to  despise  for  living  like  pigs.  It  maj 
be  that  they  had  an  inkling  of  the  sentiments  in  whicl 
flhe  had  been  brought  up,  for  none  of  them  manifested 
very  lively  desire  for  her  company;  indeed,  the  question 
threatened  to  remain  unsolved  till  Mrs.  Peniston  with  a 
sigh  announced :  "  I  '11  try  her  for  a  year," 

Every  one  was  surprised,  but  one  and  all  concealed 
their  surprise,  lest  Mrs.  Peniston  should  be  alarmed  by 
it  into  reconsidering  her  decision. 

Mrs.  Peniston  was  Mr.  Bart's  widowed  sister,  and  if 
she  was  by  no  means  the  richest  of  the  family  group,  ita 
other  members  nevertheless  abounded  in  reasons  why  she 
was  clearly  destined  by  Pi-ovidence  to  assume  the  charge 
of  Lily.  In  the  first  place  she  was  alone,  and  it  would  be 
charming  for  her  to  have  a  young  companion.  Then  she 
Bometimes  travelled,  and  Lily's  familiarity  with  foreign 
customs— deplored  as  a  misfortune  by  her  more  con- 
servative relatives— would  at  least  enable  her  to  act  as 
a  kind  of  courier.  But  as  a  matter  of  fact  Mrs.  Peniston 
had  not  been  affected  by  these  considerations.  She  had 
taken  the  girl  simply  because  no  one  else  would  have  her, 
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and  because  she  bad  the  kind  of  moral  mauvaise  honit 
which  makes  the  public  display  of  selfishness  difficult, 
though  it  does  not  interfere  with  its  private  indulgence. 
It  would  have  been  impossible  for  Mrs.  Peniston  to  be 
heroic  on  a  desert  island,  but  with  the  eyes  of  her  little 
World  upon  her  she  took  a  certain  pleasure  in  her  act. 

She  reaped  the  reward  to  which  disinterestedness  is  en- 
titled, and  found  an  agi-eeable  companion  in  her  niece. 
She  had  expected  to  find  Lily  headstrong,  critical  and 
"foreign" — foreveuMrs.  Peniston,  though  she  occasion- 
ally went  abroad,  had  the  family  dread  of  foreignness — 
but  the  girl  showed  a  pliancy,  which,  to  a  more  pene- 
trating mind  than  her  aunt's,  might  have  been  less  re- 
assuring than  the  open  Eelfiahness  of  youth.  Misfortune 
I  liad  made  Lily  supple  instead  of  hardening  her,  and  a 
I  pliable  substance  is  less  easy  to  break  than  a  stiff  one, 

Mrs.  Peniston,  however,  did  not  suffer  from  her  niece's 
I  adaptability.  Lily  had  no  intention  of  taking  advantage 
?  of  her  aunt's  good  nature.  She  was  in  truth  grateful  for 
\     the  refiige  offered  her:  Mrs,  Peniston's  opulent  interior 
\     was  at  least  not  externally  dingy.  But  dinginess  is  a 
quality  which  assumes  all  manner  of  disguises;  and  XJly 
soon  found  that  it  was  as  latent  in  the  expensive  rou- 
tine of  her  aunt's  life  as  in  the  makeshift  existence  of  a 
continental  pension, 

Mrs.  Peniston  was  one  of  the  episodical  persons  who 

fomt  the  padding  of  life.  It  was  impossible  to  believe 
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that  she  had  herself  ever  been  a  focus  of  activities.  The 
most  vivid  thing  about  her  was  the  fact  that  her  grand- 
mother had  been  a  Van  Alstyne,  This  connection  with 
the  well-fed  and  industrious  stock  of  early  New  York 
revealed  itself  in  the  glacial  neatness  of  Mrs.  Peniston' 
drawing-room  and  in  the  excellence  of  her  cuisine.  Shrf 
belonged  to  the  class  of  old  New  Yorkers  who  have  al- 
ways lived  well,  dressed  expensively,  and  done  little  elsej 
and  to  these  inherited  obligations  Mrs.  Peniston  faith* 
fully  conformed.  She  had  always  been  a  looker-on  at  lif^ 
and  her  mind  resembled  one  of  those  little  mirrors  which 
her  Dutch  ancestora  were  accustomed  to  affix  to  tlieir 
upper  windows,  so  that  from  the  depths  of  an  impene*' 
trable  domesticity  they  might  see  what  was  happeninjp 
in  the  street. 

Mrs.  Peniston  was  the  owner  of  a  country-place  in  Nei^i 
Jersey,  but  she  had  never  lived  there  since  her  husband'* 
death — a  remote  event,  which  appeared  to  dwell  in  heP 
memory  chiefly  as  a  di\-iding  point  in  the  personal  remi- 
niscences that  formed  the  staple  of  her  conversation.  Shrf 
was  a  woman  who  remembered  dates  with  intensity,  amU 
could  tell  at  a  moment's  notice  whethei"  the  di-awing< 
room  curtains  had  been  renewed  before  or  after  iVlr.  Pen- 
iston's  last  illness. 

Mrs.  Peniston  thought  the  country  lonely  and  treed! 

damp,  and  cherished  a  va^e  fear  of  meeting  a  bull,  T*. 

guard  against  such  contingencies  she  frequented  the  moifl 

[  58  1 


li^ 


THE  HOUSE  OP  MIRTH 
populous  watering-places,  where  she  installed  herself  im- 
persocally  in  a  hired  house  and  looked  on  at  life  through 
the  matting  screen  of  her  verandah.  In  the  care  of  such 
a  guardian,  it  soon  hecame  clear  to  Lily  that  she  v 
enjoy  only  the  material  advantages  of  good  food  and 
espensix'e  clothing;  and,  though  far  from  underrating 
these,  she  would  gladly  have  exchanged  them  for  what 
Mrs.  Bart  had  taught  her  to  regard  as  opportunities. 
She  sighed  to  think  what  her  mother's  iierce  energies 
would  have  accomplished,  had  they  been  coupled  with 
Mrs.  Peniston's  resources.  Lily  had  abundant  energy  of 
ter  own,  but  it  was  restricted  by  the  necessity  of  adapt* 
'ng  Herself  to  her  aunt's  habits.  She  saw  that  at  all  costs 
ds  must  keep  Mrs.  Peniston's  favour  till,  as  Mrs.  Bart 
would  have  phrased  it,  she  could  stand  on  her  own  legs. 
LOy  had  no  mind  for  the  vagabond  life  of  the  poor  re- 
lation, and  to  adapt  herself  to  Mrs.  Peniston  she  had,  to 
some  degree,  to  assume  that  lady's  passive  attitude.  She 
had  fancied  at  first  that  it  would  be  easy  to  draw  her 
aunt  into  the  whirl  of  her  own  activities,  but  there  was 
a  static  force  in  Mrs,  Peniston  against  which  her  niece's 
efibrts  spent  themselves  in  vain.  To  attempt  to  bring  her 
into  active  relation  with  life  was  like  tugging  at  a  piece 
of  furniture  which  has  been  screwed  to  the  floor.  She 
did  not,  indeed,  expect  Lily  to  remain  equally  immov- 
^jble ;  she  bad  all  the  American  guardian's  indulgence 
^Kr  the  volatility  of  youth.  She  had  indulgence  also  for 
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certnin  other  habits  of  her  niece's.  It  seemed  to  her  nat* 
ural  that  Lily  should  spend  all  her  money  on  dress,  anflj 
she  supplemented  the  girPs  scanty  income  by  occasional 
"  handsome  presents  "  meant  to  be  applied  to  the  same 
purpose.  Lily,  who  was  intensely  practical,  would  have 
preferred  a  fixed  allowance ;  but  Mrs.  Peniston  liked  the 
periodical  recurrence  of  gratitude  evoked  by  unexpected 
cheques,  and  was  perhaps  shrewd  enough  to  percei-'c  that 
such  a  method  of  giving  kept  alive  in  her  niece  a  salu- 
tary sense  of  dependence. 

Beyond  this,  Mrs.  Peniston  had  not  felt  called  upon  to^ 
do  an3rthing  for  her  charge:  she  had  simply  stood  aside  sni} 
let  her  take  the  field.  Lily  had  taken  it,  at  first  with  thtf 
confidence  of  assured  possessorsliip,  then  with  gradually 
narrowing  demands,  till  now  she  found  herself  actually 
struggling  for  a  foothold  on  the  broad  Bpace  which  had. 
once  seemed  her  own  for  the  asking.  How  it  happened 
she  did  not  yet  know.  Sometimes  she  thought  it  was  be- 
cause Mrs.  Peniston  had  been  too  passive,  and  again  she 
feared  it  was  because  she  herself  had  not  been  passive 
enough.  Had  she  shown  an  undue  eagerness  for  victory? 
Had  she  lacked  patience,  pliancy  and  dissimulation^ 
Whether  she  charged  herself  with  these  faults  or  ab- 
solved herself  from  them,  made  no  difference  in  the  sum- 
total  of  her  ^lure.  Younger  and  plainer  girls  had  heeA 
married  off  by  dozens,  and  she  was  nine-Aiid-twenty,  ani 
■till  Miss  Bart 
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She  was  beginning  to  have  fits  of  angry  rebellioo 
against  fate,  when  she  longed  to  drop  out  of  the  race 
and  make  an  independent  life  for  herself.  But  what  man- 
ner of  life  would  it  be  f  She  bad  barely  enough  money  to 
pay  her  dress- makers'  bills  and  her  gambling  debts;  and 
none  of  the  desultory  interests  which  she  dignified  witli 
the  name  of  tastes  was  pronounced  enough  to  enable  her 
to  live  contentedly  in  obscurity.  Ah,  no  —  she  waa  too 
intelligent  not  to  be  honest  with  herself.  She  knew  that 
^e  hated  dinginess  as  much  as  her  mother  had  hated  it, 
and  to  her  last  breath  she  meant  to  fight  against  it, 
dragging  herself  up  again  and  again  above  its  Hood  till 
she  gained  the  bright  pinnacles  of  success  which  pre- 
sented such  a  slippery  surface  to  her  clutch. 

IV 

THE  next  morning,  on  her  breakfast  tray,  Misb 
Bart  found  a  note  from  her  hostess. 
"Dearest  Lily,"  it  ran,  "  if  it  is  not  too  much  of  a 
bore  to  be  down  by  ten,  will  you  come  to  my  sitting- 
room  to  help  me  with  some  tiresome  things  ?" 

Lily  tossed  aside  the  note  and  subsided  on  her  pil- 
lows with  a  sigh.  It  u-of  a  bore  to  be  down  by  ten — 
an  hour  regarded  at  Bellomont  as  vaguely  synchronous 
with  sunrise —  and  she  knew  too  well  the  nature  of  the 

t  things  in  question.  Miss  Pragg,  the  secretary, 
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had  been  called  away,  and  there  would  be  notes  and  dla 
ner-cards  to  write,  lost  addresses  to  hunt  up,  and  othi 
social  drudgery  to  perform.  It  was  understood  that  Mia 
Bart  should  £11  the  gap  in  such  emergencies,  and  sh 
usually  recognized  the  obligation  without  a  murmur. 

Today,  however,  it  renewed  the  sense  of  servitui 
which  the  previous  night's  rei-iew  of  her  cheque-book 
had  produced.  Everything  in  her  surroundinga  minis* 
tered  to  feelings  of  ease  and  amenity.  The  windows  stooc 
open  to  the  sparkling  freshness  of  the  Seplember  mom 
ing,  and  between  the  yeliow  boughs  she  caught  a  p 
Bpective  of  hedges  and  parterres  leading  by  degrees 
lessening  formality  to  the  free  undulations  of  the  park< 
Her  maid  had  kindled  a  Httle  fire  on  the  heaiih,  and  it 
contended  cheerfully  with  the  sunlight  which  slantedl 
■cross  the  moss-green  carpet  and  caressed  the  curvoi 
sides  of  an  old  marquetry  desk.  Near  the  bed  stood 
table  holding  her  breakfast  tray,  with  its  harmonious 
porcelain  and  silver,  a  handful  of  violets  in  a  slendec 
glass,  and  the  morning  paper  folded  beneath  her  letten* 
There  was  nothing  new  to  Lily  in  these  tokens  of  a 
studied  luxury ;  but,  though  they  formed  a  part  of  hat 
atmosphere,  she  never  lost  her  sensitiveness  to  that 
charm.  Mere  display  left  her  with  a  sense  of  superior 
distinction ;  but  she  felt  an  affinity  to  all  the  subtteX 
manifestations  of  wealth. 

Mrs.  Trenor's  summons,  however,  suddenly  recalled 
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her  state  of  dependence,  and  she  rose  and  dressed  in  a 
mood  of  irritability  that  she  waa  usually  too  prudent  to 
indulge.  She  knew  that  such  emotions  leave  linea  on  the 
face  as  well  as  in  the  character,  and  she  had  meant  to 
take  warning  by  the  little  creases  which  her  midnight 
jurvey  had  revealed. 

The  matter-of-course  tone  of  Mrs.  Trenor's  greeting 
led  her  irritation.  If  one  did  drag  one's  self  out  of 
bed  at  such  an  hour,  and  come  down  fresh  and  radiant 
to  the  monotony  of  note-writing,  some  special  recogni- 
tion of  the  sacrifice  seemed  fitting.  But  Mrs.  Trenor's 
tone  showed  no  consciousness  of  the  fact. 

"Oh,  Lily,  that's  nice  of  you,'' she  merely  sighed 
across  the  chaos  of  letters,  bills  and  other  domestic  docu- 
ments which  gave  an  incongruously  commercial  touch 
to  the  slender  elegance  of  her  writing-table. 

"There  are  such  lots  of  horrors  this  morning,"  she 
added,  clearing  a  space  in  the  centre  of  the  confusion  and 
rising  to  yield  her  seat  to  Miss  Bart. 

Mrs.  Trenor  was  a  tall  fair  woman,  whose  height  just 
eaved  her  from  redundancy.  Her  rosy  blondness  had  sur- 
vived some  forty  years  of  futile  activity  without  show- 
ing much  trace  of  ill-usage  except  in  a  diminished  play 
of  feature.  It  was  difficult  to  define  her  beyond  saying 
that  she  seemed  to  exist  only  as  a  hostess,  not  so  much 

Km  any  exaggerated  instinct  of  hospitality  as  because 
I  could  not  sustain  life  except  in  a  crowd.  The  collec- 
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tive  nature  of  her  interests  exempted  her  from  the  ordi- 
nary rivalries  of  her  sex,  and  she  knew  no  more  personal 
emotion  than  that  of  hatred  for  the  woman  who  pre- 
sumed to  give  bigger  dinners  or  have  more  amuaiog 
"Tiouac-partiea  than  heraelf^Ag^her  social  talents,  backed 
by  Mr.  Trenor's  bank-account,  almost  always  assured 
her  ultimate  triumph  in  such  competitions,  success  bad 
developed  in  her  an  unscrupulous  good  nature  toward 
the  rest  of  her  sex,  and  in  Miss  Bart's  utilitarian  ctassi; 
fication  of  her  friends,  Mrs.  Trenor  ranked  as  the  woman 
who  was  least  Hkely  to  "  go  back  "  on  her. 

*'  It  waa  simply  inhuman  of  Pragg  to  go  off  now,* 
Mrs,  Trenor  declared,  as  her  friend  seated  herself  at  the 
desk.  "She  says  her  sister  is  going  to  have  a  baby  —  as 
if  that  were  anything  to  having  a  house-party!  I'm  sun 
I  shall  get  most  horribly  mixed  up  and  there  will  be 
some  awful  rows.  When  I  was  down  at  Tuxedo  I  asked' 
a  lot  of  people  for  next  week,  and  1  've  mislaid  the  list 
and  can't  remember  who  is  coming.  And  this  week  isgo> 
ing  to  be  a  horrid  failure  too— and  Gwen  Van  Oaburgh 
will  go  back  and  tell  her  mother  how  bored  people  wert 
I  did  n't  mean  to  ask  the  Wetheralls —  that  was  a  blun- 
der of  Gus's.  They  disapprove  of  Carry  Fisher,  you  know. 
Ah  if  one  could  help  having  Carry  Fisher !  It  leas  fool-- 
ish  of  her  to  get  that  second  divorce — Carry  alwayt 
overdoes  things — but  she  said  the  only  way  to  get  A 
penny  out  of  Fisher  was  to  divorce  him  and  make  him  pay 
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[  ■Sbobj.  Aad  poor  Crr;  hu  to  eaamder  evoj  doOn. 
It%  nJhf  abmd  of  Afioe  WetbomU  to  make  audi  a 
fijH  «boiit  — ^"g  her,  vfaen  one  thinks  at  what  »- 
cie^  »  ooatiBg  ta  Some  ooe  aid  the  other  dav  tfa»t 
]faac  «1B  a  dmnte  mud  a  case  of  appeodicitia  in  evei^ 
fiunly  one  kiio>«s.  Beskks,  Canr  is  the  onl^  persoo  who 
can  keep  Gm  in  a  good  humour  when  m  hare  boi>ei  in 
tbe  house.  Have  vou  noticed  that  aU  the  husbands  like 
her  ?  AB,  I  mean,  except  her  own.  It 's  rather  clever  of 
her  to  have  made  a  specialty  of  deroting  herself  to  dull  ,' 
people—the  field  is  such  a  large  one,  and  she  has  it  ^ 
pncticallj  to  herself.  She  huds  compensations,  no  doubt 
— I  know  she  borrows  money  of  Gus — but  then  I'd  pm/ 
b^  to  keep  him  in  a  good  humour,  so  I  can't  complain, 
afha-ali" 

Mrs.  Trenor  paused  to  enj  oy  the  spectacle  of  Miss  Bart't 
efforts  to  unravel  her  tangled  correspondence. 

"  But  it  is  n't  only  the  Wetheralls  and  Carrj',"  she  re- 
sumed, with  a  fresh  note  of  lament.  "The  truth  is,  I'm 
awfully  disappointed  in  Lady  Cresaida  Raith." 

"  Disappointed?  Had  n't  you  known  her  before?" 

"Mercy,  no — never  saw  her  till  yesterday.  Lady  Skid- 
daw  sent  her  over  with  lettere  to  the  Van  Osburghs,  and 
I  heard  that  Maria  Van  Osburgh  was  asking  a  big  party 
to  meet  her  this  week,  so  I  thought  it  would  be  fun  to  get 
hm  away,  and  Jack  Stepney,  who  knew  her  in  India,  man- 

tit  for  me.  Maria  was  furious,  and  actually  had  the 
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impudeDce  to  make  Gwen  invite  herself  here,  so  that  they ! 
shouldn't  be  quite  out  of  it~if  I'd  known  what  Lady 
Cressida  was  like,  they  could  have  had  her  and  welcome! 
But  I  thought  any  friend  of  the  Skiddaws'was  sure  to  be 
amusing.  You  remember  what  fun  Lady  Skiddaw  was? 
There  were  times  when  I  simply  had  to  send  the  girls 
out  of  the  room.  Besides,  Lady  Cressida  is  the  Duchea^ 
of  Beltshire's  sister,  and  I  naturally  supposed  she  was  the 
same  sort;  but  you  never  can  tell  in  those  English  fam< 
ilies.  They  are  so  big  that  there  ''s  room  for  all  kinds,  and 
it  turns  out  that  Lady  Cressida  is  the  moral  one — ma^ 
ried  a  clergyman  and  does  missionary  work  in  the  East 
End.  Think  of  my  taking  such  a  lot  of  trouble  about 
clergyman's  wife,  who  wears  Indian  jewelry  and  botan- 
izes! She  made  Gus  take  her  all  through  the  glass- 
houses yesterday,  and  bothered  him  to  death  by  asking 
him  the  names  of  the  plants.  Fancy  treating  Gus  as  iJ 
he  were  the  gardener!" 

Mrs.  Trenor  brought  this  out  in  a  crescendo  of 
dignation, 

"  Oh,  well,  perhaps  X^dy  Cressida  will  reconcile 
Wetheralls  to  meeting  Carry  Fisher,^  said  Miss  Bart 
pacifically. 

"I'm  sure  I  hope  so!  But  she  is  boring  all  the 

horribly,  and  if  she  takes  to  distributing  tracts,  as  I 

hear  she  does,  it  will  be  too  depressing.  The  worst  of  it. 

is  that  she  would  have  been  so  useful  at  the  right  time, 
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Toa  know  we  have  to  have  the  Bishop  once  a  year,  and 
ihe  would  have  given  just  the  right  tone  to  things.  I 
&lwa^  have  horrid  luck  about  the  Bii^hop's  visits,"  added 
Mrs.  Trenor.  whose  present  miserj  was  being  fed  hy  a 
rapidly  rising  tide  of  reminiscence;  "last  year,  when  he 
cam«,  Gus  forgot  all  about  his  being  here,  and  brought 
home  the  Ned  Wintons  and  the  FarJeys — five  divorces 
and  six  sets  of  children  between  them!" 

"When  is  Lady  Cressida  going?"  Lily  enquired. 

Mrs.  Trenor  cast  up  her  eyes  in  despair.  *'My  dear,  if 
one  only  knew!  I  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  her  away 
from  Maria  that  I  actually  forgot  to  name  a  date,  and 
Gus  says  she  told  some  one  she  meant  to  stop  here  all 
winter." 

"To  stop  here?  In  this  house?" 

"Don't  be  silly — in  America.  But  if  no  one  else  asks 
her — you  know  they  Ttezier  go  to  hotels," 

"Perhaps  Gus  only  said  it  to  frighten  you." 

"No — I  heard  her  tell  Bertha  Dorset  that  she  had  six 
months  to  put  in  while  her  husband  was  taking  the  cure 
in  the  Engadine.  You  should  have  seen  Bertha  look  va- 
cant! But  it's  no  joke,  you  know — if  she  stays  here  all 
tiie  autumn  she'll  spoil  everything,  and  Maria  Van  Os- 
burgh  wiU  simpiy  exult." 

At  this  affecting  vision  Mrs.  Trenor's  voice  trembled 
^with  self-pity. 
^^r^Ob,  Judy — as  if  any  one  were  ever  bored  at  Bello- 
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mont!^  Miss  Bart  tactfully  protested.  "You  know  perU 
fectly  well  that,  if  Mrs.  Van  Osburgh  were  to  get  all  th^J 
right  people  and  leave  you  with  all  the  wrong  ones,  you'd'>^ 
manage  to  make  things  go  off,  and  she  would  n't."  , 

Sach  an  assurance  would  usually  have  restored  Mn. 
Trenor's  complacency;  but  on  this  occasion  it  did  noj 
chase  the  cloud  from  her  brow. 

"It  isn't  only  Lady  Cressida,"  she  lamented.  "Eveiy- 
thing  has  gone  wrong  this  week.  I  can  see  that  Berths 
Dorset  is  furious  with  me." 

"Furious  with  you?  Why?" 

"Because  I  told  her  that  Lawrence  Selden  was  com- 
ing; but  he  wouldn't,  after  all,  and  she's  quite  un- 
reasonable enough  to  think  it's  my  fault." 

Miss  Bart  put  down  her  pen  and  sat  absently  gazing 
.-at  the  note  she  had  begun. 
^ ,     "I  thought  that  was  all  over,"  she  said, 

"So  it  is,  on  his  side.  And  of  course  Bertha  hasn^ 
lieen  idle  since.  But  I  fancy  she's  out  of  a  job  just  at 
present — and  some  one  gave  me  a  hint  that  I  had  bet- 
ter ask  Lawrence.  Well,  I  did  ask  him — but  I  could  n't 
make  him  come;  and  now  I  suppose  she  11  take  it  out  of 
me  by  being  perfectly  nasty  to  every  one  else." 

"Ob,  she  may  take  it  out  of  him  by  being  perfectly 
charming — to  some  one  else." 

;    Mrs.  Trenor  shook  her  head  dolefully.  "She  knows  h* 

wouldn't  mind.  And  who  else  is  there?  Alice  Wetherall 
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wont  let  Lucius  out  of  her  sight.  Ned  Silverton  cant 
lake  his  eyes  off  Carry  Fisher — poor  boy !  Gus  is  bored 
by  Bertha,  Jack  Stepney  knows  her  too  well — and — 
well,  to  be  sure,  there's  Percy  Gryce!" 
She  sat  up  smiling  at  the  thought. 
Idiss  Bart^s  countenance  did  not  reflect  the  smile. 
"Oh,  she  and  Mr.  Gryce  would  not  be  likely  to  hit  it 
off." 

"You  mean  that  she'd  shock  him  and  he'd  bore  her? 
Well,  that 's  not  such  a  bad  beginning,  you  know.  But  I 
hope  she  won't  take  it  into  her  head  to  be  nice  to  him, 
(or  I  asked  him  here  on  purpose  for  you." 
t       Lily  laughed.  "Merci  du  compliment!  I  should  cer- 
Hjninly  have  no  show  against  Bertha." 
^B  "Do  you  think  I  am  uncomplimentary?  I'm  not  really, 
^yon  know.  Every  one  knows  you're  a  thousand  times  I 
handsomer  and  cleverer  than  Bertha;  hut  then  you're 
not  nasty.  And  for  always  getting  what  she  wants  in  the  I 
long  run,  commend  me  to  a  nasty  woman," 

Miss  Bart  stared  in  affected  reproval.  "I  thought  you 

E:  so  fond  of  Bertha." 
Oh,  I  am — it  'b  much  safer  to  be  fond  of  dangerous 
jle.  But  she  m  dangerous — and  if  I  ever  saw  her  up 
'  to  mischief  it's  now,  I  can  tell  by  poor  Geoi^'s  ir.anner. 
That  man  is  a  perfect  barometer — he  alwayv  knows 

^^vhen  Bertha  is  going  to " 

^■**To  &1IP"  Miss  Bart  suggested. 
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**Don''t  be  ehcwking!  x'ou  know  he  believes  in  ha 
still.  And  of  course  I  don't  say  there  'a  any  real  hann  ii 
Bertha.  Only  she  delights  in  making  people  miserable 
and  especially  poor  George." 

"Well,  he  seems  cut  out  for  the  part — I  don't  wondel 
she  likes  more  cheerful  companionship." 

"Oh,  George  is  not  as  dismal  as  you  think.  If  Berths 
didn't  worry  him  he  would  be  quite  different.  Or  i 
she'd  leave  him  alone,  and  let  him  arrange  his  life  a 
he  pleases.  But  she  does  n't  dare  lose  her  hold  of  him  at 
account  of  the  money,  and  so  when  h£  is  n't  jealous  shd 
pretends  to  be." 

Miss  Bart  went  on  writing  in  silence,  and  her  hostew 
sat  following  her  train  of  thought  with  frowning  in.-* 
tensity. 

"Do  you  know,"  she  exclaimed  after  a  long  pause,  "8 
believe  I  '11  call  up  Lawrence  on  the  telephone  and  tdt 
him  he  simply  must  comeP" 

"Oh,  don't,"  said  Lily,  with  a  quick  suffusion  of  coU 
our.  The  blush  surprised  her  almost  as  much  as  it  did 
her  hostess,  who,  though  not  commonly  observant  at 
facial  changes,  sat  staring  at  her  with  puzzled  eyes. 

"Good  gracious,  Lily,  how  handsome  you  are! -i 

Why?  Do  you  dislike  him  so  much?" 

"Not  at  all;  I  like  him.  But  if  you  are  actuated  by  the 
benevolent  intention  of  protecting  me  from  Bertha— 
don't  think  I  need  your  protection." 
[70] 
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Htmat  wt  op  with  an  fnrfikmation,  *<Lilyl— — 
llMy'  1^  yoa  iDMa  to  mj  youVre  actually  done  it?** 

•MiM  Bvt  nuhd.  **I  only  mean  to  say  that  Mr.  Giyoa 
and  I  aM  getting  to  be  very  good  friends.^ 

''H^ — I  aee.^  Mn.  Trenor  fixed  a  rapt  eye  upon 
kr.  ^  YoQ  kooir  they  say  he  hai  eight  hundred  fhoa- 
■Hid  n  yenr— and  spends  nothing,  except  on  some  rub- 
ladnr  old  books*  And  his  mother  has  heart-disease  and 
viU  kam»  him  a  lot  more.  0S&»  IXI(I%  do  go  shtp^f^  her 
ftiend  adjured  her. 

IGsB  Bart  continaed  to  smile  without  annoyance.  ^I 
dioold  n\  for  instanoe^^  she  remarked,  **  be  in  any  haste 
t»  tsH  him  that  ha  had  a  lot  of  rubbishy  old  books."* 

'^No^  of  course  not;  I  know  youVe  wonderfbl  about 
getting  up  peopled  subjects.  But  he*s  horribly  shy,  and 
essily  shocked,  and — and ^ 

^ Why  don^t  you  say  it,  Judy?  I  have  the  reputation 
cf  being  on  the  hunt  for  a  rich  husband?^ 

^Oh,  I  don^t  mean  that;  he  would  n^t  believe  it  of 
you — at  first,'^  said  Mrs.  Trenor,  with  candid  shrewdness. 
^But  you  know  things  are  rather  lively  here  at  times 
— I  must  give  Jack  and  Grus  a  hint — and  if  he  thought 
you  were  what  his  mother  would  call  fisist — oh,  well,  you 
know  what  I  mean.  Don^  wear  your  scarlet  cripe-de-chine 
for  diimer,  and  don^t  smoke  if  you  can  help  it,  Lily 
dear!'* 

Lily  pushed  aside  her  finished  work  with  a  dry  smile* 
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*  You 're  very  kind,  Judy:  111  lock  up  my  cigarettes 
md  wear  that  last  year's  dress  you  sent  me  this  mora* 
tug.  And  if  you  are  really  interested  in  my  career, 
haps  you'll  be  kind  enough  not  to  ask  me  to  play 
bridge  again  this  evening." 

"Bridge?  Does  he  mind  bridge,  too?  Oh,  Lily,  what 
an  awful  life  you  '11  lead!  But  of  course  I  won't — why 
did  n't  you  give  me  a  hint  last  night?  There  'a  nothing  I 
wouldn't  do,  you  poor  duck,  to  see  you  happy!" 

And  Mrs.  Trenor,  glowing  with  her  sex's  eagemeas  to 
smooth  the  course  of  true  love,  enveloped  Lily  in  a.  long 
embrace. 

"You're  quite  sure,"  she  added  solicitously,  as  the 
mtter  extricated  herself,  "that  you  wouldn't  like  me  ta 
i«lephone  for  Lawrence  Selden?" 

"Quite  sure,"  said  Lily. 

The  next  three  days  demonstrated  to  her  own  com' 
plete  satisfaction  Miss  Bart's  ability  to  manage  her  afFaii* 
without  extraneous  aid. 

As  she  sat,  on  the  Saturday  afternoon,  on  the  terracs 
at  Bellomont,  she  smiled  at  Mrs.  Trenor's  fear  that  shoF 
might  go  too  fast.  If  such  a  warning  had  ever  been  need> 
ful,  the  years  had  taught  her  a  salutary  lesson,  and  she 
flattered  herself  that  she  now  knew  how  to  adapt  he» 
pace  to  the  object  of  pursuit.  In  the  case  of  Mr.  Gryoft 
she  had  found  it  well  to  flutter  ahead,  losing  herself  elib 
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Ij  and  luring  him  on  froni  depth  to  d^th  of  uncon- 
irious  intimacy.  The  BUrnninding  atmosphere  was  pro- 
pitious to  this  scheme  of  courtahip.  Mrs.  Trenor,  true  to 
her  word,  bad  shown  no  signs  of  expecting  Lily  at  the 
bridge-table,  and  had  even  hinted  to  the  other  card- 
players  that  they  <rere  to  betray  no  surprise  at  her  un- 
wonted defection.  In  consequence  of  this  hint,  Lily  found 
herself  the  centre  of  that  feminine  solicitude  which  en- 
velops a  young  woman  in  the  mating  season.  A  solitude 
was  tacitly  created  for  her  in  the  crowded  existence  of 
Bellomont,  and  her  friends  could  not  have  shown  a 
greater  readiness  for  self-effacement  had  her  wooing  been 
adorned  with  all  the  attributes  of  romance.  In  Lily's  set 
this  conduct  implied  a  sympathetic  comprehension  of  her 
motives,  and  Mr.  Gryce  rose  in  her  esteem  as  she  saw  the 
consideration  he  inspired. 

The  terrace  at  Bellomont  on  a  September  afternoon 
was  a  spot  propitious  to  sentimental  musings,  and  as  Miss 
Bart  stood  leaning  against  the  balustrade  above  the 
sunken  garden,  at  a  little  distance  ^m  the  animated 
group  about  the  tea-table,  she  might  have  been  lost  in  the 
mazes  of  an  inarticulate  happiness.  In  reality,her  thoughts 
were  finding  definite  utterance  in  the  tranquil  recapitu- 
lation of  the  blessings  in  store  for  her.  From  where  she 
stood  she  could  see  them  embodied  in  the  form  of  Mr. 
Giyce,  who,  in  a  light  overcoat  and  muffler,  sat  some- 

L>*)iat  nervously  on  the  edge  of  his  chair,  while  Carry 
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Fisher,  with  all  the  energy  of  eye  and  gesture  with  which 
nature  and  art  had  combined  to  endow  her,  pressed  art 
him  the  duty  of  taking  part  in  the  task  of  municipal 
reform. 

Mrs.  Fisher's  latest  hobby  was  municipal  reform.  It 
had  been  preceded  by  an  equal  zeal  for  socialism,  which 
had  in  turn  replaced  an  energetic  advocacy  of  Christian 
Science.  Mrs.  Fisher  was  small,  fiery  and  dramatic;  and 
her  bands  and  eyes  were  admirable  instruments  in  the 
service  of  whatever  cause  she  happened  to  espouse.  She 
had,  however,  the  fault  common  to  enthusiasts  of  ignori 
ing  any  slackness  of  response  on  the  part  of  her  heMBrs; 
and  Lily  was  amused  by  her  unconsciousness  of  the  resist* 
ance  displayed  in  every  angle  of  Mr.  Gryce's  attitude^- 
Lily  herself  knew  that  his  mind  was  divided  between  the 
dread  of  catching  cold  if  he  remained  out  of  doors  too 
long  at  that  hour,  and  the  fear  that,  if  he  retreated  to  the 
house,  Mrs.  Fisher  might  follow  him  up  with  a  paper 
be  signed.  Mr.  Gryce  had  a  constitutional  dislike  to  wl 
he  called  "committing  himself,"  and  tenderly  as  hfl 
cherished  his  health,  he  evidently  concluded  that  it  w( 
safer  to  stay  out  of  reach  of  pen  and  ink  till  chance  re* 
leased  him  from  Mrs.  Fisher's  toils.  Meanwhile  he  ci 
agonized  glances  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Bart,  whi 
only  response  was  to  sink  into  an  attitude  of  more  grace* 
fill  abstraction.  She  had  learned  the  value  of  contrast 
throwing  her  charms  into  relief,  and  was  fully  aware  of 
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the  extent  to  wliicli  Mrs.  Fisher's  volubility  was  enbvi' 


5  her  o 


]  repose. 


She  was  roused  from  her  inasinga  bj  the  approach  of 
iier  cousin  Jack  Stepney  who,  at  Gwen  Vaii  Oeburgh*a 
tide,  was  retuniiiig  across  the  garden  from  the  tennis 
court. 

The  couple  in  question  were  engaged  in  the  same  kind 
of  romance  in  whicb  Lily  figured,  and  the  latter  felt  a 
\  certain  annoyance  in  contemplating  what  seemed  to  her 
a  caricature  of  her  own  situation.  Miss  Van  Osburgh  was 
a  large  girl  with  flat  eurfaces  and  no  high  lights:  Jack 
Stepney  bad  once  said  of  her  that  she  was  as  reliable  as 
roest  mutton.  His  own  taste  was  in  the  line  of  less  solid 
■ud  more  highly-seasoned  diet;  but  hunger  makes  any 
Uie  palatable,  and  there  had  been  times  when  Mr. 
Stepney  had  been  reduced  to  a  crust. 

Lily  considerwl  with  interest  the  expression  of  their 

faces:  the  girl's  turned  toward  her  companion's  like  an 

■^  empty  plate  held  up  to  be  filled,  while  the  man  lounging 

^Mlt  her  side  already  betrayed  the  encroaching  boredom 

^Fidiich  would  presently  crack  the  thin  veneer  of  his  smile. 

"How  impatient  men  are!"  Lily  reflected.  "All  Jack 

bas  to  do  to  get  everything  he  wants  is  to  keep  quiet 

and  let  that  girl  marry  him ;  whereas  I  have  to  calculate 

and  contrive,  and  retreat  and  advance,  as  if  I  were  going 

through  an  intricate  dance,  where  one  misstep  would 

throw  me  hopelessly  out  of  time." 
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As  they  drew  nearer  she  waa  whimsicaUy  struck  by  a 
kind  of  family  likeness  between  Misa  Van  Osburgh  and 
Percy  Gryce.  There  was  no  resemblance  of  feature.  Gryce 
was  handsome  in  a  didactic  way- — he  looked  likeaelevar 
pupil's  drawing  from  a  plaster-cast — while  Gwen's  coun- 
tenance had  no  more  modelling  than  a  face  painted  os 
a  toy  balloon.  But  the  deeper  affinity  was  unmistak- 
able: the  two  had  the  same  prejudices  and  ideals,  and 
the  same  quality  of  making  other  standards  non-esistent 
by  ignoring  them.  This  attribute  was  common  to  most 
nf  Lily's  set:  they  had  a  force  of  negation  which  elimi- 
nated everything  beyond  their  own  range  of  perception. 
Gryce  and  Miss  Van  Osburgh  were,  in  short,  made  for  each 
other  by  every  law  of  moral  and  physical  correspondence 

"Yet  they  would  n't  look  at  each  other,"Lily  mused, 

"they  never  do.  Each  of  them  wants  a  creature  of  a  dif- 
ferent race,  of  Jack's  race  and  mine,  with  all  sorts  of  in- 
tuitions, sensations  and  perceptions  that  they  don't  even 
guess  the  existence  of.  And  they  always  get  what  they 
want." 

She  stood  taking  with  her  cousin  and  Misa  Van  Os- 
burgh, till  a  slight  cloud  on  the  latter's  brow  advised' 
her  that  even  cousinly  amenities  were  subject  to  suspi- 
cion, and  Miss  Bart,  mindful  of  the  necessity  of  not  excifc- 
ing  enmities  at  this  crucial  point  of  her  career,  dropped 
aside  while  the  happy  couple  proceeded  toward  the 
tables 
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Seating  herself  on  the  upper  step  of  the  temw^  Lily 
leaned  her  head  against  the  honeysuckles  wreathing  the 
inlustrade.  The  fragrance  of  the  late  blossoms  seemed  an 
emanation  of  the  tranquil  scene,  a  landscape  tutored  to 
the  last  degree  of  rural  elegance.  In  the  foreground  glowed 
the  warm  tints  of  the  gardens.  Beyond  the  lawn,  with 
its  pyramidal  pale-gold  maples  and  velvety  firs,  sloped 
pastures  dotted  with  cattle;  and  through  a  long  glade 
the  river  widened  like  a  lake  under  the  silver  light  of 
September.  Lily  did  not  want  to  join  the  circle  about 
the  tea-table.  They  represented  the  future  she  had  chosen, 
and  she  was  content  with  it,  but  in  no  haste  to  antici- 
pate its  joys.  The  certainty  that  she  could  marry  Percy 
Gryoe  when  she  pleased  had  lifted  a  heavy  load  from 
her  mind,  and  her  money  troubles  were  too  recent  for 
their  removal  not  to  leave  a  sense  of  relief  which  a  less 
discerning  intelligence  might  have  taken  for  happiness. 
Her  vulgar  cares  were  at  an  end.  She  would  be  able  to  ar- 
range her  life  as  she  pleased,  to  soar  into  that  empyrean 
of  security  where  ci'editors  cannot  penetrate.  She  would 
have  smarter  gowns  than  Judy  Trenor,  and  far,  far  more 
jewels  than  Bertha  Dorset.  She  would  be  free  forever  from 
the  shifts,  the  expedients,  the  humiliations  of  the  rela- 
tively poor.  Instead  of  having  to  flatter,  she  would  be 
flattered;  instead  of  being  gratefiil,  she  would  receive 
thanks.  There  were  old  scores  she  could  pay  off*  as  well 
as  old  benefits  she  could  return.  And  she  had  no  doubts 
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a«  to  the  extent  of  her  power.  She  knew  that  Mr.  Gryi 
was  of  the  Binall  chary  type  most  inaccessible  to  impula 
and  emotions.  He  had  the  kind  of  character  in  whidi 
prudence  is  a  vice,  and  good  advice  the  most  dangeroi 
nourishment.  But  Lily  had  known  the  species  befores 
she  was  aware  that  such  a  guarded  nature  must  find  one 
huge  outlet  of  egoism,  and  she  determined  to  be  to  him 
what  his  Americana  had  hitherto  been:  the  one  posse»* 
sion  in  which  he  took  sufficient  pride  to  spend  money 
it.  She  knew  that  this  generosity  to  self  is  one  of  the 
forms  of  meanness,  and  she  resolved  so  to  identify  hep* 
self  with  her  husband's  vanity  that  to  gratify  her  wishel 
would  be  to  him  the  most  exquisite  form  of  self-indul' 
gence.  The  system  might  at  first  necessitate  a  resort  tij 
some  of  the  very  shifts  and  expedients  from  which  she  in" 
tended  it  should  free  her;  but  she  felt  sure  that  in  a  short 
time  she  would  be  able  to  play  the  game  in  her  own  wafi 
How  should  she  have  distrusted  her  powers?  Herbeau^ 
itself  was  not  the  mere  ephemeral  possession  it  might 
have  been  in  the  hands  of  inexperience:  her  skill  in 
hancing  it,  the  care  she  took  of  it,  the  use  she  made  td 
it,  seemed  to  give  it  a  kind  of  permanence.  She  felt  sbs 
could  trust  it  to  carry  her  through  to  the  end. 

And  the  end,  on  the  whole,  was  worth  while.  Lifewi 

not  the  mockery  she  had  thought  it  three  days  agOi 

There  was  room  for  her,  after  all,  in  this  crowded  selfi^ 

world  of  pleasure  whence,  so  short  a  time  since, 
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r  poverty  had  seemed  to  exclude  her.  Tbeae  people  whi 
I  she  bad  ridiculed  and  yet  envied  were  glad  to  make  a 
place  for  her  in  the  charmed  circle  about  which  all  her 
desires  revolved.  They  were  not  as  brutal  and  self-en- 
grossed as  she  had  fancied — or  rather,  since  it  would  no 
longer  be  necessary  to  flatter  and  humour  them,  that 
side  of  their  nature  became  less  conspicuous.  Society  is  ; 
a  revolving  body  which  is  apt  to  be  judged  according  to 
its  place  in  each  man's  heaven;  and  at  present  it  was 
turning  its  illuminated  face  to  Lily.  ,' 

In  the  rosy  glow  it  didused  her  companions  seemed 
foil  of  amiable  qualities.  She  liked  their  elegance,  their 
lightness,  their  lack  of  emphasis:  even  the  self-as.surance 
which  at  times  was  so  like  obtuseness  now  seemed  the 
natural  sign  of  social  ascendency.  They  were  lords  of  the 
Only  world  she  cared  for,  and  they  were  ready  to  admit  | 
her  to  their  ranks  and  let  her  lord  it  with  them.  Already 
she  felt  within  her  a  stealing  allegiance  to  their  stand- 
ards, an  acceptance  of  their  limitations,  a  disbelief  in 
the  things  they  did  not  believe  in,  a  contemptuous  pitj 
for  the  people  who  were  not  able  to  live  as  they  hved. 

The  early  sunset  was  slanting  across  the  park.  Through 
the  boughs  of  the  long  avenue  beyond  the  gardens  she 
caught  the  flash  of  wheels,  and  divined  that  more  visi- 
tors were  approaching.  There  was  a  movement  behind 
her,  a  scattering  of  steps  and  voices :  it  was  evident  that 
the  party  about  the  tea-table  was  breaking  up.  Presently 
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she  heard  a  tread  behind  her  on  the  terrace.  She  suj^ 
posed  that  Mr.  Gryce  had  at  last  found  means  to  escape 
from  his  predicament,  and  she  smiled  at  the  significance 
of  his  coming  to  join  her  instead  of  beating  an  iostanfc 
retreat  to  the  fire-side. 

She  turned  to  give  him  the  welcome  which  such  gal- 
lantry deserved;  but  her  greeting  wavered  into  a  blush 
of  wonder,  for  the  man  who  had  approached  her  waa 
Lawrence  Selden. 

"You  see  I  came  after  all,"  he  said;  but  before  she 
had  time  to  answer,  Mrs,  Dorset,  breaking  away  from 
lifeless  colloquy  with  her  host,  had  stepped  between  them 
with  a  little  gesture  of  appropriation. 


THE  observance  of  Sunday  at  Bellomont  was  chiefly 
marked  by  the  punctual  appearance  of  the  smart 
omnibus  destined  to  convey  the  household  to  the  llttla 
church  at  the  gates.  Whether  any  one  got  into  the  om- 
nibus or  not  was  a  matter  of  secondary  importance,  since 
by  standing  there  it  not  only  bore  witness  to  the  ortho- 
dox intentions  of  the  family,  but  made  Mrs.  TrenoB 
feel,  when  she  finally  beard  it  drive  a«ay,  that  she  had 
somehow  vicariously  made  use  of  it. 

It  was  Mrs.  Trenor's  theory  that  her  daughters  acta* 

ally  did  go  to  church  every  Sunday;  but  their  Frendl 

[80] 


THE    HOUSE    OF   MIRTH 

governess's  convictions  calling  her  to  the  rival  fane,  and 
the  £sitigues  of  the  week  keeping  their  mother  in  her  room 
till  luncheon,  there  was  seldom  any  one  present  to  verify 
the  fact.  Now  and  then,  in  a  spasmodic  burst  of  virtue — 
when  the  house  had  been  too  uproarious  over  night — Gus 
Trenor  forced  his  genial  bulk  into  a  tight  frock-coat  and 
routed  his  daughters  from  their  slumbers;  but  habitually, 
as  Lily  explained  to  Mr.  Gryce,  this  parental  duty  was 
foigotten  till  the  church  bells  were  ringing  across  the 
park,  and  the  omnibus  had  driven  away  empty. 

Lily  had  hinted  to  Mr.  Gryce  that  this  neglect  of 
religious  observances  was  repugnant  to  her  early  tradi- 
tions, and  that  during  her  visits  to  Bellomont  she  regu- 
larly accompanied  Muriel  and  Hilda  to  church.  This 
tallied  with  the  assurance,  also  confidentially  imparted, 
that,  never  having  played  bridge  before,  she  had  been 
"dragged  into  it"  on  the  night  of  her  arrival,  and  had 
lost  an  appalling  amount  of  money  in  consequence  of  her 
ignorance  of  the  game  and  of  the  rules  of  betting.  Mr* 
Gryce  was  undoubtedly  enjoying  Bellomont.  He  liked 
the  ease  and  glitter  of  the  life,  and  the  lustre  conferred 
on  him  by  being  a  member  of  this  group  of  rich  and 
conspicuous  people.  But  he  thought  it  a  very  material- 
istic society;  there  were  times  when  he  was  frightened 
by  the  talk  of  the  men  and  the  looks  of  the  ladies,  and 
he  was  glad  to  find  that  Miss  Bart,  for  all  her  ease  and 
self-possession,  was  not  at  home  in  so  ambiguous  an  at' 

[81  ] 


THE  HOUSE  OF  MIRTH 
mosphere.  For  this  reason  he  had  been  especially  pleased 
to  learn  that  she  would,  as  usual,  attend  the  young  Tre- 
nora  to  church  on  Sunday  morning;  and  as  he  paced  the 
gravel  sweep  before  the  door,  his  light  overcoat  on  his 
.  arm  and  his  prayer-book  in  one  carefully -gloved  hand, 
he  reflected  agreeably  on  the  strength  of  character  which 
kept  her  true  to  her  early  training  in  surroundings  so 
subversive  to  religious  principles. 

For  a  long  time  Mr.  Grvce  and  the  omnibus  bad  the 
gravel  sweep  to  themselves;  but,  far  from  regretting  this 
deplorable  indifference  on  the  part  of  the  other  guests, 
he  found  himself  nourishing  the  hope  that  Miss  Bart 
might  be  unaccompanied.  The  precious  minutes  were 
flying,  however;  the  big  chestnuts  pawed  the  ground 
and  flecked  their  impatient  sides  with  foam;  the  coach- 
man seemed  to  be  slowly  petrifying  on  the  box,  and  the 
groom  on  the  doorstep;  and  still  the  lady  did  not  come. 
Suddenly,  however,  there  was  a  sound  of  voices  and  a 
rustle  of  skirts  in  the  doorway,  and  Mr.  Gryce,  restoring 
his  watch  to  his  pocket,  turned  with  a  nervous  start;  but 
it  was  only  to  find  himself  handing  Mrs.  Wetherall  into 
the  carriage. 

The  Wetheralls  always  went  to  church.  They  belonged 
to  the  vast  group  of  human  automata  who  go  through 
life  without  neglecting  to  perform  a  single  one  of  the 
gestures  executed  by  the  surrounding  puppets.  It  is  true 
that  the  Bellomont  puppets  did  not  go  to  church;  but 
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others  equally  important  did — and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wetb> 
enll's  circle  was  so  large  that  God  was  included  in  their  1 
viaiting-hst.  They  appeared,  therefore,  punctual  and  re- ' 
dgned,  with  the  air  of  people  bound  for  a  dull  "At 
Home,"^  and  after  them  Hilda  and  Muriel  straggled, 
yawning  and  pinning  each  other's  veils  and  ribbons  as 
they  came.  They  had  promised  Lily  to  go  to  j^hui-ch  with 
her,  they  declared,  and  Lily  was  euch  a  dear  old  duck  that 
they  didn't  mind  doing  it  to  please  her,  though  they 
could  n't  fancy  what  had  put  the  idea  in  her  head,  and 
though  for  their  own  part  they  would  much  rather  have 
played  lawn  tennis  with  Jack  and  Gwen,  if  she  had  nt 
told  them  she  was  coming.  The  Misses  Trenor  were 
followed  by  Lady  Cressida  Raith,  a  weather-beaten  per- 
son in  Liberty  silk  and  ethnological  trinkets,  who,  on 
seeing  the  omnibus,  expressed  her  surprise  that  they 
were  not  to  walk  across  the  park ;  but  at  Mrs.  Wetherairs 
horrified  protest  that  the  church  was  a  mile  away,  her 
ladyship,  after  a  glance  at  the  height  of  the  other's 
heels,  acquiesced  in  the  necessity  of  driving,  and  poor 
Mr.  Gryce  found  himself  rolling  off  between  four  la- 
ibr  whose  spiritual  welfare  he  felt  not  the  least 


P 


It  might  have  afforded  him  some  consolation  could  he 
have  known  that  Miss  Bart  had  really  meant  to  go  to 
church.   She  had  even  risen  earlier  than  usual  in  the 

ttion  of  her  purpose,  She  had  an  idea  that  the 
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sight  of  her  in  a  grey  gown  of  devotional  cut,  with  her 
famous  lashes  drooped  above  a  prayer-book,  would  put^ 
the  finishing  touch  to  Mr.  Gryce's  subjugation,  and 
render  inevitable  a  certain  incident  which  she  had  re- 
solved should  form  a  part  of  the  walk  they  were  to  take, 
together  after  luncheon.  Her  intentions  in  short  hai 
never  been  more  definite;  but  poor  Lily,  for  all  the  hard 
glaze  of  her  exterior,  was  inwardly  as  malleable  as  wax^ 
Her  faculty  for  adapting  herself,  for  entering  into  otheK 
people's  feelings,  if  it  served  her  now  and  then  in  small, 
contingencies,  hampered  her  in  the  decisive  moments  of^ 
life.  She  waa  like  a  water-plant  in  the  flux  of  the  tides,, 
and  today  the  whole  current  of  her  mood  was  carrying 
her  toward  Lawrence  Selden.  Why  had  he  come?  Was,' 
it  to  see  herself  or  Bertha  Dorset.'  It  was  the  last  quea* 
tion  which,  at  that  moment,  should  have  engaged  her. 
She  might  better  have  contented  herself  with  thinking 
that  he  had  simply  responded  to  the  despairing  sum- 
mons of  his  hostess,  anxious  to  interpose  him  betw( 
herself  and  the  ill-humour  of  Mrs.  Dorset.  But  Lily  had 
not  rested  till  she  learned  from  Mrs,  Trenor  that  Seldeo 
had  come  of  his  own  accord. 

"He  didn't  even  wire  me — he  just  happened  to  find 
the  trap  at  the  station.  Perhap  it's  not  over  with  Berth^ 
after  all,"  Mrs.  Trenor  musingly  concluded;  and  wen| 
away  to  arrange  her  dinner-cards  accordingly. 

Perhaps  it  was  not,  Lily  reflected;  but  it  should  be 
[84] 
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1,  unless  she  had  lost  her  cunning.  If  Selden  had 
come  at  Mrs.  Dorset's  call,  it  was  at  her  own  that  he 
would  stay.  So  much  the  previous  evening  had  told  her. 
I     Mrs.  Trenor,  true  to  her  simple  principle  of  making  her 
j     married  friends  happy,  had  placed  Selden  and  Mrs.  Dor- 
[     set  next  to  each  other  at  dinner;  but,  in  obedience  to 
the  time-honoured  traditions  of  the  match-maker,  she 
had  separated  Lily  and  Mr.  Gryce,  sending  in  the  for- 
mer with  George  Dorset,  while  Mr,  Gryce  was  coupled 
with  Gwen  Van  Osburgh. 

George  Dorset's  talk  did  not  interfere  with  the  range 
of  his  neiglibour's  thoughts.  He  was  a  mournful  dyspep- 
tic, intent  on  finding  out  the  deleterious  ingredients  ot 
every  dish  and  diverted  from  this  care  only  by  the 
sound  of  his  wife's  voice.  On  this  occasion,  however,  Mrs. 
Dorset  took  no  part  in  the  general  conversation.  She  sat 
talking  in  low  murmurs  with  Selden,  and  turaing  acon- 
temptuous  and  denuded  shoulder  toward  her  host,  who, 
far  from  resenting  his  exclusion,  plunged  into  the  ex- 
cesses of  the  menu  with  the  joyous  irresponsibility  of  & 
free  man.  To  Mr.  Dorset,  however,  his  wife's  attitude 
was  a  subject  of  such  evident  concern  that,  when  he  was 
not  scraping  the  sauce  from  his  fish,  or  scooping  the 
moist  bread-crumbs  from  the  interior  of  his  roll,  he  sat 
straining  his  thin  neck  for  a  glimpse  of  her  between  the 

^B  Mrs.  Trenor,  as  it  chanced,  had  placed  the  husband 
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and  wife  on  opposite  sides  of  the  table,  and  Lily  wai 
therefore  able  to  observe  Mrs.  Dorset  also,  and  by  carry- 
ing her  glance  a  few  feet  farther,  to  set  up  a  rapid  com- 
parison between  Lawrence  Selden  and  Mr.  Gryce.  It 
was  that  comparison  which  was  her  undoing.  Why  else 
had  she  suddenly  grown  interested  in  Selden?  She  had 
known  him  for  eight  years  or  more:  ever  since  her  re- 
turn to  America  he  had  formed  a  part  of  her  background. 
She  had  always  been  glad  to  sit  next  to  him  at  dinner* 
had  found  him  more  agreeable  than  most  men,  and  had 
vaguely  wished  that  he  possessed  the  other  qualities 
needful  to  fix  her  attention ;  but  till  now  she  had  bem 
too  busy  with  her  own  affairs  to  regard  him  as  mora 
than  one  of  the  pleasant  accessories  of  life.  Miss  Bart 
was  a  keen  reader  of  her  own  heart,  and  she  saw  that 
her  sudden  preoccupation  with  Selden  was  due  to  the 
fact  that  his  presence  shed  a  new  light  on  her  surround- 
ings. Not  that  he  was  notably  brilliant  or  exceptional; 
in  his  own  profession  he  was  surpassed  by  more  than  one 
man  who  had  bored  Lily  through  many  a  weary  dinner. 
,  It  was  rather  that  he  had  preserved  a  certain  social  d^ 
tachment,  a  happy  air  of  viewing  the  show  objectivelyt 
of  having  points  of  contact  outside  the  great  gilt  cage 
in  which  they  were  all  huddled  for  the  mob  to  gape  att 
How  alluring  the  world  outside  the  cage  appeared  to 
Lily,  as  she  heard  its  door  clang  on  her!  In  reality,  as 
she  knew,  the  door  never  clanged:  it  stood  always  open; 
[86] 
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but  most  of  the  captives  were  like  flies  in  a  bottle,  and 
having  once  flown  in,  could  never  regain  their  freedom. 
It  was  Selden's  distinction  that  be  had  never  forgotten 
[  ibe  way  out.  -J 

■"  That  was  the  secret  of  his  way  of  readjusting  her 
i  Tision.  Lily,  turning  her  eyes  from"  him,  found  herself 
scanning  her  little  world  through  his  retina:  it  wa«  aa  , 
though  the  pink  lamp  had  been  shut  off  and  the  dusty 
daylight  let  in.  She  looked  down  the  long  table,  study- 
ing its  occupants  one  by  one,  from  Gus  Trenor,  with 
his  heavy  carnivorous  bead  sunk  between  his  shoulders, 
as  he  preyed  on  a  jellied  plover,  to  his  wife,  at  the  oppo- 
rite  end  of  the  long  bank  of  orchids,  suggestive,  with 
her  glaring  good-looks,  of  a  jeweller's  window  lit  by  elec- 
triaty.  And  between  the  two,  what  a  long  stretch  of 
vacuity !  How  dreaiy  and  trivial  these  people  were.'  , 
Lily  reviewed  them  with  a  scornful  impatience:  Cany  C-M 
Fisher,  with  her  shoidders,  her  eyes,  her  divorces,  ha  "  '  v 
general  air  of  embodying  a  "spicy  paragraph";  young 
Silverton,  who  had  meant  to  live  on  proof-reading  and 
write  an  epic,  and  who  now  lived  on  his  friends  and  had 
become  critical  of  truffles;  Alice  Wetherall,  an  animated 
visiting-list,  whose  most  fervid  convictions  turned  on 
the  wording  of  invitations  and  the  engraving  of  dinner- 
cards;  Wetherall,  with  his  perpetual  nervous  nod  of  ac- 
quiescence, his  air  of  agreeing  with  people  before  he 
knew  what  they  were  saying;  Jack  Stepney,  with  his 
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confident  emile  and  anxious  eyes,  half  way  between  tha 
sherilf  and  an  heiress;  Gwen  Van  Osburgh,  with  all  that, 
guileless  confidence  of  a  young  girl  who  has  always  been 
told  that  there  is  no  one  richer  than  her  father, 

Lily  smiled  at  her  classification  of  her  friends.  How 
different  they  had  seemed  to  her  a  few  hours  ago!  THoti 
they  had  symbolized  what  she  was  gaining,  now  they 
stood  for  what  she  was  giving  up.  That  very  aftenioon 
they  had  seemed  full  of  brilliant  qualities ;  now  she  saw 
that  they  were  merely  dull  in  a  loud  way.  Under  tha 
glitter  of  their  opportunities  she  saw  the  poverty 
their  achievement.  It  was  not  that  she  wanted  them  ti| 
be  more  disinterested;  but  she  would  have  liked  them 
to  be  more  picturesque.  And  she  had  a  shamed  recolleo* 
tion  of  the  way  in  which,  a  few  hours  since,  she  had  fell 
the  centripetal  force  of  their  standards.  She  closed  hei 
eyes  an  instant,  and  the  vacuous  routine  of  the  life  she 
had  chosen  stretched  before  her  like  a  long  white  roadi 
without  dip  or  turning:  it  was  true  she  was  to  roll  over  it 
in  a  carriage  instead  of  trudging  it  on  foot,  but  somM 
times  the  pedestrian  enjoys  the  diversion  of  a  short  cot 
which  is  denied  to  those  on  wheels. 

She  was  roused  by  a  chuckle  which  Mr.  Dorset  seemed 
to  eject  from  the  depths  of  his  lean  throat. 

"I  say,  do  look  at  her,"  he  exclaimed,  turning  to  Miai 

Bart  with  lugubrious  merriment— "I  beg  your  pardoi% 

but  do  just  look  at  my  wife  making  a  fool  of  that  pool 
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devil  ofver  tiiere!  One  would  really  suppose  she  was  gone 
on  Idm — and  it*8  all  llie  other  way  loand,  I  aanive 
jou." 

Thus  adjured,  Lily  turned  her  eyes  on  the  spectacle 
wfakb  was  affording  Mr.  Dorset  such  legitimate  mirtlL 
It  certainly  appealed,  as  he  said,  that  Mrs.  Dorset  was 
tiie  more  active  partidpaat  in  the  scene:  her  neighbour 
seemed  to  receive  her  advances  with  a  temperate  zest 
wliicJL  did  not  distract  him  from  his  dinner.  The  sight 
xestored  Lily^s  good  humour,  and  knowing  the  peculiar 
disgniae  which  Mr.  Dorset's  marital  fears  assumed,  she 
asked  gaily :  ''Are  n^  you  horribly  jealous  of  her P^ 

Dorset  greeted  the  saQy  with  delight.  ''Oh,  abomi- 
nably— you  ^re  just  hit  it — keeps  me  awake  at  night. 
The  doctors  tell  me  that's  what  has  knocked  my  diges- 
tion out — being  so  infernally  jealous  of  her. — I  can't  eat 
a  mouthful  of  this  stuff,  you  know,''  he  added  suddenly, 
pushing  back  his  plate  with  a  clouded  countenance;  and 
Lfly,  unfailingly  adaptable,  accorded  her  radiant  atten- 
tion to  his  prolonged  denunciation  of  other  people's 
cooks,  with  a  supplementary  tirade  on  the  toxic  quali- 
ties of  melted  butter. 

It  was  not  often  that  he  found  so  ready  an  ear;  and, 
being  a  man  as  well  as  a  dyspeptic,  it  may  be  that  as  he 
poinred  his  grievances  into  it  he  was  not  insensible  to  its 
rosy  symmetry.  At  any  rate  he  engaged  Lily  so  long  that 
the  sweets  were  being  handed  when  she  caught  a  phrase 
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on  her  other  side,  where  Miss  Corby,  the  comic  woman 
of  the  compaoy,  was  bantering  Jack  Stepney  on  his  ap- 
proaching engagement.  Miss  Corby's  role  was  jocularityj 
she  always  entered  the  conversation  with  a  handspring. 

"And  of  course  you'll  have  Sim  Rosedole  as 
man!"  Uly  heard  her  fling  out  as  the  climax  of  her 
prognostications;  and  Stepney  responded,  aa  if  struck: 
"Jove,  that 's  an  idea.  What  a  thumping  present  I 
get  out  of  him!" 

Sim  Rosedole.'  The  name,  made  more  odious  by  its 
diminutive,  obtruded  itself  on  Lily's  thoughts  like  i 
leer.  It  stood  for  one  of  the  many  hated  possibilitiefl 
hovering  on  the  edge  of  life.  If  she  did  not  many  Percy 
Gryce,  the  day  might  come  when  she  would  have  to  b* 
civil  to  such  men  aa  Rosedale.  If  she  did  not  marry  htmi 
But  she  meant  to  marry  him — she  was  sure  of  him  and 
sure  of  herself  She  drew  back  with  a  shiver  from  thfli 
,  pleasant  paths  in  which  her  thoughts  had  been  straying^' 
and  set  her  feet  once  more  in  the  middle  of  the  lon^ 
white  road.  .  ,  ,  When  she  went  upstairs  that  night  she 
found  that  the  late  post  had  brought  her  a  fresh  batdk 
of  bills.  Mrs.  Peniston,  who  was  a  conscientious  wom 
had  forwarded  them  all  to  Bellomont. 

Miss  Bart,  accordingly,  rose  the  next  morning  with  thd 

most  earnest  conviction  that  it  was  her  duty  to  go  to 

church.  She  tore  herself  betimes  from  the  lingering  en- 
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jojmient  of  her  breakfust-tray,  rang  to  have  her  grey 
I  laid  out,  and  despatched  her  maid  to  borrow  ■ 
r-book  from  Mrs.  Trenor.  ^ 

t  her  course  was  too  purelj  reasonable  not  to  con-  - 
tain  the  germs  of  rebellion.  No  sooner  were  her  prepara* 
tions  made  than  they  roused  a  smothered  sense  of  resist- 
,  A  small  spark  was  enough  to  kindle  Lily's  imagina- 
,  and  the  sight  of  the  grey  dress  and  the  borrowed 
prayer-book  flashed  a  long  light  do«Ti  the  years.  She 
would  have  to  go  to  church  with  Percy  Gryce  every 
Sunday.  'ITiey  would  have  a  front  pew  in  the  most  ex- 
pensive church  in  New  York,  and  his  name  would  figure 
handsomely  in  the  list  of  parish  charities.  In  a  few  years, 
^hgn  h**  grpw  stnntPT,  he  would  be  made  a  warden.  Once 
in  the  winter  the  rector  would  come  to  dine,  and  her 
Tiusbana  would  beg  her  to  go  over  the  list  and  see  that 


no  divorcees  were  included,  except  those  who  had  showed 
signs  of  penitence  by  being  re-married  to  the  very  wealthy. 
There  was  nothing  especially  arduous  in  this  round  of 
religious  obligations;  but  it  stood  for  a  fraction  of  that 
great  bulk  of  boredom  whiclTToomed  acrbiis  hep  path. 
And  who  could  consent  to  be  bored  on  such  a  morning? 
Lily  had  slept  well,  and  her  bath  had  filled  her  with  a 
pleasant  glow,  which  was  becomingly  reflected  in  the 
clear  curve  of  her  cheek.  No  lines  were  visible  this  morn- 
ing, or  else  the  glass  was  at  a  happier  angle. 

^      And  the  day  was  the  accomplice  of  her  mood:  it  was 
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a  day  for  impulse  and  truancy.  The  light  air  seemed  full 
of  powdered  gold;  below  the  dewy  bloom  of  the  lawtw 
the  woodlands  blushed  and  smouldered,  and  the  hillt 
across  the  river  swani  in  molten  blue.  Every  drop  of 
blood  in  Lily's  veins  invited  her  to  happiness, 

The  sound  of  wheels  roused  her  from  these  musings, 
and  leaning  behind  her  shutters  she  saw  the  omnibuv 
take  up  its  freight.  She  was  too  late,  then — but  the  fact 
did  not  alarm  her.  A  glimpse  of  Mr.  Gryce'a  crestfallen 
face  even  suggested  that  she  had  done  wisely  in  abaent" 
ing  herself,  since  the  disappointment  he  so  candidly  be* 
trayed  would  surely  whet  his  appetite  for  the  aftemocol 
walk.  That  walk  she  did  not  mean  to  miss;  one  glance 
at  the  bills  on  her  writing-table  was  enough  to  recall 
necessity.  But  meanwhile  she  had  the  morning  to  her* 
self,  and  could  muse  pleasantly  on  the  disposal  of  itfl 
hours.  She  was  familiar  enough  with  the  habits  of  Belli 
mout  to  know  that  she  was  likely  to  have  a  free  field  tiD' 
luncheon.  She  had  seen  the  Wetheradls,  the  Trenor  girlK 
and  Lady  Cressida  packed  safely  into  the  omnibus;  Judy 
Trenor  was  sure  to  be  having  her  hair  shampooed;  Can^ 
Fisher  had  doubtless  carried  off  her  host  for  a  drive,  Ned 
Silverton  was  probably  smoking  the  cigai-ette  of  young' 
despair  in  his  bedroom ;  and  Kate  Corby  was  certain  to 
be  playing  tennis  with  Jack  Stepney  and  Miss  Van  Os- 
burgh.  Of  the  ladies,  this  left  only  Mrs.  Dorset  unac> 
counted  for,  and  Mre.  Dot^t  never  came  down  till  lun- 
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1 :  her  doctors,  she  averred,  had  forbidden  her  to  ex< 
herself  to  the  crude  air  of  the  morning. 
>  the  remaining  members  of  the  party  Lily  gave 
BO  special  thought;  wherever  they  were,  tliey  were  not 
likely  to  interfere  with  her  plans.  These,  for  the  mo- 
ment, took  the  shape  of  assuming  a  dress  somewhat  more 
rustic  and  summerlike  in  style  than  the  garment  she  had 
first  selected,  and  rustling  downstairs,  sunshade  in  hand, 
with  the  disengaged  air  of  a  lady  in  quest  of  exercise. 
The  great  hall  was  empty  but  for  the  knot  of  dogs  by 
the  fire,  who,  taking  in  at  a  glance  the  out-door  aspect 
of  Miss  Bart,  were  upon  her  at  once  with  lavish  offers  of 
companionship.  She  put  aside  the  ramping  paws  which 
conveyed  these  offers,  and  assuring  the  joyous  volunteers 
that  she  might  presently  have  a  use  for  their  company, 
sauntered  on  through  the  empty  drawing-room  to  the 
;^)rary  at  the  end  of  the  house.  The  library  was  almost 
only  surviving  portion  of  the  old  manor-house  of 
Bellomont:  a  long  spacious  room,  revealing  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  mother-country  in  its  classically -cased  doors, 
the  Dutch  tiles  of  the  thimney,  and  the  elaborate  hob- 
grate  with  its  shining  brass  urns,  A  few  family  portraits 
of  lantern-jawed  gentlemen  in  tie-wigs,  and  ladies  with 
large  head-dresses  and  small  bodies,  hung  between  the 
shelves  lined  with  pleasantly-shabby  books:  books  mostly 
^contemporaneous  with  the  ancestors  in  question,  and  to 
^^Miich  the  subsequent  Trenors  had  made  no  perceptible 
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additions.  The  library  at  Bellomont  was  in  fact  m 
used  for  reading,  though  it  had  a  certain  popularity  as 
a  smoking-room  or  a  quiet  retreat  for  flirtation.  It  had 
occurred  to  Lily,  however,  that  it  might  on  this  occasion 
have  been  resorted  to  by  the  only  member  of  the  party 
in  the  least  likely  to  put  it  to  its  original  use.  She  ad- 
vanced noiselessly  over  the  dense  old  rug  scattered  with 
easy-chairs,  and  before  she  reached  the  middle  of  the 
room  she  saw  that  she  had  not  been  mistaken.  Law- 
rence Selden  was  in  fact  seated  at  its  farther  end;  but 
though  a  book  lay  on  his  knee,  his  attention  was  not 
engaged  with  it,  but  directed  to  a  lady  whose  lace-clad 
figure,  as  she  leaned  back  in  an  adjoining  chair,  detached 
itself  with  exaggerated  sliraness  against  the  dusky  leather 
of  the  upholstery, 

Lily  paused  as  she  caught  sight  of  the  group;  for  s 
moment  she  seemed  about  to  withdraw,  but  thinking 
better  of  this,  she  announced  her  approach  by  a  slight 
shake  of  her  skirts  which  made  the  couple  raise  their 
heads,  Mrs.  Dorset  with  a  look  of  frank  displeasure,  and 
Selden  with  his  usual  quiet  smile.  The  sight  of  his  com- 
posure  had  a  distui'bing  effect  on  Lily;  but  to  be  dis- 
turbed was  in  her  case  to  make  a  more  brilliant  effort  at 
self-possession. 

"Dear  me,  am  I  late?"  she  asked,  putting  a  hand  in 
his  as  he  advanced  to  greet  her. 

"tjde  for  what?"  enquired  Mrs.  Dorset  tartly.  "NoS 
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for  luncheon,  certamly — but  perhaps  you  had  an  earlict 
lent?" 
Yes,  I  had,"  said  Lily  confidingly. 
"Really?  Perhaps  I  am   in  the  way,  then?  But  Mr. 
Selden  is  entii"ely  at  your  disposal."  Mrs.  Dorset  was  pale 
with  temper,  and  her  antagoaist  felt  a  certain  pleasure 
ID  prolonging  her  distress, 

"Oh,  dear,  no — do  stay,"  she  said  good-humouredly. 
"I  don't  in  the  least  want  to  drive  you  away." 

*' You  're  awfully  good,  dear,  but  I  never  interfere  with 
Mr.  Selden's  engagements." 

The  remark  was  uttered  with  a  little  air  of  proprietor- 
ship not  lost  on  its  object,  who  concealed  a  faint  blush 
of  annoyance  by  stooping  to  pick  up  the  book  he  had 
dropped  at  Lily's  approach.  ITie  latter's  eyes  widened 
charmingly  and  she  broke  into  a  light  laugh. 

"But  I  have  no  engagement  with  Mr.  Selden  I  My  en- 
gagement was  to  go  to  church ;  and  I  'm  afraid  the  omni- 
bus has  started  without  me.  i/^cu  it  started,  do  you  know?" 
She  turned  to  Selden,  who  replied  that  he  had  heard 
it  drive  away  some  time  since. 
^^L  **Ah,  then  I  shall  have  to  walk;  I  promised  Hilda  and 
^Hliiriel  to  go  to  church  with  them.  It's  too  late  to  walk 
^iliere,  you  say?  Well,  I  shall  have  the  credit  of  tiyin^ 
at  any  rate — and  the  advantage  of  escaping  part  of  the 
MTvice.  I  'm  not  so  sony  for  myself,  after  all !" 

t'ith  a  bright  nod  to  the  couple  on  whom  she  had 
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intruded,  Miss  Bart  strolled  tlirough  the  glass  doon 
and  carried  her  rustling  grace  down  the  long  perspective 
of  the  garden  walk. 

She  was  taking  her  way  churchward,  but  at  no  very 
quick  pace;  a  fact  not  lost  on  one  of  her  observers,  who 
stood  in  the  doorway  looking  after  her  with  an  air  of 
puzzled  amusement.  The  truth  is  that  she  was  conscious 
of  a  somewhat  keen  shock  of  disappointment.  All  her 
plans  for  the  day  had  been  built  on  the  assumption  that 
it  was  to  see  her  that  Selden  had  come  to  Bellomont, 
She  had  expected,  when  she  came  downstairs,  to  find  him 
OD  the  watch  for  her;  and  she  had  found  him,  instead, 
in  a  situation  which  might  well  denote  that  he  had  beea 
on  the  watch  for  another  lady.  Was  it  possible,  after  all, 
that  he  had  come  for  Bertha  Dorset?  The  latter  had 
acted  on  the  assumption  to  the  extent  of  appearing  at 
an  hour  when  she  never  showed  herself  to  ordinary  mor- 
tals, and  Lily,  for  the  moment,  saw  no  way  of  putting 
her  in  the  wrong.  It  did  not  occur  to  her  that  Selden 
might  have  been  actuated  merely  by  the  desire  to  spend 
a  Sunday  out  of  town:  women  never  leam  to  dispense 
with  the  sentimental  motive  in  their  judgments  of  men. 
But  Lily  was  not  easily  disconcerted;  competition  put 
her  on  her  mettle,  and  sbe  reflected  that  Selden's  com- 
ing, if  it  did  not  declare  him  to  be  still  in  Mrs.  Dorset'! 
toils,  showed  him  to  be  so  completely  free  from  them^ 
that  he  was  not  afraid  of  her  proximity. 
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Tliese  thoughts  bo  engaged  her  that  she  fell  into  a 
•^t  hardly  likely  to  carry  her  to  church  before  the  ser- 
mon, and  at  length,  having  passed  from  the  gardens  to 
the  wood-path  beyond,  so  far  forgot  her  intention  as  to 
nnk  into  a  rustic  seat  at  a  bend  of  the  walk.  The  spot 
was  charming,  and  Lily  was  not  insensible  to  the  charm, 
or  to  the  fact  that  her  presence  enhanced  it;  but  she  was 
not  accustomed  to  taste  the  joys  of  solitude  except  in 
company,  and  the  combination  of  a  handsome  girl  and 
a  romantic  scene  struck  her  as  too  good  to  be  wasted. 
No  one,  however,  appeared  to  profit  by  the  opportunity; 
and  after  a  half  hour  of  fruitless  waiting  she  rose  and 
wandered  on.  She  felt  a  stealing  sense  of  fatigue  as  she 
walked;  the  sparkle  had  died  out  of  her,  and  the  taste 
of  life  was  stale  on  her  lips.  She  hardly  knew  what  she 
had  been  seeking,  or  why  the  failure  to  find  it  had  so 
blotted  the  light  from  her  sky:  she  was  only  aware  of  a 
vague  sense  of  failure,  of  an  inner  isolation  deeper  than 
the  loneliness  about  her. 

Her  footsteps  flagged,  (tnd  siie  stood  gazing  listlessly 

lead,  digging  the  ferny  edge  of  the  path  with  the  tip 

her  sun-shade.  As  she  did  so  a  step  sounded  behind 

and  she  saw  Selden  at  her  side. 

How  fast  you  walk!"  he  remarked.  "I  thought 

should  never  catch  up  with  you." 

She  answered  gaily:  "You  must  be  quite  breathlessi 

sitting  under  that  tree  for  an  hour." 
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"Waiting  for  me,  I  hope?"  he  rejoined;  and  she  said 
with  a  vague  laugh; 

"Well — waiting  to  see  if  you  would  come." 

"I  seize  the  distinction,  but  I  don't  mind  it,  sincedo- 
ing  the  one  involved  doing  the  other.  But  weren't  yoa 
sure  that  I  should  come?" 

"If  I  waited  long  enough — but  you  see  I  had  only  ■ 
limited  time  to  give  to  the  experimenL" 

"Why  limitedP  Limited  by  luncheon.'" 

**No;  by  my  other  engagement."' 

"Your  engagement  to  go  to  church  with  Muriel  and 
Hilda?" 

"No;  but  to  come  home  from  church  with  another 
person," 

"Ah,  I  see;  I  might  have  known  you  were  fully  pro- 
vided with  alternatives.  And  is  the  other  person  coming 
home  this  wav  ?" 

Lily  laughed  qgain.  "That's  just  wha*  I  don't  knov: 
and  to  find  out,  it  is  my  business  to  get  to  church  before 
the  service  is  over." 

"Exactly;  and  it  is  my  business  to  prevent  your  doing 
to;  in  which  case  the  other  person,  piqued  by  your  ab- 
sence, will  form  the  desperate  resolve  of  driving  back  la 
the  (Honibus." 

Lily  received  this  with  fresh  appreciation;  his 
was  like  the  bubbling  of  her  inner  mood.  "Is  that  wbil 
TOO  would  do  in  such  an  emergencv  ?"  she  enquired. 
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Selden  looked  at  her  with  solemnitv. 


prove  to  you. 


"  he  cried, "what  I  a 


;aj)able  of  doing  ii 


an  emergency! 

t         "Walking  a  niile  in  an  hour — you  must  own  that  the 

I     omnibus  would  be  quicker!" 

I        "Ah — but  will  he  find  you  in  the  end?  That's  the 

^L^ily  test  of  success." 
M    They  looked  at  each  other  with  the  same  luxury  of 
eDJoynient  that  tliey  had  felt  in  exchanging  absurdities 
orer  his  tea-table;  but  suddenly  Lily's  face  changed,  and 
she  said :  "Well,  if  it  is,  he  has  succeeded." 

Selden,  following  her  glance,  perceived  a  party  of 
people  advancing  toward  them  from  the  farther  bend  of 

I  the  path.  Lady  Cressida  had  evidently  insisted  on  walk- 
ing home,  and  the  rest  of  the  church-goers  had  thought 

»  it  their  duty  to  accompany  her.  Lily's  companion  looked 
rapidly  from  one  to  the  other  of  the  two  men  of  the 
party;  Wetlierall  walking  respectfully  at  Lady  Cressida'* 
side  with  his  little  sidelong  look  of  nervous  attention, 
and  Percy  Gryce  bringing  up  the  rear  with  Mrs.  Wether- 
all  and  the  Trenors. 

"Ah — now  I  see  why  you  were  getting  up  your 
Americana!"  Selden  exclaimed  with  a  note  of  the  freest 
admiration ;  but  the  blush  with  which  the  sally  was  re- 
ceived checked  whatever  amplifications  he  had  meant  to 

^^pve  it. 

^K  That  Lily  Bart  should  object  to  being  bantered  about 
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her  suitors,  or  even  about  her  means  of  attracting  th&ait 
was  so  new  to  Selden  that  he  had  a  momentary  flash  of  stir* 
prise,  which  lit  up  a  number  of  possibilities;  but  she  re 
gallantly  to  the  defence  of  her  confusion,  by  saying, 
its  object  approached;  "That  was  why  I  waa  waiting  for 
you — to  thank  you  for  having  given  me  so  many  points! 

"Ah,  you  can  hardly  do  justice  to  the  subject  in  such 
a  short  time,"  said  Selden,  as  the  Trenor  girls  caught 
sight  of  Miss  Bart^  and  while  she  signalled  a  response 
to  their  boisterous  greeting,  he  added  quickly:  "Wont 
you  devote  your  afternoon  to  it?  You  know  I  must  be 
ofF  tomorrow  morning.  We'll  take  a  walk,  and  you  can 
thank  me  at  your  leisure," 


THE  afternoon  waa  perfect  A  deeper  stiUness  pos- 
sessed the  air,  and  the  glitter  of  the  Americaji 
autumn  was  tempered  by  a  haze  which  diffused  thft 
brightness  without  dulling  it. 

In  the  woody  hollows  of  the  park  there  was  already 
faint  chill;  but  as  the  ground  rose  the  air  grew  lights', 
and  ascending  the  long  slopes  beyond  the  high-road^ 
Lily  and  her  companion  reached  a  zone  of  lingerii^ 
summer.  The  path  wound  across  a  meadow  with 
tered  trees;  then  it  dipped  into  a  !:ine  plumed  with  &•■ 
ten  and  purpling  sprays  of  bramble,  whence,  through 
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tiie  light  quiver  of  ash-leaves,  the  country  unrolled  it- 
■elf  in  pastoral  distaorec. 

Higher  up,  the  lane  shdw^  thickening  tufta  of  fern 

of  the  creeping  glossy  verdure  of  shaded  slopes; 

began  to  overhang  it,  and  the  sliade  deepened  to 

checkered  dusk  of  a  beech-grow.  3Tie  boles  of  the 

stood  well  apart,  with  only  a  light  ^thering  of 

lergrowtfa;  the  path  wound  along  the  edge  of  the 
wood,  now  and  then  looking  out  on  a  sunlit  piCstu^.or 
on  an  orchard  spangled  with  fruit. 

LJly  had  no  real  intimacy  with  nature,  but  she  had  % 
panion  for  the  appropriate  and  could  be  keenly  sen- 
ntire  to  a  scene  which  was  the  fitting  background  of 
her  own  sensations.  The  landscape  outspread  below  her 
seemed  an  enlargement  of  her  present  mood,  and  she 
foond  Something  of  herself  in  its  calmness,  its  breadth, 
its  kHig  free  reaches.  On  the  nearer  slopes  the  sugar- 
amgies  wavered  like  pyres  of  light;  lower  down  was  a 
maasiiig  of  grey  orchanls,  and  here  and  there  the  linger- 
ing green  of  an  oak-grove.  Two  or  three  red  farm-houses 
domed  under  the  api^e-trees,  and  the  white  wooden 
spire  of  a  village  cfaorcfa  showed  b^ond  the  shoulder  of 
the  hill;  while  Uz  below,  in  a  haae  of  dust,  the  M^ 
road  ran  between  the  fields. 

"Let  OS  nt  heTe,"  Selden  suggested,  as  they  readied 
an  open  kdge  of  rodt  above  which  the  beetto  I 
rteqity  between  moisy  boolda*. 
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[Lily  dropped  down  on  the  rock,  glowing  with  h&-' 
long  dimb.  She  sat  quiet,  hei:  Eps  parted  by  the  strestt 
■  of  the  ascent,  her  eyea  i«and)ering  peacefully  over  the 
broken  ranges  of  the  J^dacape.  Selden  stretched  him-*, 
jelf  on  the  grass  at  hei'  feet,  tilting  his  hat  against  the 
level  sun-rays,  anti  clasping  his  hands  behind  his  head^ 
which  rested  against  the  side  of  the  rock.  He  had  ntf 
wish  to  make  her  talk;  her  quick-breathing  silence  seemed) 
•■&  pwt-pf  the  general  bush  and  harmony  of  things. 
'his  -6wn  mind  there  was  only  a  lazy  sense  of  pleasure 
'Veiling  the  sharp  edges  of  sensation  as  the  Septembee 
liaze  veiled  the  scene  at  their  feeLlBut  Lily,  though  hee^ 
attitude  was  as  calm  as  his,  was  throbbing  inwardly  wil 
a  rush  of  thoughts.  There  were  in  her  at  the  moment 
two  beings,  one  drawing  deep  breaths  of  freedom  and 
leihilaration,  the  other  gasping  for  air  in  a  little  blacic 
prison-house  of  fears.  But  gradually  the  captive's  gaspc 
grew  fainter,  or  the  other  paid  less  heed  to  them: 
'horizon  expanded,  the  air  grew  stronger,  and  the  freq 
spirit  quivered  for  flight. 

She  could  not  herself  have  explained  the  sense  of  buojM 
ancy  which  seemed  to  lift  and  swing  her  above  the  sun- 
^ulfused  world  at  her  feet.  Was  it  love,  she  wondered,  a( 
a  mere  fortuitous  combination  of  happy  thoughts  and 
-sensations?  How  much  of  it  was  owing  to  the  spell  at 
the  perfect  afternoon,  the  scent  of  the  fading  wopds, 
thought  of  the  dulness  she  had  fled  from?  Lily  h«d 
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BBnite  experience  by  which  to  teat  the  quality  of  her 
feeling.  She  had  Beverol  times  been  in  love  with  for- 
tunes or  careers,  but  only  once  with  a  man.  That  wa». 
yeaia  ago,  when  she  first  came  out,  and  had  been  fimittes< 
with  a  romantic  passion  for  a  young  gentleman  named 
Herbert  Melson,  who  had  blue  eyes  and  a  little  wave  in 
his  hair.  Mr.  Melson,  who  was  possessed  of  no  other  ne- 
gotiable securities,  had  hastened  to  employ  these  in  cap- 
turing the  eldest  Miss  Van  Osburgh :  since  then  he  had 
grown  stout  and  wheezy,  and  was  given  to  telling  anec- 
dotes about  his  children.  If  Lily  recalled  this  early  emo- 
tion it  was  not  to  compare  it  with  that  wliich  now  pos- 
sessed her;  the  only  point  of  comparison  was  the  sense  of 
lightness,  of  emancipation,  which  she  remembered  feel- 
ing, in  the  whirl  of  a  waltz  or  the  seclusion  of  a  conser- 
vatory, during  the  brief  course  of  her  youthful  romance. 
She  had  not  known  again  till  today  that  lightness,  that 
glow  of  freedom:  but  now  it  was  something  more  than  a 
blind  groping  of  the  blood.  The  peculiar  charm  of  her 
feeling  for  Selden  was  that  she  understood  it;  she  could 
put  her  finger  on  every  link  of  the  chain  that  was  draw- 
ing them  together.  Though  his  popularity  was  of  the 
quiet  kind,  felt  rather  than  actively  expressed  among  his 
friends,  she  had  never  mistaken  his  inconspicuousnesa 
for  obscurity.  His  reputed  cultivation  was  generally  re- 
^uded  as  a  slight  obstacle  to  easy  intercourse,  but  Lily, 
^^fe  prided  herself  on  her  broad-minded  recognition  of 
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iitecature,  and  always  carried  an  Omar  Khajam  in  bef 


travelling-bag,  was  attracted  by  tbis  attribute,  whictf 
she  felt  would  have  had  its  distinction  in  an  older  sod* 
ety.  It  was,  moreover,  one  of  his  gifts  to  look  bis  part; 
to  have  a  height  which  lifted  his  head  above  the  crowd, 
and  the  keenly-modelled  dark  features  which,  in  a  land 
bf  amorphous  types,  gave  him  the  air  of  belonging  to 
riiiofe  specialized  race,  of  carrying  the  impresG  of  a  con- 
centrated past.  Expansive  persons  found  him  a  little  dry, 
and  very  young  girls  thought  him  sarcastic;  but  this  air 
of  friendly  aloofness,  as  far  removed  as  possible  from  any 
assertion  of  personal  advantage,  was  the  quality  which 
piqued  Lily's  interest.  Everything  about  him  accorded' 
with  the  fastidious  element  in  her  taste,  even  to  the  light 
irony  with  which  he  surveyed  what  seemed  to  her  most 
eacred.  She  adn^ired  him  most  of  all,  perhaps,  for  being^ 
able  to  convey  as  distinct  a  sense  of  superiority  as  the 
richeet  man  she  had  ever  met. 

It  was  the  unconscious  prolongation  of  this  thought 
which  led  her  to  say  presently,  with  a  laugh:  "I  hav^ 
broken  two  engagements  for  you  today.  How  many  hai 
you  broken  for  me?" 

"None," said  Selden  calmly.  "My  only  engagementi 
Bellomont  was  with  you." 

She  glanced  down  at  him,  faintly  smiling. 

*"'Did  you  really  come  to  Bellomont  to  see  me?" 

■MJf  coarse  I  did." 
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Her  look  deepened  meditatively.  "Why?"  she  mur- 
mured, with  an  accent  which  took  all  tioge  of  coquetry 
from  the  question. 

"Because  you're  such  a  wonderful  spectacle:  I  always 
like  to  see  what  you  are  doing." 

"How  do  you  know  what  I  should  be  doing  if  you 
were  not  here.?" 

Selden  smiled.  "I  don't  flatter  myself  that  my  coming 
has  deflected  your  course  of  action  by  a  hair's  breadth." 

"That's  absurd — since,  if  you  were  not  here,  I  could 
obviously  not  be  taking  a  walk  with  you." 

"No;  but  your  taking  a  walk  with  me  is  only  another 
way  of  making  use  of  your  material.  You  are  an  artist 
and  I  happen  to  be  the  bit  of  colour  you  are  using  to- 
day. It 's  a  part  of  your  cleverness  to  be  able  to  produce 
premeditated  etrecls'exte m poraneously ." 

Lily  smiled  also:  his  words  were  too  acute  not  to 
strike  her  sense  of  humour.  It  was  true  that  she  meant 
to  use  the  accident  of  his  presence  as  part  of  a  very  de- 
finite  effect;  or  that,  at  least,  was  the  secret  pretext  she 
had  found  for  breaking  her  promise  to  walk  with  Mr. 
Gryce.  She  had  sometimes  been  accused  of  being  too 
eager — even  Judy  Trenor  had  warned  her  to  go  slowly. 
Well,  she  would  not  be  too  eager  in  this  case;  she  would 
give  her  suitor  a  longer  taste  of  suspense.  Where  duty 
and  inclination  jumped  together,  it  was  not  in  Lily*s 

tto  hold  them  asunder.  She  had  excused  herstelf 
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from  the  walk  on  the  plea  of  a  headache:  the  hoirid 
headaclie  which,  in  the  morning,  had  prevented  her  ven- 
turing to  church.  Her  appearance  at  luncheon  justified 
the  excuse.  She  looked  languid,  full  of  a  suffering  sweet- 
ness; she  carried  a  scent-bottle  in  her  hand.  Mr.  Gryce 
was  new  to  such  manifestations;  he  wondered  rather 
nervously  if  she  were  delicate,  having  far-reaching  feais 
about  the  future  of  his  progeny.  But  sympathy  won  the 
day,  and  he  besought  her  not  to  expose  herself:  he  al- 
ways connected  the  outer  air  with  ideas  of  exposure. 

Lily  had  received  his  sympathy  with  languid  grati- 
tude,  urging  him,  since  she  should  be  such  poor  company, 
to  join  the  rest  of  the  party  who,  after  luncheon,  were 
starting  in  automobiles  on  a  visit  to  the  Van  Osburghs 
at  Feekskitl.  Mr,  Gryce  was  touched  by  her  disinterest- 
edness, and,  to  escape  from  the  threatened  vacuity  of  the 
afternoon,  had  taken  her  advice  and  departed  mourn- 
fully, in  a  dust-hood  and  goggles:  as  the  motor-car 
plunged  down  the  avenue  she  smiled  at  his  resemblance' 
to  a  baHled  beetle, 

Selden  had  watched  her  manoeuvres  with  lazy  amuse- 
ment. She  had  made  no  reply  to  his  suggestion  that  they 
should  spend  the  afternoon  together,  hut  as  her  plan  aw 
folded  itself  he  felt  fairly  confident  of  being  included  in' 
it.  The  house  was  empty  when  at  lengtn  he  heard  ber 
step  on  the  stair  and  strolled  out  of  the  billiard-room  to 
join  her.  She  had  on  a  hat  and  walking -dress,  and  th» 
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didgB  were  bounding  at  her  feet. 

"I  tbougitt,  after  all,  the  air  might  do  me  good,"  aht 
explaioed;  aiid  he  agreed  that  bo  simple  a  remedy  was 
trying. 

The  excursionists  would  be  gone  at  least  four  houra; 

ly  and  Selden  had  the  whole  afternoon  before  them, 
and  the  sense  of  leisure  and  safety  gave  the  last  touch  of 
lightness  to  her  spirit.  With  so  much  time  to  talk,  and 
no  deiinite  object  to  be  led  up  to,  ehe  could  taste  the 
rare  joys  uf  mental  vagrancy. 

She  felt  so  Iree  from  ulterior  motives  that  she  took  up 
hii  charge  with  a  touch  of  resentment. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said,  "why  you  are  always  accus- 
ing  me  of  premeditation." 

"I  thought  you  confessed  to  it:  you  told  me  the  other 
<l&y  that  you  had  to  follow  a  certain  line — and  if  one 
does  a  thing  at  all  it  is  a  merit  to  do  it  thoroughly." 

"If  you  mean  that  a  girl  who  has  no  one  to  think  for 
tiCT  is  obliged  to  think  for  herself,  I  am  quite  willing  to  ac- 
cept the  imputation.  But  you  must  find  me  a  dismal  kind 
of  person  if  you  suppose  that  I  never  yield  to  an  impulse," 

"Ah,  but  I  don't  suppose  that:  have  n't  I  told  you  that  I 
your  genius  lies  in  converting  impulses  into  intentions?"  J 

"My  genius?"  she  echoed  with  a  sudden  note  of  weari-   , 
ness.  "Is  there  any  final  test  of  genius  but  BUccesBf  And 
I -ertainly  haven't  succeeded."  "^ 

Selden  pushed  his  hat  hack  and  took  a  side-glance  at 
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"Success — what  is  success?  I  shall  be  interested  to 
have  your  definition." 

"SuccessP"  She  hesitated.  "Why,  to  get  as  much  aa 
one  can  out  of  life,  I  suppose.  It's  a  relative  quality^ 
I  after  all.  Is  n't  that  your  idea  of  it,-"' 

"My  idea  of  it?  God  forbid!"  He  sat  up  with  suddem 

I  energy,  resting  his  elbows  on  his  knees  and  staring  oot! 

upon  the  mellow  fields.  "My  idea  oi  succesB,"  he  said, 

personal  freedom." 

""■"l^'reeaom  ?  Freedom  from  worries?" 

"From  everything — from  money,  from  poverty,  from 

ease  and  anxiety,  from  all  the  material  accidents.  Tff 

keep  a  kind  of  republic  pf  tjiespiiit — ^that's  what  I  call 

success,"  ' 

She  leaned  forward  with  a  responsive  flash.  "I  know^ 

I  know — it's  strange;  but  that's  just  what  I've  been 

feeling  today." 

He  met  her  eyes  with  the  latent  sweetness  of  his.  "Ib 
the  feeling  so  rare  with  you?"  he  said. 

She  blushed  a  little  under  his  gaze.  *'You  think 
horribly  sordid,  don't  you?  But  perhaps  it's  rather  tha£ 
I  never  had  any  choice.  There  was  no  one,  I  mean,  to  tell 
me  about  the  republic  of  the  spirit." 

"  There  never  is — it's  a  country  one  has  to  find  the 
way  to  one's  self," 

"But  I  should  never  have  found  iny  way  there  if  yi 
hadn't  told  me." 
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"Ah,  tbeic  Bic  sigD-pQste — but  ooe  tus  to  know  bow 
to  read  tfaem.* 

"Well,  I  bare  known,  I  have  koowD'^  she  cri«d  wjtfa 
a  ^ow  of  eagemesB.  '*T\'beDeTer  I  see  you,  I  find  tuTself 
spellirig  mt  a  letter  of  tbe  sign — and  vesteiday — last 
erening  at  ditiner — I  suddenly  saw  a  little  way  into 
your  T^puWic." 

Seidell  was  still  looking  at  ber,  but  with  a  changed 
eycL  Hithoto  he  had  found,  in  her  presence  and  her  talk, 
the  Kstbetic  amusement  which  a  reflectit'e  man  is  apt  ta 
seek  ID  desultory  intercourse  with  pretty  women.  Hut 
attitude  had  been  one  of  admiring  spectatorship,  and  hel 
would  haTe  been  almost  sorry  to  detect  in  her  any  emo^^ 
tional  weakness  which  should  interfere  with  the  fulfil- 
neDt  of  her  aims.  But  now  the  bint  of  this  weakness  had 
beconie  the  most  interesting  thing  about  her.  He  had 
come  on  her  that  morning  in  a  moment  of  diBarmy;  her 
face  had  been  pale  and  altered,  and  tlie  diminution  of 
her  beauty  had  lent  her  a  poignant  charm.  That  is  Aor"7 
«Ae  looks  when  she  is  alone!  had  been  his  first  thought;! 
and  the  second  was  to  note  in  her  the  change  which  his 
coming  produced.  It  was  the  danger-point  of  their  inter* 
course  that  he  could  not  doubt  the  spontaneity  of  her 
liking.  From  whatever  angle  he  viewed  tlieir  dawning 
intimacy,  he  could  not  see  it  as  part  of  her  scheme  of 
;  and  to  be  the  unforeseen  element  in  a  career  so  ac- 
rately  planned  was  stimulating  even  to  a  man  who 
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I        I  had  renounced  sentimental  experiments.  1 

"Well,"  he  said,  "did  it  make  you  want  to  see  monf 
Ar«  you  going  to  become  one  of  us?" 

He  had  drawn  out  his  cigarettes  as  he  spoke,  and  she 
reached  her  hand  toward  the  case. 

"Oh,  do  give  me  one — I  haven't  smoked  for  days!" 

"Why  such  unnatural  abstinence?  Everybody  Gmokei 

at  Bellomont." 

I  "Yes — but  it  is  not  considered  becoming  in  &jevm 

\         jdlQ  h  marierjanA.  at  the  present  moment  I  am  SLJeunt 

I  fiUe  i  markr." 

"Ah|  then  I'm  afraid  we  can^:  \f\  ym  into  th^ 
public" 
I  "Why  not?  Is  it  a  celibate  order?" 

"Not  in  tlie  least,  though  I  'm  bound  to  say  there 
y'    not  many  married  people  in  it.  But  you  will  marry  st 
I     one  very  rich,  and  it 's  as  hard  for  rich  people  to  get  into 
I   /     as  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 

"That's  unjust,  I  think,  because,  as  I  understand  i^ 

OQS  o£jiie-ct>Rditiuira- of  citizenship  ia  not  to  think  too 

much  about  money,  and  the  only  way  not  to  think  about 

'  money  is  to  have  a  great  deal  of  ft.""  ~    " 

*'You  might  as  well  say  that  the  only  way  not 
think  about  air  ia  to  have  enough  to  breathe.  That  is  tnrt 
enough  in  a  sense;  but  your  lungs  are  thinking  about 
the  air,  if  you  are  not.  And  so  it  is  with  your  rich  peo» 
pie — they  may  not  be  thinking  of  money,  but  they"!* 

r  110 1 


iflft 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 

breathing  it  all  the  while:  take  them  into  another  ele- 
ment and  see  how  they  squiim  and  gasp!" 

Lily  sat  gazing  absently  through  the  blue  ringa  jf  bei 
dgarette-smoke. 

"It  seems  to  me."  she  said  at  length,  "  that  you  spend 
a  good  deal  of  your  time  in  the  element  you  ditp  "Drove  | 
o£" 

Selden  received  this  thrust  without  discomposure. 
•Yes;  but  I  have  tried  to  remain  amphibious:  it's  al] 
right  as  long  as  one's  lungs  can  work  in  another  air. 
The  real  alchemy  consists  in  being  able  to  turn  gold  back 
jgain  into  something  else;  and  that's  the  secret  that 
moat  of  your  friends  have  lost." 

Lily  mused.  "Don't  you  think,"  she  rejoined  after  • 
moment,  "that  the  people  who  find  fault  with  society 
■re  too  apt  to  regard  it  as  an  end  and  not  a  means,  just 
u  the  people  who  despise  money  speak  as  if  its  only  use 
were  to  be  kept  in  bags  and  gloated  overP  Isn't  it  fairer 
to  look  at  them  both  as  opportunities,  which  may  be 
used  either  stupidly  or  intelligently,  according  to  the 
^jspacity  of  the  user?" 

^H  "That  is  certainly  the  sane  view;  but  the  queer  thing 
^^Bout  society  is  that  the  people  who  regard  it  us  an  end 
•re  those  who  are  in  it,  and  not  the  critics  on  the  fence. 
It '■  just  the  other  way  with  most  shows — the  audience 
^jnay  be  under  the  illusion,  but  the  actora  know  that  real 
^bfe  is  on  the  other  side  of  the  footlights.  The  people  who 
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take  society  as  an  escape  from  work  are  putting  it  to  it« 
proper  use;  but  when  it  becomes  the  thing  worked  foril 
distorts  all  the  relations  of  life."  Selden  raised  himsell 
on  hia  elbow.-*'Good  heavens'"  he  went  on,  *'l  don't 
underrate  the  dec-orative  side  of  life  It  seems  to  me  the 
■ense  of  splendour  lias  justified  itself  by  what  it  has 
produced.  The  worst  of  it  is  that  so  much  human  nature 
is  used  up  in  the  process.  If  we're  tJl  the  raw  stuff  of 
the  cosmic  effects,  one  would  rather  be  the  fire  that 
tempersa  sword  than  the  fish  that  dyes  a  pUTple  cloak 
And  a  society  like  ours  wastes  such  good  matenal_m 
producing  its  little  patch  of  purple'  Look  at  a  boy  like  . 
Ned  Silverton^-he 'b  really  too  good  to  be  used  to  re- 
furbish anybody's  social  shahbiness  There's  a  lad  juat 
setting  out  to  discover  the  universe  isn't  it  a  pity  he 
shoidd  end  by  finding  it  in  Mrs.  Fisher's  drawing-room?' 
"Ned  is  a  dear  boy,  and  I  hope  he  will  keep  his  illu- 
sions long  enough  to  writp  some  nice  poetry  about  themi 
but  do  you  think  it  is  only  in  society  that  he  is  likely  ' 
to  lose  them?" 
J    Selden  answered  her  with  a  shrug.  "Why  do  we  call  all 

I 'our  generous  ideas  illusions,  and  the  mean  ones  truths? 
Is  nt  it  a  sTifRcient  condemnation  of  society  to  find  one's 
I  self  accepting  such  phraseology?  I  very  nearly  acquired 
'  the  jargon  at  Silverton's  age,  and  I  know  how  namef- 
can  alter  the  colour  of  beliefs." 

She  had  never  heard  him  speak  with  such  enei^  of  ' 
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aiSrmattoQ.  His  Uiibitual  touch  was  that  of  the  eclectic 
who  lightly  turns  over  and  compares;  and  she  was  mov«? 
by  this  sudden  glimpse  into  the  laboratory  where  his 
fiuths  were  formed. 

"Ah,  you  are  as  bad  as  the  other  sectanans,"  she  ex 
claimed;  "why  do  you  call  your  republic  a  republic?  It 
is  a  close  corporation,  and  you  create  arbitrary  objec- 
tions in  order  to  keep  people  out.* 

"It  is  not  my  republic;  if  it  were,  1  should  have  a 
ccmp  (T^tat  and  seat  you  on  the  throne." 

"Whereas,  in  reality,  you  think  I  can  never  even  get 
my  foot  across  the  threshold?  Oh,  I  understand  what 
you  mean.  You  despise  my  ambitions — you  think  them 
unworthy  of  mel" 

Selden  smiled,  but  not  ironically.  "Well,  isnt  that  s 
tribute?  1  think  them  quite  worthy  of  most  of  the  peo- 
ple who  live  by  them." 

SKe'had  turned  to  gaze  on  ^im  gravely.  "But  isnt  it 
possible  that,  if  1  had  the  opportunities  of  these  people, 
I  might  make  a  better  use  of  them  ?  Money  stands  for 
all  kinds  of  things — its  purchasing  quality  is  n't  limited 
to  diamonds  and  motor-cars." 

"Not  in  the  least:  you  might  expiate  your  enjoyment 
of  them  by  founding  a  hospital." 

"But  if  you  think  they  are  what  I  should  really  enjoy, 
you  must  think  my  ambitions  are  good  enough  for  me.' 

Selden  met  this  appeal  with  a  laugh.  "Ah,  my  deai 
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Miss  Bart,  I  am  not  divine  Providence  to  guarantee  your 
enjoying  the  things  you  are  trying  to  get!" 

"Then  the  best  you  can  say  for  me  is,  that  after  strug- 
!  gHng  to  get  them  I  probably  shan't  like  them?"  She 
drew  a  deep  breath,  "What  a  miserable  future  you  fore- 
see for  me !" 

"Well — have  you  never  foreseen  it  for  yourself P" 

The  slow  colour  rose  to  her  cheek,  not  a  blush  of  ei-i 
citement  but  drawn  from  the  deep  wells  of  feeling;  it 
was  as  if  the  effort  of  her  spirit  had  produced  it. 

"Often  and  often,"  she  said.  "But  it  looks  so  much 
darker  when  you  show  it  to  me!" 

He  made  no  answer  to  this  exclamation,  and  for  & 
while  they  sat  silent,  while  something  throbbed  between 
them  in  the  wide  quiet  of  the  air.  But  suddenly  she 
turned  on  him  with  a  kind  of  vehemence. 

"Why  do  you  do  this  to  me?"  she  cried,  "Why  d^ 
you  make  the  things  I  have  chosen  seem  hatSul 
u  you  have  nothing  to  give  me  instead?" 

The  words  roused  Selden  from  the  musing  fit  into 
which  he  had  fallen.  He  himself  did  not  know  why  ha 
had  led  their  talk  along  such  lines;  it  was  the  last  ustt 
he  would  have  imagined  himself  making  of  an  aft  emoonV 
solitude  with  Miss  Bart.  But  it  was  one  of  those  mi 
ments  when  neither  seemed  to  speak  deliberately,  wh^ 
an  indwelling  voice  in  each  called  to  the  other 
unsounded  depths  of  feeling. 
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I  have  nothing  to  give  you  instead,'^  he  said, 
sitting  up  and  turning  so  that  he  faced  her.  "If  I  had, 
it  should  be  yours,  you  know." 

She  received  this  abrupt  declaration  in  a  way  even 
stranger  than  the  manner  of  its  making :  she  dropped  her 
face  on  her  hands  and  he  saw  that  for  a  moment  she  wept. 

It  was  for  a  moment  only,  however;  for  when  he  leaned 
nearer  and  drew  down  her  hands  with  a  gesture  less 
passionate  than  grave,  she  turned  on  him  a  face  softened 
but  not  disfigured  by  emotion,  and  he  said  to  himself. 
yimpwhiit  iTiTPlly^  ihat  pvpn  her  weeping  was  an  art. 

The  reflection  steadied  his  voice  as  he  asked,  between 
pity  and  irony:  "Isn't  it  natural  that  I  should  try  to 
belittle  all  the  things  I  can't  offer  you?" 

Her  face  brightened  at  this,  but  she  drew  her  hand 
away,  not  with  a  gesture  of  coquetry,  but  as  though  re- 
nouncing something  to  which  she  had  no  claim. 

"But  you  belittle  me,  don't  you,"  she  returned  gently, 
"in  being  so  sure  they  are  the  only  things  I  care  for?" 

Selden  felt  an  inner  start;  but  it  was  only  the  last 
quiver  of  his  egoism.  Almost  at  once  he  answered  quite 
gimply:  "But  you  do  care  for  them,  dont  you?  And  no 
wishing  of  mine  can  alter  that." 

He  had  so  completely  ceased  to  consider  how  far  this 
might  carry  him,  that  he  had  a  distinct  sense  of  disap- 
jointment  when  she  turned  on  him  a  face  sparkling  with 
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"Ah,"  she  cried,  "for  all  your  fine  phrases  you'ra 
really  as  great  a  coward  as  I  am,  for  you  wouldn't  harQ 
made  one  of  them  if  you  had  n't  been  so  sure  of  mj 
answer." 

The  shock  of  this  retort  had  the  effect  of  crystalliz- 
ing Selden's  wavering  intentions. 

"I  am  not  so  sure  of  your  answer,"  he  said  quietly. 
"And  I  do  you  the  justice  to  believe  that  you  are  not 
either." 

It  was  her  turn  to  look  at  him  with  surprise;  and 
after  a  moment — "Do  you  want  to  marry  me?"  she 
asked. 

He  broke  into  a  laugh.  "No,  I  don't  want  to — bat 
perhaps  I  should  if  you  did!" 

"That 's  what  I  told  you — you're  so  sure  of  me  that 
you  can  amuse  yourself  with  experiments."  She  drew 
back  the  hand  he  had  regained,  and  sat  looking  down 
on  him  sadly. 

"I  am  not  making  experiments,"  he  returned.  "Or  if. 
I  am,  it  ia  not  on  you  but  on  myself.  I  don't  know  what, 
effeci.  they  are  going  to  have  on  me — but  if  marrying 
you  is  one  of  them,  I  will  take  the  risk." 

She  smiled  faintly.  "It  would  be  a  great  risk,  ce 
tainly — I  have  never  concealed  from  you  how  great," 

"Ah,  it's  you  who  are  the  coward!"  he  exclaimed. 

She  had  risen,  and  he  stood  facing  her  with  his  eyM 

on  hers.  The  soft  isolation  of  the  falling  day  envelope^ 
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.hey  seemed  lifted  into  a  finer  air,  AJI  the  ei- 
quisite  influences  of  the  hour  trembled  in  their  veins, 
and  drew  them  to  each  other  aa  the  laoseoed  leaves 
were  drawn  to  the  earth. 

"It's  you  who  are  the  cowartl,"  he  repeated,  catch- 
ing her  hands  in  his. 

She  leaned  on  him  for  a.  moment,  as  if  with  a  drop 
of  tired  wings ;  he  felt  as  though  her  heart  were  beating 
rather  with  the  stress  of  a  long  flight  than  the  thrill  of 
new  distances.  Then,  drawing  back  with  a  little  smile  of 
warning — "I  ^all  look  hideous  in  dowdy  clotlies;  but 

They  stood  silent  for  a  white  after  this,  smiling  at 
each  other  like  adventurous  children  who  have  climbed 
to  a  forbidden  height  from  which  they  discover  a  new 
world,  The  actual  world  at  their  feet  was  veiling  itself 
in  dimness,  and  across  Ute  valley  a  clear  moon  rose  in 
the  denser  blue. 

Suddenly  they  heard  a  remote  sound,  like  the  hum  of 
a  giant  insect,  and  following  the  high-road,  which  wound 
whiter  through  the  surrounding  twilight,  a  black  object 
rushed  across  their  vision. 

lily  started  from  her  attitude  of  absorption;  her  smile 
faded  and  she  began  to  move  toward  the  lane. 

"I  had  no  idea  it  was  bo  late!  We  shall  not  he  back 
^^till  after  dark,"  she  said,  almost  impatiently, 
^h  Selden  was  looking  at  her  with  surprise:  it  took  him 
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a  moment  to  regain  his  usual  view  of  her;  theu  he  said^ 
with  an  uncontrollable  note  of  dryness: "  That  was  not 
one  of  our  party;  the  motor  was  going  the  other  way." 

"I  know — -I  know "  She  paused,  and  he  saw  her 

redden  through  the  twilight.  "But  I  told  them  I  was 
not  well^that  I  should  not  go  out.  Let  us  go  down!" 
she  murmured. 

Selden  continued  to  look  at  her;  then  he  drew  his 
cigarette-case  irom  his  pocket  and  slowly  lit  a  cigarette. 
It  seemed  to  him  necessary,  at  that  moment,  to  proclaim, 
by  some  habitual  gesture  of  this  sort,  his  recovered  hold 
on  the  actual:  he  had  an  almost  puerile  wish  to  let  hi> 
companion  see  that,  their  flight  over,  he  had  landed  on 
his  feeL 

She  waited  while  the  spark  flickered  under  hia  curved 
palm;  then  he  held  out  the  cigarettes  to  her. 

She  took  one  with  an  unsteady  hand,  and  putting  it 
to  her  lips,  leaned  forward  to  draw  her  light  from  his. 
In  the  indistinctness  the  little  red  gleam  lit  up  tha 
lower  part  of  her  face,  and  he  saw  her  mouth  trembia 
into  a  smile. 

"Were  you  serious?"  she  asked,  with  an  odd  thrill  of 
gaiety  which  she  might  have  caught  up,  in  baste,  from 
B  heap  of  stock  infiections,  without  having  time  to  select, 
the  just  note. 

Selden's  voice  was  under  better  control  "Why  not?" 

he  returned.  "You  see  I  took  no  risks  in  beinji  so,"  And 
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^■fi  she  continued  to  stand  before  him,  a  little  paleundet 
^■Hie  retort,  he  added  quickly:  "Let  us  go  down." 


vn 


TT  spoke  much  for  the  depth  of  Mrs.  Trenor's  fiiend- 
.  ship  that  her  voice,  in  admonishing  Miss  Bart,  took 
the  same  note  of  personal  despair  as  if  she  bad  been 
lamenting  the  collapse  of  a  house-party. 

"All  I  can  say  is,  Lily,  that  I  can't  make  you  out!" 
She  leaned  back,  sighing,  in  the  morning  abandon  of 
lace  and  muslin,  turning  an  indifferent  shoulder  to  the 
heaped-up  importunities  of  her  desk,  while  she  consid- 
ered, with  the  eye  of  a  physician  who  has  given  up  the 
case,  the  erect  exterior  of  the  patient  confronting  her. 
**If  you  hadn't  told  nie  you  were  going  in  for  him 
riously — but  I'm  sure  you  made  that  plain  enough 
1  the  beginning!  Why  else  did  you  ask  me  to  let 
you  off  bridge,  and  to  keep  away  Carry  and  Kate  Corby  ? 
I  don't  suppose  you  did  it  because  he  amused  you;  we 
could  none  of  us  imagine  your  putting  up  with  him  for 
a  moment  unless  you  meant  to  marry  him.  And  I'm 
sure  everybody  played  fair!  They  all  wanted  to  help  it 
along.  Even  Bertha  kept  her  hands  off — I  will  say  that 
— till  Lawrence  came  down  and  you  draped  Lim  away 
firom  her.  After  that  she  had  a  right  to  I'etaliate — why 
^■n  earth  did  you  interfere  with  her?  You've  known 
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Lawrence  Selden  for  years — why  did  you  behave  ttsil 
you  hed  just  discovered  himp  If  you   had  a   gnidgi 
against  Bertha  it  was  a  stupid  time  to  show  it — yoD 
could  have  paid  her  back  just  as  veil  after  you   wat 
viarriedll  told  you  Bertha  was  dangerous.  She  was  in  U 
odious  mood  when  she  came  here,  but  Lawrence's  tuni* 
ing  up  put  her  in  a  good  humour,  and  if  you  'd  only  let  I 
her  think  he  came  for  her  it  would  have  never  occurred  ' 
to  her  to  play  you  this  trick.  Oh,  Lily,  you  11  never  do 
anything  if  you're  not  serious!" 

Miss  Bart  accepted  this  exhortation  in  a  spirit  of  the 
purest  impartiality.  Why  should  she  have  been  angiy' 
It  was  the  voice  of  hei-  own  conscience  which  spoke  to  het 
through  Mi-s,  Trenor's  reproachful  accent';.  But  even  to  her 
own  conscience  she  must  trump  up  a  semblance  of  defence. 

"I  only  took  a  day  off — I  thought  he  meant  to  stay 
on  all  this  week,  and  I  knew  Mr.  Selden  was  leaving  f 
this  morning." 

Mrs.  Trenor  brushed  aside  the  plea  with 
which  laid  bare  its  weakness. 

"He  did  mean  to  stay — that's  the  worst  of  it.  It 
shows  that  he's  run  away  from  you;  that  Berth&^ 
her  work  and  poisoned  him  thoroughly." 

Lily  gave  a  slight  laugh.  "Oh,  if  he 'a  running  I' 
overtake  him!" 

Her  friend  threw  out  an  arresting  hand.   •*' 
ever  you  do,  Lily,  do  nothing!" 
[   120  1 
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(Miss  Bart  received  the  warning  with  a  emile,  **I  dont 
an,  literally,  to  take  the  next  train.  There  are  wayi 
— "  But  she  did  not  go  on  to  specify  them. 
,  Mis.  Trenor  sharply  corrected  the  tense.  "There  tccre 
J  ways — plenty  of  them!  I  didn't  suppose  you  needed  to 
I    have  them  pointed  out.  But  don't  deceive  yourself — 

(he's  thoroughly  frightened.  He  has  run  straight  home 
to  his  mother,  and  shell  protect  himl" 
I        "Oh,  to  the  death,"  Lily  agreed,  dimpling  at  the 
vision. 

"How  you  can  laugh "  her  friend  rebuked  her; 

and  she  dropped  back  to  a  soberer  perception  of  things 
with  the  question;  "What  was  it  Bertha  really  told 
him?" 

"Don't  ask  me — horrors!  She  seemed  to  have  raked 
up  everything.  Oh,  you  know  what  1  mean — of  course 
there  is  n't  anything,  Teallyi  but  I  suppose  she  brought 
in  Prince  Varigliano — and  Lord  Hubert — and  there 
was  some  story  of  your  bailing  borrowed  money  of  old 
.    Ned  Van  Alstyne:  did  you  everP" 
j^v  "He  is  my  father's  cousin,"  Miss  Bart  interposed. 
IjB  "Well,  of  course  she  left  that  out.  It  seems  Ned  told 
;    Carry  Fisher;  and  she  told  Bertha,  naturally.  They're 
all  alike,  you  know:  they  hold  their  tongues  for  yeaR, 
and  you  think  you  're  safe,  but  when  their  opportunity 
'     comes  tbey  remember  everything," 

Ijly  had  grown  pale :  her  voice  had  a  harsh  note  in  it 
(  121   ] 
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"It  was  some  money  I  lost  at  bridge  at  the  Vaa  0» 
burghs'.  I  repaid  it,  of  course." 

"Ah,  well,  they  wouldn't  remember  that;  besides,  it 
was  the  idea  of  the  gambling  debt  that  frightened  Percy, 
Ob,  Bertha  knew  her  man — she  knew  just  what  to  tell 
him!" 

In  this  strain  Mrs.  Trenor  continued  for  nearly  an 
hour  to  admonish  her  friend.  Miss  Bart  listened  with 
admirable  equanimity.  Her  naturally  good  temper  bad 
been  disciplined  by  years  of  enforced  compliance,  since 
she  had  almost  always  had  to  attain  her  ends  by  the  cir- 
cuitous path  of  other  people's^  and,  being  naturally  in- 
clined to  face  unpleasant  facts  as  soon  as  they  presented 
themselves,  she  was  not  sorry  to  hear  an  impartial  state- 
ment of  what  her  folly  was  likely  to  cost,  the  more  so  as 
her  own  thoughts  were  still  insisting  on  the  other  side  of 
the  case.  Presented  in  the  light  of  Mrs,  Trenor's  vigor- 
ous comments,  the  reckoning  was  certainly  a  formidable 
one,  and  Lily,  as  she  listened,  found  herself  gradually  i 
reverting  to  her  friend's  view  of  the  situation.  Mrs.  Tre- 
nor's  words  were  moreover  emphasized  for  her  hearer  by 
anxieties  which  she  herself  could  scarcely  guess.  Afflu- 
ence, unless  stimulated  by  a  keen  imagination,  forms  but 
the  vaguest  notion  of  the  practical  strain  of  poverty. 
Judy  knew  it  must  be  "horrid"  for  poor  Lily  to  have  to 
stop  to  consider  whether  she  could  afford  real  lace  oa- 
her  petticoats,  and  not  to  have  a  motor-car  and  a  steam* 
[  12a  ] 
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it  at  her  orders;  but  the  daily  friction  of  unpaid  bill^ 
daily  nibble  of  small  temptatioiis  to  expenditure, 
ifcre  trials  as  far  out  of  her  experience  as  the  domestic 
Iffoblems  of  the  char-woman.  Mrs.  Trenor's  unconscious- 
QesB  of  the  real  stress  of  the  situation  bad  the  effect  of 
making  it  more  galling  to  Lily.  While  her  friend  re- 
proached her  for  missing  the  opportunity  to  eclipse  her 
rivals,  she  was  once  more  battling  in  imagination  with 
the  iDounting  tide  of  indebtedness  from  which  slie  had 
w  nearly  escaped.  What  wind  of  folly  had  driven  her 
out  again  on  tlione  dark  seas? 

If  anything  was  needed  to  put  the  last  touch  to  her 
telf-abasement  it  was  the  sense  of  the  way  her  old  life 
iras  opening  Us  ruts  again  to  receive  her.  Yesterday 
her  fancy  had  Huttered  free  pinions  above  a  choice  of 
occupations;  now  she  had  to  drop  to  the  level  of  the 
bmiliar  routine,  in  which  moments  of  seeming  brilliancy 
and  freedom  alternated  with  long  hours  of  subjec- 
tioQ. 

She  laid  a  deprecating  hand  on  her  friend's.  "Dear 
Jadyl  I'm  sorry  to  have  been  such  a  bore,  and  you  are 

I  very  good  to  me.  But  you  must  have  some  letters  for  me 
to  answer — let  me  at  least  be  useful." 
She  settled  iierself  at  the  desk,  and  Mrs.  Trenor  ac- 
cepted her  i-e^uinption  of  the  morning's  task  with  a  sigh 
which  implied  that,  after  all,  she  had  proved  herself  un- 
^Bb  for  higher  uses. 

^m  I  i^  1 
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The  luncheon  table  showed  a  depleted  circle.  All  the; 
men  but  Jack  Stepney  and  Dorset  had  returned  to  town 
(it  seemed  to  Lily  a  last  touch  of  irony  that  Selden 
and  Percy  Gryce  should  have  gone  in  the  same  train), 
and  Lady  Cressida  and  the  attendant  Wetheralls  bad 
been  despatched  by  motor  to  lunch  at  a  distant  country- 
house.  At  such  moments  of  diminished  interest  it  was 
usual  for  Mrs,  Dorset  to  keep  her  room  till  the  after- 
noon; but  on  this  occasion  she  drifted  in  when  luncbeon 
was  half  over,  hoUowed-eyed  and  drooping,  but  with  an 
edge  of  malice  under  her  indifference. 

She  raised  her  eyebrows  as  she  looked  about  the  table. 
"How  few  of  us  are  left!  I  do  so  enjoy  the  quiet — don*t 
you,  Lily?  I  wish  the  men  would  always  stop  away— 
really  much  nicer  without  them.  Oh,  you  don't  count, 
George:  one  doesn't  have  to  talk  to  one's  husband.  But 
I  thought  Mr.  Gryce  was  to  stay  for  the  rest  of  thfl 
week?"  she  added  enquiringly.  "Didn't  he  intend  to»- 
Judy,^  He's  such  a  nice  boy — I  wonder  what  drove  binj 
away?  He  is  rather  shy,  and  I'm  afraid  we  may  have 
shocked  him:  he  has  been  brought  up  in  such  an  old- 
fashioned  way.  Do  you  know,  Lily,  he  told  me  he  had 
never  seen  a  girl  play  cards  for  money  till  he  saw  yoU 
doing  it  the  other  night?  And  he  lives  on  the  interest  of 
his  income,  and  always  has  a  lot  left  over  to  invest!" 
Mrs.  Fisher  leaned  forward  eagerly.  "I  do  believe  it 
some  one's  duty  to  educate  that  young  man.  It  ia  shock' 
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[;  that  he  has  never  been  made  to  realize  bis  duties  as  a 
dtizen.  Bvei^  wealthy  man  should  be  compelled  to  study 
the  laws  of  his  country." 

Mrs.  Dorset  glanced  at  her  quietly.  *'I  think  he  has 
studied  the  divorce  laws.  He  told  me  he  had  promised 
the  Bishop  to  sign  some  kind  of  a  petition  against  di- 
vorce." 

Mrs.  Fisher  reddened  under  her  powder,  and  Stepney 
'  said  with  a  laughing  glance  at  Miss  Bart:  "I  suppose  he 
is  thinking  of  marriage,  and  wants  to  tinker  up  the  old 
ship  before  he  goes  aboard." 

His  betrothed  looked  shocked  at  the  metaphor,  and 
George  Dorset  exclaimed  with  a  sardonic  growl:  "Poor 
devil'  It  is  n't  the  ship  that  will  do  for  him,  it's  the  crew." 

"Or  the  stowaways,"  said  Miss  Corby  brightly.  "If  I 

i  contemplated  a  voyage  with  him  I  should  try  to  start 
with  a  friend  in  the  hold." 
Miss  Van  Osburgh's  vague  feeling  of  pique  was  strug- 
gling for  appropriate  expression.  "I'm  sure  I  don't  see 
why  you  laugh  at  him;  I  think  he's  very  nice,"  she  ex- 
.  claimed;  "and,  at  any  rate,  a  girl  who  married  him 
Haould  always  have  enough  to  be  comfortable." 
^B^  She  looked  puzzled  at  the  redoubled  laughter  which 
^bailed  her  words,  but  it  might  have  consoled  her  to  know 
I  how  deeply  they  had  sunk  into  the  breast  of  one  of  her 
i     bearers. 

Comfortable!  At  that  moment  the  word  wa»  more  elo- 
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quent  to  Lily  Bart  than  any  other  in  the  language.  She 
could  not  even  pause  to  smile  over  the  heiress's  view 
a  colossal  fortune  as  a  mere  shelter  against  want:  her 
mind  was  filled  with  the  vision  of  what  that  shelter 
might  have  been  to  her.  Mrs,  Dorset's  pin-pricks  did 
not  smart,  for  her  own  irony  cut  deeper:  no  one  could 
hurt  her  as  much  as  she  was  hurting  herself,  for  no  one 
else — not  even  Judy  Trenor — knew  the  full  magnitude 
of  her  folly. 

She  was  roused  from  these  unprofitable  considerations 
by  a  whispered  request  from  her  hostess,  who  drew  her 
apart  as  they  left  the  luncheon -table. 

*'LiIy,  dear,  if  you  've  nothing  spedal  to  do,  may  I  tell 
Carry  Fisher  that  you  Intend  to  drive  to  the  station  and 
fetch  Gus?  He  will  be  back  at  four,  and  I  know  she  has 
it  in  her  mind  to  meet  him.  Of  course  I  'm  very  glad  to 
have  liim  amused,  but  I  happen  to  know  that  she  bos 
bled  him  rather  severely  since  she  'a  been  here,  and  she  U 
so  keen  about  going  to  fetch  him  that  I  fancy  she  must 
have  got  a  lot  more  bills  this  morning.  It  seems  to  me," 
Mrs.  Trenor  feelingly  concluded,  "that  most  of  her  ali- 
mony is  paid  by  other  women's  husbands!" 

Miss  Bart,  on  her  way  to  the  station,  had  leisure  to 
muse  over  her  friend's  words,  and  their  peculiar  applica- 
tion to  herself.  Why  should  she  have  to  suffer  for  hav- 
ing once,  for  a  few  hours,  borrowed  money  of  an  elderly 
cousin,  when  a  woman  like  Carry  Fisher  could  make  a 
[126] 
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Hving  unrebuked  from  the  good-nature  of  her  men  friendt 
1  the  tolerance  of  their  wivea?  It  all  turned  on  the  tire- 
me  distinction  between  wh&t  a  married  woman  night, 
snd  a  girl  might  not,  do.  Of  course  it  was  shocking  for  a 
married  woman  to  borrow  money — and  Lily  was  expertly 
aware  of  the  implication  involved — but  still,  it  was  the 
mere  malum  prohibitum  which  the  world  decries  but  con- 
dones, and  which,  though  it  may  be  punished  by  private 
vengeance,  does  not  provoke  the  collective  disapproba- 
tion of  society.  To  Miss  Bart,  in  short,  no  such  opportu- 
nities were  possible.  She  could  of  course  borrow  from  her 
women  friends — a  hundred  here  or  there,  ,  the  utmost 
— but  they  were  more  ready  to  give  a  gown  or  a  trinket, 
and  looked  a  little  askance  when  she  hinted  :v;  ■  prefer- 
ence for  a  cheque.  Women  are  not  generous  lenders,  and 
those  among  whom  her  lot  was  cast  were  either  io  the 
same  case  as  herself,  or  else  too  far  removed  from  it  to 
understand  its  necessities.  The  result  of  her  meditations 
was  the  decision  to  join  her  aunt  at  Richfield.  She  could 
not  remain  at  Bellomont  without  playing  bridge,  and 
Dcing  involved  in  other  expenses;  and  to  continue  her 
usual  series  of  autumn  visits  would  merely  prolong  the 
BBine  difficulties.  She  had  reached  a  point  where  abrupt 
retrenchment  was  necessary,  and  the  only  cheap  life 
was  a  dull  life.  She  would  start  the  next  morning  fot 
Richfield. 

Litation  she  thought  Gus  lienor  seemed  but- 


THE  HOUSE  OF  MIRTH 
prised,  and  not  wholly  unrelieved,  to  see  her.  She  yielded  j 
up  the  reins  of  the  light  runabout  in  which  she  hadj 
driven  over,  and  aa  he  climbed  heavily  to  her  side,  crusb-J 
ing  her  into  a  scant  third  of  the  seat,  he  said:  "HaDoan 
It  isn't  often  you  honour  me.  You  must  have  been  u^l 
commonly  hard  up  for  something  to  do."  1 

The  afternoon  was  warm,  and  propinquity  made  ha 
more  than  usually  conscious  that  he  was  red  and  massive^  , 
and  that  beads  of  moisture  had  caused  the  dust  of  the  \ 
train  to  adhere  unpleasantly  to  the  broad  expanse  of  ' 
cheek  and  neck  which  he  turned  to  her;  but  she  was  | 
aware  also,  from  the  look  in  his  small  dull  eyes,  that ' 
the  contact  with  her  freshness  and  slendemess  was  aa 
agreeable  to  him  as  the  sight  of  a  cooling  beverage, 

The  perception  of  this  fact  helped  her  to  answer  gailyj 
"It's  not  often  I  have  the  chance.  There  are  too  mar 
ladies  to  dispute  the  privilege  with  me." 

"The  privilege  of  driving  me  home?  Well,  I'm  gh 
you  won  the  race,  anyhow.  But  I  know  what  really  hsfi 
pened — my  wife  sent  you.  Now  didn't  she?" 

He  had  the  dull  man's  unexpected  flashes  of  astutd 
nesB,  and  Lily  could  not  help  joining  in  the  laugh  witi 
which  he  had  pounced  on  the  truth, 

"You  see,  Judy  thinks  I'm  the  safest  person  for  yi 
to  be  with;  and  she's  quite  right,"  she  rejoined, 

"Oh,iashe,  though?  If  she  is,  it's  because  you  wouldn' 
waste  your  time  on  an  old  hulk  like  me.  We  married" 
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a  have  to  put  up  with  what  we  can  get :  all  the  prizet 
«re  for  the  clever  chaps  who've  kept  a  free  foot.  Let  ax 
light  a  cigar,  will  you?  I've  had  a  beastly  day  of  it." 

I  He  drew  up  in  the  shade  of  the  village  street,  and 
passed  the  reins  to  her  while  he  held  a  match  to  his  cigar. 
The  little  flame  under  his  hand  cast  a  deeper  crimson 
on  his  puffing  face,  and  Lily  averted  her  eyes  with  a  mo- 
mentary feeling  of  repugnance.  And  yet  some  women 
thought  him  handsome! 

As  she  -handed  back  the  reins,  she  said  sympatheti- 
cally: **Did  you  have  such  a  lot  of  tiresome  things  to 
do?" 

'*I  should  say  so — rather!"  Trenor,  who  was  seldom 
listened  to,  either  by  his  wife  or  her  friends,  settled 
down  into  the  rare  enjoyment  of  a  confidential  talk. 
"You  don't  know  how  a  fellow  has  to  hustle  to  keep 
this  kind  of  thing  going."  He  waved  his  whip  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  Bellomont  acres,  which  lay  outspread  be- 
fore thetn  in  opulent  undulations.  "Judy  has  no  idea  of 
what  she  spends — not  that  there  isn't  plenty  to  keep 
the  thing  going,"  he  interrupted  himself,  "but  a  man  has 
got  to  keep  his  eyes  open  and  pick  up  all  the  tips  he  can. 
My  father  and  mother  used  to  live  like  fighting-cocks 
on  their  income,  and  putbyagoodbit  of  it  too — luckily 
for  me — but  at  the  pace  we  go  now,  I  don't  know  where 

^^  should  be  if  it  were  n't  for  taking  a  flyer  now  and  then. 

^■be  women  all  think — I  mean  Judy  thinks — I've  no 
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thing  to  do  but  to  go  down  town  once  a  month  and  cut  I 
oflF  coupons,  but  the  truth  is  it  takes  a  devilish  lot  of  I 
hard  work  to  keep  the  machinery  running.  Not  that  1 1 
ought  to  complain  to-day,  though,"  he  went  on  after  a  ] 
moment,  "for  I  did  a  very  neat  stroke  of  business,  thanks  I 
to  Stepney's  friend  Rosedale:  by  the  way,  Miss  Lily,  I 
wish  you  'd  try  to  persuade  Judy  to  be  decently  civil  to 
that  chap.  He's  going  to  be  rich  enough  to  buy  ub  all 
out  one  of  these  days,  and  if  she  'd  only  ask  him  to  dine 
now  and  then  I  could  get  almost  anything  out  of  him. 
The  man  is  mad  to  know  the  people  who  don't  wajit  tt 
know  him,  and  when  a  fellow's  in  that  state  there  i> 
nothing  he  won't  do  for  the  first  woman  who  takes  him 
up." 

Lily  hesitated  a  moment.  The  first  part  of  her  com- 
panion''s  discourse  had  started  an  interesting  train  of 
thought,  which  was  rudely  interrupted  by  the  mention 
of  Mr.  Rosedale's  name.  She  uttered  a  faint  protest. 

"But  you  know  Jack  did  try  to  take  hira  about,  and 
he  was  impossible," 

"Oh,  hang  it — because  he's  fat  and  shiny,  and  has  a 
shoppy  manner !  Well,  all  I  can  say  is  that  the  people 
who  are  clever  enough  to  be  civil  to  him  now  will  make  i 
a  mighty  good  thing  of  it.  A  few  years  from  now  hell 
be  in  it  whether  we  want  him  or  not,  and  then  he  wod^ 
be  giving  away  a  half-a-million  tip  for  a  dinner." 

lily's  mind  had  reverted  from  the  intrusive  personality 
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■.  Roeedale  to  the  train  of  thought  set  in  motion 
by  Trenor's  first  words.  This  vast  mysterious  Wall  Street 
world  of  "tips"  and  "deals" — might  she  not  find  in  it 
the  means  of  escape  from  her  dreary  predicament?  She 
had  often  heani  of  women  making  money  in  this  way 
through  their  friends :  she  had  no  more  notion  than  most 
of  her  seat  of  the  exact  nature  of  the  transaction,  and  its 
vagueness  seemed  to  diminish  its  indelicacy.  She  could 
not,  indeed,  imagine  herself,  in  any  extremity,  stooping 
to  extract  a  "tip"  from  Mr,  Rosedale;  but  at  her  side 
was  a  man  ii.  possession  of  that  precious  commodity,  and 
who,  as  the  husband  of  her  dearest  friend,  stood  to  her 
in  a  relation  of  almost  fraternal  intimacy. 

In  her  inmost  heart  Lily  knew  it  was  not  by  appeal- 
ing to  the  fraternal  instinct  that  she  was  likely  to  move 
Gus  Trenor;  but  this  way  of  explaining  the  situation 
helped  to  drape  its  crudity,  and  she  was  always  scrupu- 
lous about  keeping  up  appearances  to  herself.  Her  per- 
sonal fastidiousness  had  a  moral  equivalent,  and  when 
she  made  a  tour  of  inspection  in  her  own  mind  there 
were  certain  closed  doors  she  did  not  open. 

As  they  reached  the  gates  of  Bellomont  she  turned  toi 
Trenor  with  a  smile. 

"The  afternoon  is  so  perfect — don't  you  want  to  driver 
me  a  little  farther?  I  Ve  been  rather  out  of  spirits  all' 
day,  and  it 's  so  restful  to  be  away  from  people,  witli 
some  one  who  wont  mind  if  I  *ra  a  little  dull," 
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"I  thought  you  would  understand;  that '8  why  I  wanted 
to  apeak  to  you,"  Mias  Bart  rejoined.  "I  can''t  make  that 
kind  of  marria^;  it's  impossible.  But  neither  can  I  go 
on  living  as  all  the  women  in  my  set  do.  I  am  almost 
entirely  dependent  on  my  aunt,  and  though  she  is  very 
kind  to  me  she  makes  me  no  regular  allowance,  aud  lately 
I  Ve  lost  money  at  cards,  and  I  don't  dare  tell  her  about 
it.  I  have  paid  mj  card  debts,  of  course,  but  there  is 
hardly  anything  left  for  my  other  expenses,  and  if  I  go 
on  with  my  present  life  I  shall  be  in  horrible  difficulties. 
I  have  a  tiny  income  of  my  own,  but  I'm  afraid  it's 
badly  invested,  for  it  seems  to  bring  in  less  every  year, 
and  I  am  so  ignorant  of  money  matters  that  I  don't  know 
if  my  aunt's  agent,  who  looks  after  it,  is  a  good  adviser." 
She  paused  a  moment,  and  added  in  a  lighter  tone:  "I 
did  n't  mean  to  bore  you  with  all  this,  but  I  want  your 
help  in  making  Judy  understand  that  I  can't,  at  present, 
go  on  living  as  one  must  live  among  you  all.  I  am  going 
away  tomorrow  to  join  my  aunt  at  Richfield,  and  I  shall 
stay  there  for  the  rest  of  the  autumn,  aTid  dismiss  my 
maid  and  learn  how  to  mend  my  own  clothes." 

At  this  picture  of  loveliness  in  distress,  the  pathos  of 
which  was  heightened  by  the  light  touch  with  which  it 
was  drawn,  a  murmur  of  indignant  sympathy  broke  from 
Trcnor.  Twenty-four  hours  earlier,  if  hia  wife  had  con- 
lulted  him  on  the  subject  of  Miss  Bart's  future,  he  would 
have  said  that  a  girl  with  extravagant  tastes  and  na 
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money  had  bettermarry  the  first  rich  man  she  could  gel; 
but  with  the  eubject  of  discussion  at  his  aide,  turning  to 
him  for  sympathy,  making  him  feel  that  he  understood 
her  better  than  her  dearest  friends,  and  confirming  the 
assurance  by  the  appeal  of  her  exquisite  nearness,  he  was 
ready  to  swear  that  such  a  marriage  was  a  desecration, 
and  that,  as  a  man  of  honour,  he  was  bound  to  do  al] 
he  could  to  protect  her  from  the  results  of  her  disin- 
terestedness. This  impulse  was  reinforced  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  if  she  had  married  Gryce  she  would  have  been 
surrounded  by  flattery  and  approval,  whereas,  having 
refused  to  sacrifice  herself  to  expediency,  she  was  left  to 
bear  the  whole  cost  of  her  resistance.  Hang  it,  if  he 
could  find  a  way  out  of  such  difliculties  for  a  professional 
sponge  like  Carry  Fisher,  who  was  simply  a  mental  habit 
corresponding  to  the  physical  titillations  of  the  ciga- 
rette or  the  cock-tail,  he  could  surely  do  as  much  for  a 
girl  who  appealed  to  his  highest  sympathies,  and  who 
brought  her  troubles  to  him  with  the  trustfulness  of  a 
child. 

Trenor  and  Miss  Bart  prolonged  their  drive  till  long 
after  sunset;  and  before  it  was  over  he  had  tried,  with 
some  show  of  success,  to  prove  to  her  that,  if  she  would 
only  trust  him,  he  could  make  a  handsome  sum  of  money 
for  her  without  endangering  the  small  amount  she  pos- 
sessed. She  was  too  genuinely  ignorant  of  the  manipula- 
iDns  of  the  stock-market  to  understand  his  technical 
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explanations,  or  even  perhaps  to  perceive  that  certaia 
points  in  them  were  slurred;  the  haziness  eovetoping  the 
transaction  sened  as  a  veil  for  her  enabarrassment,  and 
'  through  the  general  blur  her  hopes  dilated  like  lamps 
in  a  fog.  She  understood  only  that  her  modest  invest- 
ments were  to  be  mysteriously  multiplied  without  risk 
to  herself;  and  the  assurance  that  this  miracle  would 
take  place  within  a  short  time,  that  there  would  be  no 
tedious  interval  for  suspense  and  reaction,  relieved  her 
of  her  lingering  scruples. 

Again  she  felt  the  lightening  of  her  load,  and  with  it. 
the  release  of  repressed  activities.  Her  immediate  worries 
conjured,  it  was  easy  to  resolve  that  she  would  never 
again  find  herself  in  such  straits,  and  as  the  need  of 
economy  and  self-denial  receded  from  her  foreground  she 
felt  herself  ready  to  meet  any  other  demand  which  life 
might  make.  Even  the  immediate  one  of  letting  Trenor," 
as  they  drove  homeward,  lean  a  little  nearer  and  rest  hit 
hand  reassuringly  on  hers,  cost  her  only  a  momentaiy 
shiver  of  reluctance.  It  was  part  of  the  game  to  make- 
hini  feel  that  her  appeal  had  been  an  uncalculated  im-_ 
pulse,  provoked  by  the  liking  he  inspired;  and  the  re- 
newed sense  of  power  in  handUng  men,  while  it  consoled 
her  wounded  vanity,  helped  also  to  obscure  the  thought: 
of  the  claim  at  which  his  manner  hinted.  He  was  a  coarsa 
dull  man  who,  under  all  his  show  of  authority,  was  s 
mere  supernumerary  in  the  costly  show  far  which  hit 
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imoney  paid :  surely,  to  a  clever  girl,  it  would  be  easy  to  hold 
a  by  his  vanity,  and  so  keep  the  obligation  on  his  side. 


Via 

■^HE  first  thousand  dollar  cheque  which  Lily  re. 

ceived  with  a  blotted  scrawl  from  Gus  Trenor 

sngthened  her  self-confidence  in  the  exact  degree  to 

1  it  effaced  her  debts. 
The  transaction  had  justified  itself  by  its  results:  she 
nw  now  how  absurd  it  would  have  been  to  let  any  primi- 
tive  scruple  deprive  her  of  this  easy  means  of  appeasing 
her  creditors.  Lily  felt  really  virtuous  as  she  dispensed 
the  sum  in  sops  to  her  tradesmen,  and  the  fact  that  a 
fresh  order  accompanied  each  payment  did  not  lessen  her 
sense  of  disinterestedness.  How  many  women,  in  her  place, 
uould  have  given  the  orders  without  making  the  payment! 
She  had  found  it  reassuringly  easy  to  keep  Trenor  in 
a  good  humour.  To  listen  to  his  stories,  to  receive  his 
confidences  and  laugh  at  his  jokes,  seemed  for  the  mo- 
ment all  that  was  required  of  her,  and  the  complacency 
with  which  her  hostess  regarded  these  attentions  freed 
Qieni  of  the  least  hint  of  ambiguity.  Mrs.  Trenor  evi- 
dently assumed  that  Lily^s  growing  intimacy  with  her 
husband  was  simply  an  indirect  way  of  returning  her 
mm  kindness. 
**I'm  so  glad  you  and  Gus  have  become  such  good 
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jiends,"  she  said  approvingly.  "It's  too  delightfiil  rf 
you  to  be  BO  nice  to  him,  and  put  up  with  all  his  tine- 
some  BJcries.  I  know  what  they  are,  because  I  had  to 
listen  to  them  when  we  were  e../^-aged — -1  "in  -sure  he  is 
telling  the  same  ones  still.  And  now  I  shan't  alwayi 
have  to  be  asking  Cany  Fisher  here  to  keep  li 
good-humour.  She's  a  perfect  vulture,  you  know;  and 
ihe  hasn't  the  least  moral  sense.  She  is  a]iv;n-  ;;ftting, 
Gus  to  speculate  for  her,  and  I'm  sure  she  nei  i'  pays 
when  she  loses." 

Miss  Bart  could  shudder  at  this  state  of  tliiiitfs  with- 
out the  embarrassment  of  a  personal  applicatinn.  _Her' 
Dwn  position  was  surely  quite  different,  Tlivr. 
no  question  of  her  nob  paying  when  she  losi, 
nor  had  assured  her  that  she  was  certain  not 
sending  her  the  cheque  he  had  explaiiii'il 
made  five  thousand  for  her  out  of  Hosedaii.-' 
bad  put  four  thousand  back  in  the  saiiK-  ' 
theKwas  the  promise  of  another  "big  rise";  ^h--  under*; 
stood  therefore  that  be  was  now  speculating  with  heri 
own  money,  and  that  she  consequently  owed  him  no- 
more  than  the  gratitude  which  such  a  trifling  service- 
demanded.  She  vaguely  supposed  that,  to  raise  tlie  first' 
•um,  he  had  borrowed  on  her  securities;  but  this  was 
point  over  which  her  curiosity  did  not  linger.  It  waS' 
concentrated,  for  the  moment,  on  the  probable  dat::  of 
the  next  "  big  rise," 
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The  news  of  this  event  was  received  by  her  some 
weeks  later,  on  the  occasion  of  Jack  Stepney's  icama^ 
to  Miss  Van  Osburgh.  As  a  cousin  of  the  bridegroom, 
Miss  Bart  had  been  asked  to  act  as  bridesmaid  i  but  she 
had  declined  on  the  plea  that,  since  she  was  ranch  taller 
than  the  other  attendant  virgins,  her  presence  might 
mar  the  symmetry  of  the  group.  The  truth  was,  she  had 
attended  too  many  brides  to  the  altar:  when  next  seen 
there  she  meant  to  be  the  chief  figure  in  the  ceremony. 
She  knew  the  pleasantries  made  at  the  expense  of  young 
girls  who  have  been  too  long  before  the  public,  and  she 
was  resolved  to  avoid  such  assumptions  of  youthfulneas 
as  might  lead  people  to  think  her  older  than  she  rceJly 
was. 

The  Van  Osburgh  marriage  was  celebrated  in  the 
village  church  near  the  paternal  estate  on  the  Hudson. 
It  was  the  "simple  country  wedding"  to  which  guests 
are  convoyed  in  special  trains,  and  from  which  the 
hordes  of  the  uninvited  have  to  be  fended  off  by  the 
intervention  of  the  police.  While  these  sylvan  rites  were 
taking  place,  in  a  church  packed  with  fiishion  and  fes- 
tooned with  orchids,  the  lepresentatives  of  the  press 
were  threading  their  way,  note-book  in  hand,  through 
the  labyrinth  of  wedding  presents,  and  the  agent  of  a 
cinematograph  syndicate  was  setting  up  his  apparatus 
at  the  church  door.  It  was  the  kind  of  scene  in  which 
ily  had  often  pictured  hei-self  as  taking  the  principal 
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port,  and  on  this  occasion  the  fact  that  she  was  onoB 
more  merely  a  casual  spectator,  instead  of  the  mystically 
feiled  figure  occupying  the  centre  of  attention,  strength- 
ened her  resolve  to  assume  the  latter  part  before  the 
year  was  over.  The  fact  that  her  immediate  anxieties 
were  relieved  did  not  blind  her  to  a  possibility  of  their 
recurrence;  it  merely  gave  her  enough  buoyancy  to  rise 
once  more  above  her  doubts  and  feel  a  renewed  faith  in 
her  beauty,  her  power,  and  her  general  fitness  to  attract 
a  brilliant  destiny.  It  could  not  be  that  one  conscioua 
of  such  aptitudes  for  mastery  and  enjoyment  was  doomed 
to  a  perpetuity  of  failure ;  and  her  mistakes  looked  easily 
reparable  in  the  light  of  her  restored  self-confidence. 

A  special  appositeness  was  given  to  these  reflection! 
by  the  discovery,  in  a  neighbouring  pew,  of  the  serioui 
profile  and  neatly-trimmed  beai^d  of  Mr.  Percy  Gryce. 
There  was  something  almost  bridal  in  hb  own  aspect: 
his  large  white  gardenia  had  a  sjTnbolic  air  that  stnick 
Lily  as  a  good  omen.  After  all,  seen  in  an  assemblage 
of  his  kind  he  was  not  ridiculous-looking:  a  friendly 
critic  might  have  called  his  heaviness  weighty,  and  he 
was  at  his  best  in  the  attitude  of  vacant  passivity  which 
brings  out  the  oddities  of  the  restless.  She  fancied  he 
was  the  kind  of  man  whose  sentimental  associations 
would  be  stirred  by  the  conventional  imagery  of  a  wed- 
ding, and  she  pictured  herself,  in  the  seclusion  of  the 
Van  Osburgh  conservatories,  playing  skilfully  upon  aei>> 
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ribilities  thus  prepared  for  her  touch.  In  fact,  when  she 
looked  at  the  other  women  about  her,  and  recalled  the 
image  she  had  brought  away  from  her  own  glass,  it  did 
not  seem  as  though  any  special  skill  would  be  needed 
to  repair  her  blunder  and  bring  him  once  more  to  her 
feet. 

The  sight  of  Selden's  dark  head,  in  a  pew  almost  fa- 
cing her,  disturbed  for  a  moment  the  balance  of  her  com- 
placency. The  rise  of  her  blood  as  their  eyes  met  was 
succeeded  by  a  contrary  motion,  a  wave  of  resistance  and 
withdrawal.  She  did  not  wish  to  see  him  again,  not  be- 
cause she  feai'ed  his  influence,  but  because  his  presence 
always  had  the  effect  of  cheapening  her  aspirations,  of 
throwing  her  whole  world  out  of  focus.  Besides,  he  was 
a  living  reminder  of  the  worst  mistake  in  her  career,  and 
the  fact  that  he  had  been  its  cause  did  not  soften  her 
feelings  toward  him.  She  could  still  imagine  an  ideal 
state  of  existence  in  which,  all  else  being  superadded, 
intercourse  with  Selden  might  be  the  last  touch  of  lux- 
ury; but  in  the  world  as  it  was,  such  a  privilege  was 
^likely  to  cost  more  than  it  vas  worth. 
^^B**Lily,  dear,  I  never  saw  you  look  so  lovely!  You 
^Hbok  as  if  something  delightful  had  just  happened  to 
fou!" 

The  young  lady  who  thus  formulated  her  admiration 
of  her  brilliant  friend  did  not,  in  her  own  person,  sog- 

tsuch  happy  possibilities.  Miss  Gertrude  Farish,  in 
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fact,  typified  tbe  mediocre  and  the  ineffectual.  If  tbere 
were  compensating  qualities  in  her  wide  frank  glance 
and  the  freshness  of  her  smile,  these  were  qualities  which 
only  the  sympathetic  observer  would  perceive  before 
noticing  that  her  eyes  were  of  a  workaday  grey  and  her 
lips  witliout  haunting  curves.  Lily's  own  view  of  her 
wavered  between  pity  for  her  limitations  and  impatience 
at  her  cheerful  acceptance  of  them.  To  Miss  Bart,  as  to 
her  mother,  acquiescence  in  dinginess  was  evidence  of 
stupidity;  and  there  were  moments  when,  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  her  own  power  to  look  and  to  be  so  exactly 
what  the  occasion  required,  she  almost  felt  that  other 
girls  were  plain  and  inferior  from  choice.  Certainly  no 
one  need  have  confessed  such  acquiescence  in  her  lot  aa 
was  revealed  in  tlie  "useful"  colour  of  Gerty  Fansh'a 
gown  and  the  subdued  lines  of  her  hat:  it  is  almost  aa 
stupid  to  let  your  clothes  betray  that  you  know  you  are 
ugly  as  to  have  them  proclaim  that  you  think  you  are 
beautiful. 

Of  course,  being  fatally  poor  and  dingy,  it  was  wise 
of  Gerty  to  have  taken  up  philanthropy  and  symphony 
concerts;  but  there  was  something  irritating  in  her  a&- 
sumption  that  existence  yielded  no  higher  pleasures,  and 
that  one  might  get  as  much  interest  and  excitement 
out  of  life  in  a  cramped  flat  as  in  the  splendoui's  of  the 
Van  Osburgh  establishment.  Today,  however,  her  chirp- 
ing enthusiasms  did  not  irritate  Lily.  They  seemed  onl^ 
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to  throw  her  own  except! onalness  into  becomiDg  relief, 
and  give  a  soaring  vastness  to  her  scheme  of  life. 
"Do  let  us  go  and  take  a  peep  at  the  presents  before 
]      every  one  else  leaves  the  diniDg-room!"  suggested  Mias 
'      Parish,  linking  her  arm  in  her  friend's.  It  was  character- 
istic of  her  to  take  a  sentimental  and  unenvious  interest 
in  all  the  details  of  a  wedding:  she  was  the  kind  of  per 
son  who  always  kept  her  handkerchief  out  during  tht 
service,  and  departed  clutching  a  box  of  wedding-cake, 

"Isn't  everything  beautifully  done?"  she  pursued,  as 
they  entered  the  distant  drawing-room  assigned  to  the 
display  of  Miss  Van  Osburgh's  bridal  spoils.  "I  always 
say  no  one  does  thiugs  better  than  cousin  Grace!  Did 
you  ever  taste  anything  more  delicious  than  that  m/mstt 
of  lobster  with  champagne  sauce?  I  made  up  my  mind 
weeks  ago  that  I  wouldn't  miss  this  wedding,  and  just 
&ncy  how  delightfully  it  all  came  about.  When  Lawrence 
Selden  beard  I  was  coming,  he  insisted  on  fetching  me 
himself  and  driving  me  to  the  station,  and  when  we  go 
back  this  evening  I  am  to  dine  with  him  at  Sherry's.  I 
^really  feel  as  excited  as  if  I  were  getting  married  my- 

■  Lii: 


'  Lily  smiled:  she  knew  that  Selden  had  always  been 

ind  to  his  dull  cousin,  and  she  had  sometimes  wondered 

why  he  wasted  so  much  time  in  such  an  unremunerative 

manner ;  but  now  the  thought  gave  her  a  vague  pl< 

n  often?"  she  asked. 
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••Yes;  he  is  very  good  about  dropping  in  on  Sundays 
And  now  and  then  we  do  a  play  togethdr;  but  lately  ] 
have  n't  seen  much  of  him.  He  does  n't  look  well,  and  he 
seems  nervous  and  unsettled.  The  dear  fellow!  I  do  wish 
he  would  marry  some  nice  girL  I  told  him  so  today,  but 
he  said  he  didn't  care  for  the  really  nice  ones,  and  the 
other  kind  didn't  care  for  him — but  that  was  just  his 
joke,  of  course.  He  could  never  many  a  girl  who  waa  n1 
nice.  Oh,  my  dear,  did  you  ever  see  such  pearbP" 

They  bad  paused  before  the  table  on  which  the  bride's 
jewels  were  displayed,  and  Lily's  heart  gave  an  envious 
throb  as  she  caught  the  refraction  of  light  from  their 
surfaces — the  milky  gleam  of  perfectly  matched  pearly 
the  flash  of  rubies  relieved  against  contrasting  velvet, 
the  intense  blue  rays  of  sapphires  kindled  into  light  by 
surrounding  diamonds:  all  these  precious  tints  enhanced 
and  deepened  by  the  varied  art  of  their  setting.  The 
glow  of  the  stones  warmed  Lily's  veins  like  wine.  Morg 
completely  than  any  other  expression  of  wealth  they  sym- 
bolized the  life  she  longed  to  lead,  the  life  of  fastidious 
aloofness  and  refinement  in  which  every  detail  should 
have  the  finish  of  a  jewel,  and  the  whole  formaharmor 
nious  setting  to  her  own  jewel-like  rareness. 

"Oh,  Lily,  do  look  at  this  diamond  pendant — it's  a* 

big  as  a  dinner-plate!  Who  can  have  given  it?"  Miss 

Parish  bent  short-sightedly  over  the  accompanying  caadm 

'*Mt.  Simon  Rosedale.  What,  that  horrid  man?  Oh,  yeg 
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—I  remember  he's  a  friend  of  Jack's,  and  I  suppose 
cousin  Grace  had  to  ask  him  here  today;  but  she  must 
rather  hate  having  to  let  Gwcn  accept  such  a  present 
from  him." 

LQy  smiled.  She  doubted  Mrs.  Van  Osburgh's  reluc- 
tance, but  wafi  aware  of  Miss  Parish's  habit  of  aacribinff 
her  own  delicacies  of  feeling  to  the  persons  least  likely 
to  be  encumbered  by  them, 

"Well,  if  Gwen  does  n't  caie  to  be  seen  wearing  it  she 
can  always  exchange  it  for  something  else,"  she  remarked. 
"Ah,  here  is  something  so  much  prettier,"  Misa  Pa- 
rish contirued.  "Do  look  at  this  exquisite  white  sapphire. 
I  'm  sure  the  person  who  chose  it  must  have  taken  par- 
ticular pains.  What  is  the  name?  Percy  Gryce.-*  Ah,  then 
I'm  not  surprised !"  She  smiled  significantly  as  she  re- 
placed the  card.  "Of  course  you've  heard  that  he's  per- 
fectly devoted  to  Evie  Van  Osburgh?  Cousin  Grace  is  so 
pleased  about  it — it's  quite  a  romance!  He  met  her  first 
at  the  George  Dorsets',  only  about  six  weeks  ago,  and 
it's  just  the  nicest  possible  marriage  for  dear  Evie.  Oh, 
I  don't  mean  the  money — -of  course  she  has  plenty  of  her 
own — but  she's  such  a  quiet  stay-at-home  kind  of  girl, 
and  it  seems  he  has  just  the  same  tastes;  so  they  are  ex- 
actly suited  to  each  other." 

Lily  stood  staring  vacantly  at  the  white  sapphire  on 
^_its  velvet  bed.  Evie  Van  Oitburgh  and  Percy  Gryce?  The 
^H|unes  rang  derisively  through  her  brain.  Ev'i£  Van  Os- 
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burgh?  The  youngest,  dumpiest,  dullest  of  the  four  duB 
and  dumpy  daughters  whom  Mrs,  Van  Osburgh,  with 
unsurpassed  astuteness,  had  "placed"  one  by  one  in  en- 
viable niches  of  existence!  Ah,  lucky  girls  who  grow  up 
in  the  sheltei"  of  a  mothers  love — a  motiier  who  knowi 
how  to  contrive  opportunities  without  conceding  favours, 
how  to  take  advantage  of  propinquity  without  allowing 
appetite  to  be  dulled  by  habit!  The  cleverest  girl  may 
miscalculate  where  her  own  interests  are  concerned,  may 
yield  too  much  at  one  moment  and  withdraw  too  far  at 
the  next:  it  takes  a  mother's  unerring  vigilance  and  fore- 
sight  to  land  her  daughters  safely  in  the  arms  of  wealth 
and  suitability, 

Lily's  passing  light-heartedness  sank  beneath  a.  re* 
newed  sense  of  failure.  Life  was  too  stupid,  too  blunder- 
ing! Why  should  Percy  Gryce's  millions  be  joined  to  an* 
other  great  fortune,  why  should  this  clumsy  girl  be  put 
in  possession  of  powers  she  would  never  know  how  to  use? 

She  was  roused  from  these  speculations  by  a  familiar 
touch  on  her  arm,  and  turning  saw  Gus  Treiior  beside 
her.  She  felt  a  thrill  of  vexation :  what  right  had  he  tn 
touch  her?  Luckily  Gerty  Parish  had  wandered  off  to  the 
next  tabl^  and  they  were  alone. 

Trenor,  looking  stouter  than  ever  in  his  tight  frock- 
coat,  and  unbecomingly  flushed  by  the  bridal  libation^ 
gazed  at  her  with  undisguised  approval. 

"By  Jove,  Lily,  you  do  look  a  stunner!"  He  had 
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slipped  insensibly  intx)  the  use  of  her  Chi-isiinn  natne, 
and  she  had  never  found  the  right  moment  to  corrwt 
him.  Besides,  in  her  set  all  the  men  and  women  called 

I  each  other  by  their  Christian  names;  it  was  only  on  Tre- 
iior*s  lips  that  Uie  familiar  address  had  an  unpleasant 
significance. 

"Well,"  he  continued,  still  jovially  impervious  to  her 

annoyance,  "have  you  madeupyourmind  which  of  these 

Little  trinkets  you  mean  to  duplicate  at  Tiffany's  tomor- 

KtowP  I  Ve  got  a  cheque  for  you  in  my  pocket  that  will  go 

a  long  way  in  that  line!" 

Lily  gave  him  a  startled  look:  his  voice  was  louder 
than  usual,  and  the  room  was  beginning  to  fill  with  peo- 
ple. But  as  her  glance  assured  her  tliat  they  were  still  be- 
yond ear-shot  a  sense  of  pleasure  replaced  her  appre- 
hension. 

"Another  dividend?"  she  asked,  smiling  and  drawing 
near  him  in  the  desire  not  to  be  overheard, 

"Well,  not  exactly:  I  sold  out  on  the  rise  and  I've 
pulled  off  four  thou'  for  you.  Not  so  bad  for  a  beginner, 
ehP  I  suppose  you'll  begin  to  think  you're  a  pretty 
knowing  speculator.  And  perhaps  you  won't  think  poor 
old  Gus  such  an  awful  ass  as  some  people  do." 

"I  think  you  the  kindest  of  friends;  but  I  can't  thank 
you  properly  now." 
^^  She  let  her  eyes  shine  into  bis  with  a  look  that  made 
^Hb  for  the  hand-clasp  he  would  have  claimed  if  they  had 
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been  alone — and  how  glad  die  was  that  they  were  notl 
The  news  &Iled  her  with  the  glow  produced  by  a  sudden 
cessation  of  physical  pain.  The  world  was  not  so  stupid 
and  blundering  after  all:  now  and  then  a  stroke  of  luck 
came  to  the  unluckiest.  At  the  thought  her  spirits  b^an 
,  to  rise:  it  was  characteristic  of  her  that  one  trifling  piece 
of  good  fortune  should  give  wings  to  all  her  hopes.  In- 
stantly came  the  reflection  that  Percy  Gryce  was  not  ir- 
retrievably lost;  and  she  smiled  to  think  of  the  excitement 
of  recapturing  him  from  Evie  Van  Osburgh.  What  chance 
could  such  a  simpleton  have  against  her  if  she  chose  to 
exert  herself?  She  glanced  about,  hoping  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  Gryce;  but  her  eyes  lit  instead  on  the  glossy 
countenance  of  Mr.  Rosedale,  who  was  slipping  through 
the  crowd  with  an  air  half  obsequious,  half  obtrusive,  as 
though,  the  moment  his  presence  was  recognized,  it  would 
swell  to  the  dimensions  of  the  room. 

Not  wishing  to  be  the  means  of  effecting  this  enlai^e- 
ment,  Lily  quickly  transferred  her  glance  to  Trenor,  to 
whom  the  expression  of  her  gratitude  seemed  not  to  have 
brought  the  complete  gratification  she  had  meant  it  to 
give. 

"Hang  thanking  me — I  don't  want  to  be  thanked, 
but  I  should  like  the  chaace  to  say  two  words  to  you  now 
and  then,"  be  grumbled.  "I  thought  you  were  going  to 
spend  the  whole  autumn  with  us,  and  I've  hardly  laid 
egres  on  you  for  the  last  month.  Why  cant  you  come 
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back  to  Belloroont  this  evening?  WeVe  all  alone,  and 
Judy  is  as  cross  as  two  sticks.  Do  come  and  cheer  a  fel- 
low up.  If  you  say  yes  I  '11  run  you  over  in  the  motor, 
and  you  can  telephone  your  maid  to  bring  your  traps 
from  town  by  the  next  train." 

Lily  shook  her  head  with  a  charming  semblance  of  re- 
gret. "I  wish  I  could — but  it's  quite  impossible.  My 
aunt  has  come  back  to  town,  and  I  must  be  with  her  for 
the  next  few  days." 

"Well,  I've  seen  a  good  deal  less  of  you  since  we've 
got  to  be  such  pals  than  I  used  to  when  you  were  Judy's 
id,"  he  continued  with  unconscious  penetration. 
When  I  was  Judy's  friend?  Am  I  not  her  friend  still? 
Really,  you  say  the  most  absurd  things!  If  I  were  always 
at  Bellomont  you  would  tire  of  me  much  sooner  thaa 
Judy — but  come  and  see  me  at  my  aunt's  the  next  after- 
noon you  are  in  town;  then  we  can  have  a  nice  quiet 
talk,  and  you  can  tell  me  how  I  had  better  invest  my 
fortune." 

It  was  true  that,  during  the  last  three  or  four  weeks, 
she  had  absented  herself  from  Bellomont  on  the  pre- 
text of  having  other  visits  to  pay;  but  she  now  began 
to  feel  that  the  reckoning  she  had  thus  contrived  tc 
evade  had  rolled  up  interest  in  the  interval. 

The  prospect  of  the  nice  quiet  talk  did  not  appear  as 
luflicing  to  Trenor  as  she  had  hoped,  and  his  brows 
itinued  to  lower  as  he  said:  "Oh,  I  don't  know  that  i 
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can  promise  you  a  fresh  tip  every  day.  But  there's  one 
thing  you  might  do  for  me;  and  that  is,  just  to  be  a 
little  civil  to  Rosedale.  Judy  has  promised  to  ask  him 
to  dine  vhen  we  get  to  town,  but  I  can't  induce  her  to 
have  him  at  Bellomont,  and  if  you  would  let  me  bring 
him  up  now  it  would  make  a  lot  of  difference.  I  don't 
believe  two  women  have  spoken  to  him  this  afternoon, 
and  I  can  tell  you  he's  a  chap  it  pays  to  be  decent  to." 

Miss  Bart  made  an  impatient  movement,  but  sup- 
pressed the  words  which  seemed  about  to  accompany  it. 
After  all,  this  was  an  unexpectedly  easy  way  of  accjuit- 
ting  her  debt ;  and  had  she  not  reasons  of  her  own  for 
wishing  to  be  civil  to  Mr.  Rosedale.'* 

"Oh,  bring  him  by  all  means,"  she  said  smiling;  "per- 
haps 1  can  get  a  tip  out  of  him  on  my  own  account." 

Trenor  paused  abruptly,  and  his  eyes  fixed  them- 
selves  on  hers  with  a  look  which  made  her  change  colour. 

"I  say,  you  know — you'll  please  remember  he's  a 
blooming  bounder,"  he  said;  and  with  a  slight  laugh  she 
turned  toward  the  open  window  near  which  they  had 
been  standing. 

The  throng  in  the  room  had  increased,  and  she  felt  a 
desire  for  space  and  fresh  air.  Both  of  these  she  found  on 
the  terrace,  where  only  a  few  men  were  lingering  over 
cigarettes  and  liqueur,  while  scattered  couples  strolled 
across  the  lawn  to  the  autumn-tinted  borders  of  the 
flower-garden. 
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'■<  As  she  emerg'.'d,  a  inan  moved  toward  her  from  the 
knot  of  smokeit,  and  she  found  herself  face  to  face  with 
Selden.  The  stir  of  the  pidaes  which  his  nearness  always 

I    caused  was  increased  by  a  slight  sense  of  constraint. 

I   They  had  not  met  since  their  Sunday  aflernoon  wtilk  at 

'  Bellomont,  and  that  episode  was  still  so  vivid  to  her 
tiiat  she  could  hardly  believe  him  to  be  less  conscious 
of  it.  But  his  greeting  expressed  no  more  than  the  satis- 
faction which  every  pretty  woman  expects  to  see  re- 
fleeted  in  masculine  eyes;  and  the  discovery,  if  distaste- 
ful to  her  vanity,  was  reassuring  to  her  nerves.  Between 
the  relief  of  her  escape  from  Trenor,  and  the  vague  ap- 
prehension of  her  meeting  with  Rosedale,  it  was  plea- 
■ant  to  rest  a  moment  on  the  sense  of  complete  under- 
standing which  Lawrence  Selden's  manner  always  con- 


"This  is  luck,"  he  said  smiling.  "I  was  wondering  if 
I  should  be  able  to  have  a  word  with  you  before  the 
special  snatches  us  away.  I  came  with  Gerty  Parish,  and 
promised  not  to  let  her  miss  the  train,  but  I  am  sure 
she  is  still  extracting  sentimental  solace  from  the  wed- 
ding presents.  She  appears  to  regard  their  number  and 
value  as  evidence  of  the  disinterested  affection  of  the 
contracting  parties." 

There  was  not  the  least  trace  of  embarrassment  in 

i  voice,  and  as  he  spoke,  leaning  slightly  against  the 

nb  of  the  window,  and  letting  his  eyes  rest  on  her  in 
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the  fauik  enjoyment  of  her  grace,  she  felt  with  a  &i&t 
chill  of  regret  that  he  had  gone  back  without  an  efibrt 
to  the  footing  on  which  they  had  stood  before  theif 
last  talk  together.  Her  vanity  was  stung  by  the  si^t 
of  his  unscathed  smile.  She  longed  to  be  to  him  some- 
tiiing  more  than  a  piece  of  sentient  prettiness,  a  pass- 
ing diversion  to  his  eye  and  brain;  and  the  longing  \» 
trayed  itself  in  her  reply. 

"Ah,"  she  said,  "I  envy  Gerty  that  power  she  has  of 
dressing  up  with  romance  all  our  ugly  and  prosaic 
rajigements!  I  have  never  recovered  my  self-respect  sine* 
you  showed  me  how  poor  and  unimportant  mj  ambi- 
tions were." 

The  words  were  hardly  spoken  when  she 
infelicity.  It  seemed  to  be  her  fate  to  aj 
worst  to  Selden. 

"I  thought,  on  the  contrary,"  he  return* 
"that  I  had  been  the  means  of  proving  they 
important  to  you  than  anything  else." 

It  was  as  if  the  eager  current  of  her  being  had  be*j 
checked  by  a  sudden  obstacle  which  drove  it  back  upot] 
itself.  She  looked  at  him  helplessly,  like  a  hurt 
ened  child:  this  real  self  of  hers,  which  he  had  the  f»\ 
ulty  of  drawing  out  of  the  depths,  was  so  iii 
tamed  to  go  alone! 

The  appeal  of  her  helplessness  touched  in 
always  did,  a  latent  chord  of  inclination.  It 
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meant  nothing  to  him  to  discover  that  his  Dcamess  nude 
her  more  brilliant,  but  this  glimpse  of  a  twilight  mood 
to  which  he  alone  had  the  clue  si^emed  once  more  to  set 
Ilim  ia  a  world  apart  with  her. 

"At  least  you  can't  think  worse  things  of  me  than  yon 
say!"  she  exclaimed  with  a  trembling  laugh;  but  before 
he  could  answer,  the  flow  of  comprehension  between 
them  was  abruptly  stayed  by  the  reappearance  of  Gus 
Trenor,  who  advanced  with  Mr,  Rosedale  in  his  wake, 

"Hang  it,  Lily,  I  thought  you'd  g^ven  me  the  slip: 
Bosedale  and  I  have  been  hunting  all  over  for  you!" 

His  voice  had  a  note  of  conjugal  familiarity:  Miss 
Bart  fancied  she  detected  in  Rosedale's  eye  a  twinkling 
perception  of  the  fact,  and  the  idea  turned  her  dislike 
of  him  to  repugnance. 

She  returned  his  profound  bow  with  a  alight  nod, 
made  more  disdainful  by  the  sense  of  Seidell's  surprise 
that  she  should  number  Rosedale  among  her  acquain- 
tances.  Trenor  had  turned  away,  and  his  companion  con- 
tinued to  stand  before  Miss  Bart,  alert  and  expectant, 
his  lips  parted  in  a  smile  at  whatever  she  might  be 
about  to  say,  and  his  very  back  conscious  of  the  privi- 
lege of  being  seen  with  her. 

It  was  the  moment  for  tact;  for  the  quick  bridging 
over  of  gaps;  but  Selden  still  leaned  against  the  window, 
a  detached  observer  of  the  scene,  and  under  the  spell  of 

Lnn  Lily  felt  herself  powerless  to  exert  her 
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vmxaX  arts.  The  dread  of  Selden'a  suspecting  timt  theiB 
was  any  need  for  her  to  propitiate  such  a  man  as  Rose- 
dale  checked  the  trivial  phrases  of  politeness.  Rosedale 
still  stood  before  her  in  an  expectant  attitud**,  and  she 
continued  to  face  him  in  silence,  her  glance  just  level 
with  his  polished  baldness.  ITie  look  put  the  finishing 
touch  to  what  her  silence  implied. 

He  reddened  slowly,  shifting  from  one  foot  to  the 
other,  fingered  the  plump  black  pearl  in  his  tie,  and 
gave  a  nervous  twist  to  his  moustache;  then,  running  ba 
eye  over  her,  he  drew  back,  and  said,  ivith  a  side-glance 
at  Selden;  "Upon  my  soul,  I  never  saw  a  more  ripping 
get-up.  Is  that  the  last  creation  of  the  dress-maker  yon 
go  to  see  at  the  Benedick?  If  so,  I  wonder  all  the  othoL 
women  don't  go  to  her  too!" 

The  words  were  projected  sharply  against  Lily's  a* 
lence,  and  she  saw  in  a  flash  that  her  own  act  had  gives 
them  their  emphasis.  In  ordinary  talk  they  might  ha.vi^ 
passed  unheeded;  but  following  on  her  prolonged  pauaA 
they  acquired  a  special  meaning.  She  felt,  without  loob 
ing,  that  Selden  had  immediately  seized  it,  and  would 
inevitably  connect  the  allusion  with  her  visit  to  himselH 
The  consciousness  increased  her  irritation  againet  Ros^ 
dale,  but  also  her  feeling  that  now,  if  ever,  was  the 
ment  to  propitiate  him,  hateful  as  it  was  to  do  so  ia 
Selden's  presence, 

'  How  do  you  know  the  other  women  don't  go  to  mj 
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drcas-raaker?"  she  returned.  "You  see  I  *m  not  afraid  to 
give  her  address  to  my  friends!" 

Her  glance  and  accent  so  plainly  included  Rosedale 
in  this  privileged  circle  that  his  small  eyes  puckered 
with  gratification,  and  a  knowing  smile  drew  up  his 
moustache. 

m  "By  Jove,  you  needn't  be!"  he  declared.  "You  could 
Hve  'em  the  whole  outfit  and  win  at  a  canter!" 

"Ah,  that's  nice  of  you;  and  it  would  be  nicer  still 
if  you  would  carry  me  off"  to  a  quiet  comer,  and  get  me 
a  glass  of  lemonade  or  some  innocent  drink  before  we 
all  have  to  rush  for  the  train." 

She  turned  away  as  she  spoke,  letting  him  strut  at  her 
side  through  the  gathering  groups  on  the  terrace,  while 
every  nerve  in  her  throbbed  with  the  consciousness  of 
what  Selden  must  have  thought  of  the  scene. 

But  under  her  angry  sense  of  the  perverseneas  of 
things,  and  the  light  surface  of  her  talk  with  Kosedale, 
a  third  idea  persisted:  she  did  not  mean  to  leave  with- 
out an  attempt  to  discover  the  truth  about  Percy  Gryce. 
Oiance,  or  perhaps  his  own  resolve,  had  kept  them  apart 
his  hasty  withdrawal  from  Bellomont;  but  Miss 
WPS  an  expert  in  making  the  most  of  the  unes- 
pected,  and  the  distasteful  incidents  of  the  last  few  min- 
utes— the  revelation  to  Selden  of  precisely  that  part  of 
her  lif:  which  she  most  wished  him  to  ignore — increased 

I  longing  for  shelter,  for  escape  from  such  humiliating 
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eontingencies.  Any  definite  situation  would  be  more  tci> 

'  erable  than  this  buffeting  of  chances,  which  kept  her  in 

an  attitude  of  uneasy  alertness  toward  every  possibility 

of  life. 

Indoors  there  was  a  general  sense  of  dispersal  in  the 
air,  as  of  an  audience  gathering  itself  up  for  departure 
after  the  principal  actors  had  left  the  stage;  but  amoi 
the  remaining  groups,  Lily  could  discover  neither  Gryce 
nor  the  youngest  Miss  Van  Osburgh.  That  both  should 
be  missing  struck  her  with  foreboding;  and  she  charmed 
Mr.  Rosedale  by  proposing  that  they  should  make  their 
way  to  the  conservatories  at  the  farther  end  of  the  houae. 
rhere  were  just  enough  people  left  in  the  long  suite  of: 
rooms  to  make  their  progress  conspicuous,  and  Lily  vat 
aware  of  being  followed  by  looks  of  amusement  and  in- 
terrogation, which  glanced  off  as  harmlessly  from  her 


indifference  as  from  her  t 
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i  self-satisfactioo; 


She  cared  very  little  at  that  moment  about  being 
with  Rosedale:  all  her  thoughts  were  centred  on  ths 
object  of  her  search.  The  latter,  however,  was  not  di»* 
coverable  in  the  conservatories,  aud  Lily,  oppressed  bjT 
a  sudden  conviction  of  failure,  was  casting  about  for 
way  to  rid  herself  of  her  now  superfluous  companion^ 
when  they  came  upon  Mrs.  Van  Osburgh,  flushed  an^ 
esbausted,  but  beaming  with  the  consciousness  of  dut^ 
performed. 

She  glanced  at  them  a  moment  with  the  benign  bal 
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nc&nt  eye  of  the  tired  hostess,  to  whom  her  guests  have 
become  mere  whirling  spots  in  a  kaleidoscope  of  fatigue; 
then  her  attentioa  became  suddenly  fixed,  and  she  seized 
on  Miss  Bart  with  a  confidential  gesture. 

"My  dear  Lily,  I  have  n't  had  time  for  a  word  with 
you,  and  now  I  suppose  you  are  just  ofF.  Have  you  seen 
Evie?  She  ^  been  looking  eveiywhere  for  you:  she  wanted 
to  tell  you  her  httle  secret;  but  I  daresay  you  have 
guessed  it  already.  The  engagement  is  not  to  be  an- 
Douiu:ed  till  next  week — but  you  are  such  a  friend  of 
Mr.  Gtyce''s  that  they  both  wished  you  to  be  the  first  to 
know  of  their  happiness." 


I\ 


^^m  N  Mrs.  Feniaton's  youth,  fashion  had  returned  to  town 
^^K,  in  October;  thci-cfore  on  the  tenth  day  of  the  month 
^^Be  blinds  of  her  Fifth  Avenue  residence  were  drawn  up, 
and  the  eyes  of  the  Dying  Uladiator  in  bronze  who  oc- 
cupied tiie  drawuig-rootn  window  resumed  their  suivey 
of  that  deserted  thoroughfare. 

tThe  first  two  weeks  after  her  return  represented  to 
rs,  Peniston  the  domestic  equivalent  of  a  religious  re- 
at.  She  "went  through"  the  linen  and  blankets  in  the 
precise  spirit  of  the  penitent  exploring  the  inner  folds  of 
conscience;  she  sought  for  moths  as  the  stricken  soul 
s  for  lurking  infirmities.  The  topmost  shelf  of  every 
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closet  was  made  to  yield  up  its  secret,  cellar  and  coal-bin 
were  probed  to  their  darkest  depths  and,  as  a  tinal  stage 
in  the  iustral  rites,  the  entire  house  was  swathed  in  peni- 
tential white  and  deluged  with  expiatory  soapsuds. 

It  was  on  this-phase  of  the  proceedings  that  Miss  Bart 
entered  on  the  afternoon  of  her  return  from  the  Van  Os- 
burgh  wedding.  The  journey  back  to  town  had  not  been 
calculated  to  soothe  her  nerves.  Though  Evie  Vaji  Ob- 
burgh's  engagement  was  still  oilicially  a  secret,  it  was  one 
of  which  the  innumerable  intimate  friends  of  the  family 
were  already  possessed;  and  the  trainful  of  returning 
guests  buzzed  with  allusions  and  anticipations,  Lily  was 
acutely  aware  of  her  own  part  in  this  drama  of  innuendo:' 
she  knew  the  exact  quality  of  the  amusement  the  situa- 
tion evoked.  The  crude  forms  in  which  her  friends  took 
their  pleasure  included  a  loud  enjoyment  of  such  com-  j 
plications:  the  zest  of  surprising  destiny  in  the  act  of 
playing  a  practical  joke.  Lily  knew  well  enough  how  to 
bear  herself  in  difficult  situations.  She  had,  to  a  shade, 
the  exact  manner  between  victory  and  defeat:  every  in- 
sinuation was  shed  without  an  effort  by  the  bright  in- 
difference of  her  manner.  But  she  was  beginning  to  feel' 
the  strain  of  the  attitude;  the  reaction  was  more  rapid^. 
and  she  lapsed  to  a  deeper  self-disgust. 

As  was  always  the  case  with  her,  this  moral  repulsioni 
found  a  physical  outlet  in  a  quickened  distaste  for  her 
surroundings.  She  revolted  from  the  complacent  uglinesf' 
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of  Mn.  Peniston's  Mack  walnut,  from  the  slippery  gloa 
of  the  vestibule  tiles,  and  the  mingled  odour  of  sapolio 
and  furniture- polish  that  met  her  at  the  door. 

The  stairs  were  still  cajpetless,  and  on  the  way  np  to 
%et  room  she  was  arrested  on  the  landing  by  an  encroach- 
ing tide  of  soapsuds.  Gathering  up  her  skirts,  she  drew 
aside  with  an  impatient  gesture;  and  as  she  did  so  she 
had  the  odd  sensation  of  having  already  found  herself 
in  the  same  situation  but  in  diiferent  surroundings.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  she  was  again  descending  the  stair* 
case  from  Selden's  rooms;  and  looking  down  to  remon* 
atrate  with  the  dispenser  of  the  Boapy  flood,  she  found 
herself  met  by  a  lifted  stare  which  had  once  before  con- 
fronted her  under  similar  circumstances.  It  was  the  char- 
woman of  the  Benedick  who,  resting  on  crimson  elbows, 
examined  her  with  the  same  unflinching  curiosity,  the 
same  apparent  reluctance  to  let  her  pass.  On  this  occa- 
sion, however,  Miss  Bart  was  on  her  own  ground. 

Don't  you  see  that  I  wish  to  go  by?  Please  move 
r  pail,"  she  said  sharply. 

The  woman  at  first  seemed  not  to  hear;  then,  without 
a  word  of  excuse,  she  pushed  back  her  pail  and  dragged 
a  wet  floor-cloth  across  the  landing,  keeping  her  eyes 
fixed  on  Lily  while  the  latter  swept  by.  It  was  insuffer- 
able that  Mrs.  Feniston  should  have  such  creatures  about 
house;  and  Lily  entered  her  room  resolved  that  the 

iman  should  be  dismissed  that  evening, 
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Mrs.  Feniston,  however,  was  at  the  moment  inacces> 
iible  to  remonstrance:  since  early  morning  she  had  been 
shut  up  with  her  maid,  going  over  her  fura,  a  proceM 
which  formed  the  culminating  episode  in  the  drama  of 
household  renovation.  In  the  evening  also  Lily  found 
herself  alone,  for  her  aunt,  who  rarely  dined  out,  had  re- 
sponded to  the  summons  of  a  Van  Alstyne  cousin  who 
was  passing  through  town.  The  house,  in  its  state  of  un- 
natural immaculatenesa  and  order,  was  as  dreary  as  a 
tomb,  and  as  Lily,  tuniiug  froTa  her  brief  repast  between 
shrouded  sideboards,  wandered  into  the  newly -uncovered 
glare  of  the  drawing-room  she  felt  as  though  she  were 
buried  alive  in  the  stifling  limits  of  Mrs.  Peniston's  ex- 
istence. 

She  usually  contrived  to  avoid  being  at  home  duriii|[. 
the  season  of  domestic  renewal.  On  the  present  occasion^ 
however,  a  variety  of  reasons  had  combined  to  bring  her' 
to  town;  and  foremost  among  thera  was  the  fact  that  she 
had  fewer  invitations  than  usual  for  the  autumn.  She  had 
so  long  been  accustomed  to  pass  from  one  tountry-houso. 
to  another,  till  the  close  of  the  holidays  brought  her 
friends  to  town,  that  the  unfilled  gaps  of  time  confront- 
ing her  produced  a  sharp  sense  of  waning  jxipularity.  II 
was  as  she  had  said  to  Selden — people  were  tired  of  hep. 
They  would  welcome  her  in  a  new  character,  but  as  Miw 
Bart  they  knew  her  by  heart.  She  knew  herself  by  heart 
too,  and  was  sick  of  the  old  story.  There  were  moment* 
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when  ahe  longed  blindly  for  anything  difTerent,  anything 
strange,  remote  and  untried;  but  the  utmost  reach  of 
her  imagination  did  not  go  beyond  picturing  her  usual 
life  !□  a  new  setting.  She  could  not  figure  herself  as  any- 
where but  in  a  drawing-room,  diffusing  elegance^aa  a 
flower  sheda  perfume. 

I  Meanwhile,  as  October  advanced  she  had  to  face  the 
bernative  of  returning  to  the  Trenors  or  joining  her 
"aunt  in  town.  Even  the  desolating  dulness  of  New  York 
in  October,  and  the  soapy  discomforts  of  Mrs.  Penislon's 
interior,  seemed  preferable  to  what  might  await  her  at 
Bellomont;  and  with  an  air  of  heroic  devotion  she  an- 
nounced her  intention  of  remaining  with  her  aunt  till 
the  holidays. 

Sacrifices  of  this  nature  are  sometimes  received  with 
feelings  as  mixed  as  those  which  actuate  them ;  and  Mrs. 
Peniston  remarked  to  her  confidential  maid  that,  if  any 
of  the  family  were  to  be  with  her  at  such  a  crisis  {though 
for  forty  yeare  she  bad  been  thought  competent  to  see  to 
the  hanging  of  her  own  curtains),  she  would  certainly 
have  preferred  Miss  Grace  to  Miss  Uly.  Grace  Stepney 
was  an  obscure  co'^'u,  of  adaptable  manners  and  vica- 
rious interests,  who  "ran  in"  to  sit  with  Mrs.  Fenistoo 
when  Lily  dined  out  too  continuously;  who  played  b^- 
zique,  picked  up  dropped  stitches,  read  out  the  deaths 
from  the  Times,  and  sincerely  admired  the  purple  satin 

t  wing-room  curtains,  the  Dying  Gladiator  in  the  win- 
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dow,  and  ths  seven-by-five  painting  of  Niagara  which 
represented  the  one  artistic  excess  of  Mr.  Peniston's  tem- 
perate career. 

Mrs.  Peniston,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  was  as 
much  bored  by  her  excellent  cousin  as  the  recipient  of 
iuch  services  usually  is  by  the  pei-son  who  performs  them. 
She  greatly  preferred  the  brilliant  and  unreliable  Lily, 
who  did  not  know  one  end  of  a  crochet-needle  from  the 
other,  and  had  frequently  wounded  her  susceptibilities 
by  suggesting  that  the  drawing-room  should  be  "done 
over."  But  when  it  came  to  hunting  for  missing  napkina, 
or  helping  to  decide  whether  the  backstairs  needed  re- 
carpeting,  Grace's  judgment  was  certainly  sounder  than 
Lily's:  not  to  mention  the  fact  that  the  latter  resented 
the  smdl  of  beeswax  and  brown  soap,  and  behaved  aa 
though  she  thought  a  house  ought  to  keep  clean  of  it- 
self, without  extraneous  assistance. 

Seated  under  the  cheerless  blaze  of  the  drawing-room 
chandelier — Mrs.  Peniston  never  lit  the  lamps  unlesi 
there  was  "company"- — Lily  seemed  to  watch  her  own 
figure  retreating  down  vistas  of  neutral -tin  ted  dulness  to 
a  middle  age  like  Grace  Stepney's.  When  she  ceaaed  to 
amuse  Judy  Trenor  and  her  friends  she  would  have  to 
fall  back  on  amusing  Mrs.  Peniston ;  whichever  way  she 
looked  she  saw  only  a  future  of  servitude  to  the  whim* 
•j^  of  others,  never  the  possibility  of  asserting  her  own 
individuality. 
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A  ring  at  the  door-bell,  sounding  emphatically'  through 
the  empty  house,  roused  Iier  suddenly  to  the  extent  of 
her  boredom.  It  was  as  though  all  the  weariness  of  the 
past  months  had  culminated  in  the  vacuity  of  that  in* 
terminable  evening.  If  only  the  ring  meant  a  summons 
from  the  outer  world — a  token  that  she  was  still  re- 
tnembered  and  wanted! 
After  some  delay  a  parlour-maid  presented  herself  with 
e  announcement  that  there  was  a  person  outside  who 
s  asking  to  see  Miss  Bart;  and  on  Lily's  pressing  for 
fc  more  specific  dcscHption,  she  added: 
*'It  's  Mrs.  HafTen,  Miss;  she  won't  say  what  she  wanta.* 
Lily,  to  whom  the  name  conveyed  nothing,  opened 
the  door  upon  a  woman  in  a  battered  honnet,  who  stood 
firmly  planted  under  the  hall-light.  The  glare  of  the  un- 
shaded gas  shone  familiarly  on  her  pock-marked  face  and 
the  reddish  baldness  visible  through  thin  strands  of  straw- 
coloured  hair.  Lily  looked  at  the  char-woman  in  surprisei 
"Do  you  wish  to  see  rae?"  she  asked. 
"I  should  like  to  say  a  word  to  you.  Miss."  The  tone 
was  neither  aggressive  nor  conciliatory:  it  revealed  no- 
thing of  the  speaker's  errand.  Nevertheless,  some  pre- 
cautionary instinct  warned  Lily  to  withdraw  beyond  ear- 
shot of  the  hovering  parlour-maid. 

She  signed  to  Mrs.  HalTen  to  follow  her  into  the 
j-room,  and  closed  the  door  wbea  they  had  en- 
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"What  is  it  that  you  wish?"  she  enquired. 

The  char-woman,  after  the  manner  of  her  kind,  stood 
with  her  arms  folded  in  her  shawl.  Unwinding  the  latter, 
she  produced  a  small  parcel  wrapped  in  dirty  newspaper. 

"I  have  something  here  that  you  might  like  to  see, 
Miss  Bart,"  She  spoke  the  name  with  an  unpleasant 
phasis,  as  though  her  knowing  it  made  a  part  of  her 
reason  for  being  there.  To  Lily  the  intonation  sounded 
like  a  threat. 

"You  have  found  something  belonging  to  me?"  she 
asked,  extending  her  hand. 

Mrs,  HafTen  drew  back.  "Well,  if  it  comes  to  that,  1 
guess  it's  mine  as  much  as  anybody's,'"  she  returned. 

Lily  looked  at  her  perplexedly.  She  was  sure,  now, 
that  her  visitor's  manner  conveyed  a  threat;  but,  expert 
as  she  was  in  certain  directions,  there  was  nothing  in  her 
experience  to  prepare  her  for  the  exact  significance  of 
the  present  scene.  She  felt,  however,  that  it  must  b« 
ended  as  promptly  as  possible. 

"I  don't  understand;  if  this  parcel  is  not  mine,  why 
have  you  asked  for  me?" 

The  woman  was  unabashed  by  the  question.  She  wa« 
evidently  prepared  to  answer  it,  but  like  all  her  clas 
she  had  to  go  a  long  way  hack  to  make  a  beginning,  and. 
it  was  only  after  a  pause  that  she  replied:  "My  husband 
was  janitor  to  the  Benedick  till  the  first  of  the  monthj 
(ince  then  he  can't  get  nothing  to  do."  } 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 

Lily  remained  silent  and  she  continued :  "It  was  n't  nO' 

fault  of  our  own,  neither:  the  agent  had  another  man 

he  wanted  the  place  for,  and  we  was  put  out,  bag  and 

baggage,  just  to  suit  his  fancy.  I  lutd  a  long  sickness 

last  winter,  and  an  operation  that  ate  up  all  we'd  put 

by;  and  it 's  hard  for  me  and  the  children,  Hoffen  being 

BO  long  out  of  a  job." 

After  all,  then,  she  had  come  only  to  ask  Miss  Bart 

.  to  find  a  place  for  her  husband;  or,  more  probably,  to 

I  teek  the  young  lady^s  intervention  with  Mrs.  Peniston. 

ilj  had  such  an  air  of  always  getting  what  she  wanted 

lat  she  waa  used  to  being  appealed  to  as  an  intemiedi- 

i,  relieved  of  her  ^ague  apprehension,  she  took 

refoge  in  the  conventional  formula, 

"1  am  sorry  you  have  been  in  trouble,"  she  said. 
"Oh,  that  we  have,  Miss,  and  it's  on'yjust  beginning, 
f  on'y  we'd  'a  got  another  situation — but  the  agent, 
B*B  dead  against  us.  It  ain't  no  fault  of  ours,  neither, 

bat " 

At  tluB  point  lily's  impatience  overcame  her.  "If  you 

have  anything  to  say  to  me "  she  interposed. 

The  woman's  resentment  of  the  rebuff  seemed  to  spur 
her  lagging  ideas. 

"Yes,  Miss;  I  'm  conung  to  that,"  she  said.  She  paused 

agiun,  with  her  eyes  on  Lily,  and  then  continued,  in  a 

toneof  diffuse  naTTative:"^Vhen  we  was  at  the  Benedick 

I  had  diarge  of  some  of  tbe  gent)emen*H  rooms;  least- 
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trays,  I  Bwep'  'em  out  on  Saturdays.  Some  of  the  gentle* 
meo  got  the  greatest  sight  of  letters:  I  never  saw  the 
like  of  it.  Their  waste-paper  baskets  'd  be  fairly  brim- 
ming, and  papers  falling  over  on  the  floor.  Maybe  havii^ 
so  many  is  how  they  get  so  careless.  Some  of  'em  is  worse 
than  others.  Mr.  Selden,  Mr,  Lawrence  Selden,  he  wae 
always  one  of  the  carefuUest:  burnt  his  letters  in  wintray 
and  tore  'em  in  little  bits  in  summer.  But  sometimes 
he'd  have  bo  many  he'd  just  bunch  'em  together,  the 
way  the  others  did,  and  tear  the  lot  through  one 
like  this." 

While  she  spoke  she  had  loosened  the  string  from  the 
parcel  in  her  hand,  and  now  she  drew  forth  a  lettOf 
which  she  laid  on  the  table  between  Miss  Bart  and  het* 
self.  Ab  she  had  said,  the  letter  was  torn  in  two;  but 
with  a  rapid  gesture  she  laid  the  torn  edges  togethtf 
find  smoothed  out  the  page. 

A  wave  of  indignation  swept  over  Lily.  She  felt  her* 
fielf  in  the  presence  of  something  vile,  as  yet  but  diml]^ 
conjectured— the  kind  of  viieness  of  which  people  whi»> 
pered,  but  which  she  had  never  thought  of  as  touching 
her  own  life.  She  drew  back  with  a  motion  of  disgustf 
but  her  withdrawal  was  checked  by  a  sudden  discoveryi 
under  the  glare  of  Mrs.  Peniston's  chandelier  she  had 
recognized  the  hand-writing  of  the  letter.  It  was  a  larga 
disjointed  hand,  with  a  flourish  of  masculinity  which  but 
■lightly  disguised  its  rambling  weakness,  and  the  wordi^ 
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scrawled  in  heavy  ink  on  pale-tinted  note-paper,  smote 
on  Lilj''s  ear  as  though  she  had  heard  them  spoken. 

At  first  she  did  not  graap  the  full  import  of  the  situ- 
ation. She  understood  only  that  before  her  lay  a  letter 
written  by  Bertha  Dorset,  and  addressed,  presumably, 
to  Lawrence  Selden.  There  was  no  date,  but  the  black- 
ness of  the  ink  proved  the  writing  to  be  comparatively 
recent.  The  packet  in  Mrs.  Haffen's  hand  doubtless  con- 
tained more  letters  of  the  same  kind^a  dozen,  Lily 
conjectured  from  its  thickness.  The  letter  before  her  was 
short,  but  its  few  words,  which  had  leapt  into  her  brain 
before  she  was  conscious  of  reading  them,  told  a  long 
history — a  history  over  which,  for  the  last  foiu-  yeais, 
the  friends  of  the  WTiter  had  smiled  and  shrugged,  view- 
ing it  merely  as  one  among  the  countless  "good  situa- 
tions" of  the  mundane  comedy.  Now  the  other  aide  pre- 
sented itself  to  Lily,  the  volcan'c  nether  side  of  the  sur- 
fiice  over  which  conjecture  and  innuendo  glide  so  lightly 
till  the  first  fissure  turns  their  whisper  to  a  shriek,  Lily 
knew  that  there  is  nothing  society  resents  so  much  as 
having  given  its  protection  to  those  who  have  not  known  , 
how  to  profit  by  it:  it  is  for  having  betrayed  its  conni-  \ 
vance  that  the  body  social  punishes  the  offender  who  is  ' 
found  out.  And  in  this  case  there  was  no  doubt  of  the 
issue.  The  code  of  Lily's  world  decreed  that  a  wontan's 
^^husband  should  be  the  only  judge  of  her  conduct:  she 
^■■bs  technically  above  suspicion  while  she  had  the  ^h'}  tcr 
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"Of  his  approval,  or  even  of  his  indifference.  But  with 
man  of  George  Dorset's  temper  there  could  be  no  thought 
of  condonation — the  possessor  of  his  wife's  letters  could 
overthrow  with  a  touch  the  whole  structure  of  her  exis- 
tence. And  into  what  hands  Bertha  Dorset's  secret  had 
been  delivered!  For  a  moment  the  irony  of  the  coinci- 
dence tinged  Lily's  disgust  with  a  confused  sense  of  tri- 
umph. But  the  disgust  prevailed- — all  her  instinctive  re- 
sistances, of  taste,  of  training,  of  blind  inherited  scruples,, 
rose  against  the  other  feeling.  Her  strongest  sense 
one  of  personal  contamination. 

She  moved  away,  as  though  to  put  as  much  distance 
as  possible  between  herself  and  her  visitor.  "I  know  no- 
thing of  these  letters,*^  she  said;  "I  have  no  idea  why 
you  have  brought  them  here." 

Mrs.  Haffen  faced  her  steadily.  "I'll  tell  you  why, 
Miss.  I  brought  'em  to  you  to  sell,  because  I  ain't  got  no 
other  way  of  raising  money,  and  if  we  don't  pay  our  rent 
by  tomoiTow  night  we'U  be  put  out,  I  never  done  any- 
thin'  of  the  kind  before,  and  if  you  'd  speak  to  Mr.  Seldea 
or  to  Mr.  Rosedale  about  getting  Haffen  taken  on  agail^ 
at  the  Benedick^I  seen  you  talking  to  Mr.  Bosedal^ 
on  the  steps  that  day  you  come  out  of  Mr.  Selden^ 
rooms— — -" 

The  blood  rushed  to  Lily's  forehead.  She  understood' 

now — Mrs.  Haffen  supposed  her  to  be  the  writer  of  thv 

letters.  In  the  first  leap  of  her  anger  she  was  about  to 
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ring  and  order  the  woman  out;  but  an  obscure  impulse 
restrained  her.  The  mention  of  Selden's  name  had  started 
a  new  train  of  thought.  Bertha  DorsetV  'etters  were  no- 
thing to  her — they  might  go  where  the  current  of  chance 
carried  them!  But  Selden  was  inextricably  involved  in 
their  fate.  Men  do  not,  at  worst,  suffer  much  irom  such 
exposure;  and  in  this  instance  the  flash  of  divination 
which  had  carried  the  meaning  of  the  letters  to  Lily's 
brain  had  revealed  also  that  they  were  appeals — repeated 
and  therefore  probably  unanswered — for  the  renewal  of 
a  tie  which  time  had  evidently  relaxed.  Nevertheless,  the 
fact  that  the  correspondence  had  been  allowed  to  fall 
into  strange  hands  would  con\ict  Selden  of  negligence  in 
a  matter  where  the  world  holds  it  least  pardonable;  and 
there  were  graver  risks  to  consider  where  a  man  of  Dor- 
set's ticklish  balance  was  concerned. 

If  ahejveighed  all  these  thinps  it  waa  unconsciously: 
fihf  WQn  giWfiirr  nnljr  nfjee  lingjh"*^  S^lA-n  would  wish  the 
letters  rescued,  and  that  therefore  she  must  ohtmn  pos- 
session of  them.  Beyond  that  her  mind  did  not  travel. 
She  had,  indeed,  a  quick  vision  of  returning  the  packet 
to  Bertha  Dorset,  and  of  the  opportunities  the  restitu- 
tion offered ;  but  this  thought  lit  up  abysses  from  which 
she  shrank  back  ashamed. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  HafFen,  prompt  to  perceive  her  hesi- 
tation, had  already  opened  the  packet  and  ranged  its 
:  letters  had  been  pieced 
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together  with  strips  of  thin  paper.  Some  were  in  small 
fragments,  the  others  merely  torn  in  half.  Though  then 
were  not  many,  thus  spread  out  they  nearly  covered  the 
tahle.  Lily's  glance  fell  on  a  word  here  and  there — then' 
she  said  in  a  low  voice:  "What  do  you  wish  me  to  pay 
you?" 

Mrs.  Haffen's  face  reddened  with  satisfaction.  It  was 
clear  that  the  young  lady  was  badly  frightened,  and 
Mrs.  Haffen  was  the  woman  to  make  the  most  of  suclt 
fears.  Anticipating  an  easier  victory  than  she  had  for^- 
seen,  she  named  an  exorbitant  sum. 

But  Miss  Bart  showed  herself  a  less  ready  prey  than 
might  have  been  expected  from  her  imprudent  opening, 
She  refused  to  pay  the  price  named,  and  after  a  mo*^ 
menfs  hesitation,  met  it  by  a  counter-offer  of  half  thftj 
amount. 

Mrs.  Haffen  immediately  stiffened.  Her  hand  travelled^ 
toward  the  outspread  letters,  and  folding  them  slowly, 
ahe  made  aa  though  to  restore  them  to  their  wrappings, 

*'I  guess  they're  worth  more  to  you  than  to  me,  Mis^' 
but  the  poor  has  got  to  live  as  well  as  the  rich,"  she  ob» 
»rved  sententiously. 

Lily  waa  throbbing  with  fear,  but  the  insinuation  foi» 
tified  her  resistance. 

"You  are  mistaken,"  she  said  indifferently,  "I  have 

offered  all  I  am  willing  to  give  for  the  letters;  but  then 

may  be  other  ways  of  getting  them." 
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.  HaJfen  raised  a  suspicious  glance:  she  was  too 
experienced  not  to  know  that  the  traffic  she  was  engaged 
m  bad  perils  as  groat  as  its  rewards,  and  she  had  a  vi- 
sion of  the  elalxirate  machinery'  of  revenge  which  a  word 
of  this  commanding  young  lady's  might  set  in  motion. 

She  applied  the  comer  of  her  shawl  to  her  eyes,  and 
murmured  through  it  that  no  good  came  of  bearing  too 
hard  on  the  poor,  but  that  for  her  part  she  had  never 
been  mixed  up  in  such  a  business  before,  and  that  on  h^ 
honour  as  a  Christian  all  she  and  HaJTen  had  thought  of 
was  that  the  letters  mustn't  go  any  farther. 

IJIy  stood  motionless,  keeping  between  herself  and  the 
char-woman  the  greatest  distance  compatible  with  the 
need  of  speaking  in  low  tones.  The  idea  of  bargaining 
for  the  letters  was  intolerable  to  her,  but  she  knew  that, 
if  she  appeared  to  weaken,  Mrs.  Haffen  would  at  once 
increase  her  original  demand. 

She  could  never  afterward  recall  how  long  the  duel 
lasted,  or  what  was  the  decisive  stroke  which  finally,  after 
a  lapse  of  time  recorded  in  minutes  by  the  clock,  in  hours 
by  the  precipitate  beat  of  her  pulses,  put  her  in  posses- 
sion of  the  letters;  she  knew  only  that  the  door  had 
finally  closed,  and  that  she  stood  alone  with  the  packet 
in  her  hand. 

She  had  no  idea  of  reading  the  letters ;  even  to  unfold 
Mrs.  Hafien's  dirty  newspaper  would  have  seemed  de- 
grading. But  what  did  she  intend  to  do  with  its  con* 
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go  to  the  wedding,  if  you  don't  remember  what  happened 
or  whom  yon  saw  there.  When  I  was  a  girl  I  used  to  keep 
the  menu  of  eveiy  dinner  I  went  to,  and  write  the  names 
of  the  people  on  the  back;  and  I  never  threw  away  my 
cotilhon  favours  till  after  your  uncle's  death,  when  jt 
seemed  unsuitable  to  have  so  many  coloured  things  about 
the  house.  I  had  a  whole  closet-fuU,  I  remember;  and  I 
can  tell  to  this  day  what  balls  I  got  them  at.  Molly  Van 
Alstyne  reminds  me  of  what  I  was  at  that  age;  it's  won- 
derful how  she  notices.  She  was  able  to  tell  her  mother 
exactly  how  the  wedding-dress  was  cut,  and  we  knew  at 
once,  from  tlie  fold  in  the  back,  that  it  must  have  corns 
from  Paquin." 

Mrs,  Penislon  rose  abruptly,  and,  advancing  to  tha 
ormulu  clock  surmounted  by  a  helmeted  Minerva,  whi(^ 
throned  on  tlie  chimney-piece  between  two  malacbite 
vases,  passed  her  lace  handkerchief  between  the  helmeb: 
and  its  visor. 

"I  knew  it — the  parlour-maid  never  dusts  there!"  sha 
exclaimed,  triumphantly  displaying  a  niitmte  epot 
the  handkerchief;  then,  reseating  herself,  she  went  ons 
"Molly  thought  Mrs.  Dorset  the  best-dressed  woman  aC 
the  wedding.  I've  no  doubt  her  dress  did  cost  more  thai! 
any  one  else's,  but  I  can't  quite  like  the  idea — a  combino' 
tion  of  sable  and  point  de  Milan.  It  seems  she  goes  to  m 
new  man  in  Paris,  who  won't  take  an  order  till  his  clienl 
has  spent  a  day  with  him  at  his  villa  at  Neuilly.  He  say» 
I  174.1 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 
v&yB  sat  on  a  cliair,  never  in  it.  Then  she  turned  her 
^ance  to  Miss  Bart. 

"My  dear,  you  look  tired;  I  suppose  it's  the  excite- 
ment of  the  wedding.  Cornelia  Van  Alstynewas  full  of  it: 
Molly  was  there,  and  Gerty  Parish  ran  iu  for  a  minute  to 
jL  tell  U3  about  it.  I  think  it  was  odd,  their  serving  melons 
Ibbefore  the  consemnU:  a  wedding  breakfast  should  always 
^p4)egin  with  coruomnU.  Molly  did  n't  care  for  the  brides- 
maids' dresses.  She  had  it  straight  from  Julia  Melson 
"that  they  cost  three  huiidi-ed  dollars  apiece  at  Celeste's, 
tut  she  says  they  did  n't  look  it.  I  'm  glad  you  decided  not 
>to  be  a  bridesmaid;  that  shade  of  salmon-pink  would  n't 
ihave  suited  you." 
I        Mrs.  Peniston  delighted  in  discussing  the  minutest  de- 
I     "tails  of  festivities  In  which  she  had  not  taken  part.  No- 
f     Ihing  would  have  induced  her  to  undergo  the  exertion 
I      and  fatigue  of  attending  the  Van  Osburgh  wedding,  but 
30  great  was  her  interest  in  the  event  that,  having  heard 
two  versions  of  it,  she  now  prepared  to  extract  a  third 
from  her  niece.  Lily,  however,  had  been  deplorably  care- 
less in  noting  the  particulars  of  the  entertainment.  She 
had  failed  to  observe  the  colour  of  Mrs.  Van  Osburgh's 
gown,  and  could  Dot  even  say  whether  the  old  Van  Os- 
burgh Sevres  had  been  used  at  the  bride's  table:  Mrs. 
Peniston,  in  short,  found  that  she  was  of  more  service  aa 
n  listener  than  as  a  narrator, 

k Really,  Lily,  I  don't  see  why  you  took  the  trouble  to 
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crayon -portrait  was  not  exactly  in  line  with  the  sofa  in 
front  of  it,  presented  an  absent-minded  brow  to  her  ki 

In  her  own  room  Lily  turned  up  the  gas-jet  and  glanced 
toward  the  grate.  It  was  as  brilliantly  polished  as  the 
one  below,  but  here  at  least  she  could  bum  a  few  papers 
with  less  risk  of  incurring  her  aunt's  disapproval.  She 
made  no  immediate  motion  to  do  so,  however,  but  drop- 
ping into  a  chair  looked  wearily  about  her.  Her  roono^ 
was  large  and  comfortably- furnished — it  was  the  envy 
and  admiration  of  poor  Grare  Stepney,  who  boarded; 
but,  contrasted  with  the  light  tints  and  luxurious  ap- 
pointments of  the  guest-rooms  where  so  many  weeks  of 
Lily's  existence  were  spent,  it  seemed  as  dreary  as  ac 
prison.  The  monumental  wardrobe  and  bedstead  of  black 
walnut  had  migrated  from  Mr.  Peniston's  bedroom,  and 
the  magenta  "flock"  wall-paper,  of  a  pattern  dear  to 
the  early  'sixties,  waa  hung  with  large  steel  engravings 
of  an  anecdotic  character.  Lily  had  tried  to  mitigate- 
this  charmless  background  by  a  few  frivolous  touches,  ii 
the  shape  of  a  lace-decked  toilet  table  and  a  little  painted 
desk  surmounted  by  photographs;  but  the  futility  of  the 
attempt  struck  her  as  she  looked  about  the  room.  What 
a  contrast  to  tl»e  subtle  elegance  of  the  setting  she  had 
pictured  for  herself — an  apartment  which  should  sur- 
pass the  complicated  luxury  of  her  friends'  surroundings 
by  the  whole  extent  of  that  artistic  sensibility  which 
made  her  feel  herself  their  superior;  in  wluch  every  tint 
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and  line  should  combine  to  enhance  her  beauty  and  give 
distinction  to  her  leisure !  Once  more  the  haunting  sense 
of  physical  ugliness  was  intensified  by  her  mental  depres- 
sion, so  th&t  each  piece  of  the  ofTending  furniture  seemed 
to  thrust  forth  its  most  aggressive  angle. 

Her  aunt's  words  had  told  her  nothing  new;  but  they 
had  revived  the  vision  of  Bertha  Dorset,  smiling,  flat- 
tered, victorious,  holding  her  up  to  ridicule  by  insinua- 
tions intelligible  to  every  member  of  their  little  group. 
The  thought  of  the  ridicule  struck  deeper  than  any 
other  sensation;  Lily  knew  every  turn  of  the  allusive 
jargon  which  could  flay  its  victims  without  the  shedding 
«f  blood.  Her  cheek  burned  at  the  recollection,  and  she 
Tose  and  caught  up  the  letters.  She  no  longer  meant  to 
destroy  them:  that  intention  had  been  effaced  by  the 
quick  corrosion  of  Mrs.  Peniston'a  words. 

Instead,  she  approached  her  desk,  and  lighting  a  ta- 
per, tied  and  sealed  the  packet;  then  she  opened  the 
wardrobe,  drew  out  a  despatch-box,  and  deposited  the 
letters  within  it.  As  she  did  so,  it  struck  her  with  a 

^^^sh  of  irony  that  she  was  indebted  to  Gua  Trenor  for 

^^■ie  means  of  buying  them. 

i     h 


"^HE  autumn  dragged  on  monotonously.  Miss  Bart 
bad  received  one  or  two  notes  from  Judy  Trenor, 
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reproaching  her  for  not  returning  to  Bellomont;  but  she: 
replied  evasively,  alleging  the  obligation  to  remain  with; 
her  aunt.  In  truth,  however,  she  was  fast  wearying  of  her 
solitary  existence  with  Mrs,  Peniston,  and  only  the  ex- 
citement of  spending  her  newly-acquired  money  light- 
ened the  dulness  of  the  days. 

AH  her  life  Lily  had  seen  money  go  out  as  quickly  as 
it  came  in,  and  whatever  theories  sbe  cultivated  as  to 
the  prudence  of  setting  aside  a  part  of  her  gfdns,  she 
had  unhappily  no  saving  vision  of  the  risks  of  the  op- 
posite course.  It  was  a  keen  satisfaction  to  feel  that,  for 
a  few  months  at  least,  she  would  be  independent  of  her 
friends'  bounty,  that  she  could  show  herself  abroad  with- 
out wondering  whether  some  penetrating  eye  would  de- 
tect in  her  dress  the  traces  of  Judy  Trenor's  refurbished 
splendour.  The  fact  that  the  money  freed  her  tempora- 
rily from  all  minor  obligations  obscured  her  sense  of 
the  greater  one  it  represented,  and  having  never  before 
known  what  it  was  to  command  so  large  a  sum,  she  lin- 
gered delcctahly  over  the  amusement  of  spending  it. 

It  was  on  one  of  these  occasions  that,  leaving  a  shop 
where  she  had  spent  an  hour  of  deliberation  over  a 
dressing-case  of  the  most  complicated  elegance,  she  ran 
across  Mtas  Parish,  who  had  entered  the  same  estabhsh- 
ment  with  the  modest  object  of  having  her  watch  re- 
paired. Lily  was  feeling  unusually  virtuous.  She  had  de- 
cided to  defer  the  purchase  of  the  dressing-case  till  she 
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shodid  receive  the  bill  for  her  new  <^)era-doak,  and  the 
resolve  made  her  feel  much  richer  than  when  she  had 
entered  the  shop.  In  this  mood  of  self-approval  she  had 
a  sympathetic  e}~e  for  others,  and  she  was  struck  by  her 
fiiend's  air  of  dejection. 

Miss  Parish,  it  appeared,  had  just  left  the  committee- 
meeting  of  a  struggling  charity  in  which  she  was  inter- 
ested. 'ITie  object  of  the  association  was  to  provide  com- 
fortable lodgings,  with  a  reading-room  and  other  modest 
distractions,  where  young  women  of  the  class  employed 
in  down  town  offices  might  find  a  home  when  out  of 
work,  or  in  need  of  rest,  and  the  first  year's  financial  re- 
port showed  so  deplorably  small  a  balance  that  Miss 
Parish,  who  was  convinced  of  the  ui^ncy  of  the  work, 
felt  proportionately  discouraged  by  the  small  amount  of 
interest  it  aroused.  The  other-regarding  sentiments  had 
not  been  cultivated  in  Lily,  and  she  was  often  bored  by 
the  relation  of  her  &iend's  philanthropic  efforts,  but  to- 
day her  quick  dramatizing  fancy  seized  on  the  contrast 
between  her  own  situation  and  that  represented  by  some 
of  Gerty's  "cases."  These  were  young  girls,  like  herself; 
some  perhaps  pretty,  some  not  without  a  trace  of  her 
finer  sensibilities.  She  pictured  herself  leading  such  a  life 
as  theirs — a  hfe  in  which  achievement  seemed  as  squalid 
as  failure — and  the  vision  made  her  shudder  sympa- 
The  price  of  the  dressing-case  was  still  in  her 
d  drawing  out  her  little  gold  purse  she  slipped 
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a  liberal  fraction  of  the  amount  into  Miss  Farish  s  hand. 

The  satisfaction  derived  from  this  act  was  all  that 
the  most  ardent  moralist  could  have  desired.  Lily  felt  a 
new  interest  in  herselfas  a  person  of  charitable  instincts; 
she  had  never  before  thought  of  doing  good  with  the 
wealth  she  had  so  often  dreamed  of  possessing,  but  now 
ber  horizon  was  enlarged  by  the  vision  of  a  prodigal 
philanthropy.  Moreover,  by  some  obscure  process  of 
logic,  she  felt  that  her  momentary  burst  of  generosity 
had  justified  all  previous  extravagances,  and  excused  any 
in  which  she  might  subsequently  indulge.  Miss  FarisbV 
surprise  and  gratitude  confirmed  this  feeling,  and  Lily 
parted  from  her  with  a  sense  of  self-esteem  which  shs 
naturally  mistook  for  the  fruits  of  altruism. 

About  this  time  she  was  farther  cheered  by  an  invita- 
tion to  spend  the  Thanksgiving  week  at  a  camp  in  the 
Adirondacks.  The  invitation  was  one  which,  a  year 
earlier,  would  have  provoked  a  less  ready  response,  for 
the  party,  though  organized  by  Mrs.  Fisher,  was  osten- 
sibly given  by  a  lady  of  obscure  origin  and  indomitablft 
social  ambitions,  whose  acquaintance  Lily  had  hitherto 
avoided.  Now,  however,  she  was  disposed  to  coincii 
with  Mrs,  Fisher's  view,  that  it  did  n't  matter  who  gaw 
the  party,  as  long  as  things  were  well  done;  and  doin^ 
things  well  (under  competent  direction)  was  Mrs,  Wel- 
lington Bry's  strong  point.  The  lady  (whose  consort  v 
known  as  "Welly"  Bry  on  the  Stock  Exchange  and 
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sporting  circles)  had  already  sacrificed  one  husband,  and 
sundry  minor  considerations,  to  her  determination  to 
get  on;  and,  having  obtained  a  hold  on  Carry  Fisher, 
ahe  was  astute  enough  to  perceive  the  wisdom  of  com- 
mitting  herself  entirely  to  that  lady's  guidance.  Every- 
thing, accordingly,  was  well  done,  for  there  was  no  limit 
to  Mrs.  Fisher's  prodigality  when  she  was  not  spending 
her  own  money,  and  as  she  remarked  to  her  pupil,  a 
good  cook  was  the  best  introduction  to  society.  If  the 
company  was  not  as  select  aa  the  citistjw,  the  Welly 
Brys  at  least  had  the  satisfaction  of  tiguriog  for  the 
first  time  in  the  society  columns  in  company  with  one 
or  two  noticeable  names;  and  foremost  among  these  was 
of  course  Miss  Barfs.  The  young  lady  was  treated  by  her 
hosts  with  corresponding  deference;  and  she  was  in  the 
mood  when  such  attentions  ai-e  acceptable,  whatever 
their  Bource.  Mrs.  Bry's  admiration  was  a  mirror  in 
which  Lily's  self-complacency  recovered  its  lost  outline. 
No  insect  hangs  its  nest  on  threads  as  frail  as  those 
which  will  sustain  the  weight  of  human  vanity;  and  the 
eense  of  being  of  importance  among  the  insignificant 
was  enough  to  restore  to  Miss  Bart  the  gratifying  con- 
sciousness of  power.  If  these  people  paid  court  to  her  it 
proved  that  she  was  still  conspicuous  in  the  world  to 
which  they  aspired;  and  she  was  not  above  a  certain  en- 
joyment in  dazzling  them  by  her  fineness,  in  developing 
their  puzzled  perception  of  her  superiorities. 
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Perhaps,  however,  her  enjoyment  proceeded  more 
than  she  was  aware  from  the  physical  stimulus  of  the 
excursion,  the  challenge  of  crisp  cold  and  hard  exercise^ 
the  responsive  thrill  of  her  body  to  the  influences  of  the 
winter  woods.  She  returned  to  town  in  a  glow  of  reju- 
venation, conscious  of  a  clearer  colour  in  her  cheeks,  a 
fresh  elasticity  in  her  muscles.  The  future  seemed  full  of 
a  vague  promise,  and  all  her  apprehensions  were  swept 
out  of  sight  on  the  buoyant  current  of  her  mood. 

A  few  days  after  her  return  to  town  she  had  the  un- 
pleasant surprise  of  a  visit  from  Mr.  Uosedale.  He  came 
late,  at  the  confidential  hour  when  the  tea-table  still 
lingers  by  the  fire  in  friendly  expectancy;  and  his  man- 
ner showed  a  readiness  to  adapt  itself  to  the  intimacy  of' 
the  occasion. 

Lily,  who  had  a  vague  sense  of  his  being  somehow  con- 
nected with  her  lucky  speculations,  tried  to  give  him  the 
welcome  he  expected;  but  there  was  something  in  the 
quality  of  his  geniality  which  chilled  her  own,  and  she 
was  conscious  of  marking  each  step  in  their  acquaintance 
by  a  fresh  blunder. 

Mr.  Rosedale — making  himself  promptly  at  home  in 
an  adjoining  easy-chair,  and  sipping  his  tea  critically, 
with  the  comment:  "You  ought  to  go  to  my  man  for 
something  really  good" — appeared  totally  unconscious 
of  the  repugnance  which  kept  her  in  frozen  erectness  be- 
■ind  the  urn.  It  was  perhaps  her  very  manner  of  holding 
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herself  aloof  that  appealed  to  his  collector'a  passion  fof 
the  rare  and  unattainable.  He  gave,  at  any  rate,  no  sign 
of  resenting  it  and  seemed  prepared  to  supply  in  his  own 
manner  all  the  ease  that  was  lacking  in  hci-s. 

His  object  in  calling  was  to  ask  her  to  go  to  the  opera 
in  his  box  on  the  opening  night,  and  seeing  her  hesitate 
he  said  persuasively:  "Mrs.  Fisher  is  coming,  and  I've 
secured  a  tremendous  admirer  of  yours,  who'll  never  for- 
give me  if  you  don't  accept," 

As  Lily's  silence  left  him  with  this  allusion  on  his 
hands,  he  added  with  a  confidential  smile:  "Gua  Trenor 
has  promised  to  come  to  town  on  purpose.  I  fancy  he'd 
go  a  good  deal  farther  for  tlie  pleasure  of  seeing  you." 

Miss  Bart  felt  an  inward  motion  of  annoyance:  it  was 
distasteful  enough  to  hear  her  name  coupled  with  Tre- 
no/s,  and  on  Uosedale's  lips  the  allusion  was  peculiarly 
unpleasant. 

"The  Trenors  are  my  best  friends — I  think  we  should 
all  go  a  long  way  to  see  each  other,"  she  said,  absorbing 
herself  in  the  preparation  of  fresh  tea. 

Her  visitor's  smile  grew  increasingly  intimate.  "Well, 
I  was  n't  thinking  of  Mrs.  Trenor  at  the  moment — they 
eay  Gus  doesn't  always,  you  know,"  Then,  dimly  con- 
scious that  he  had  not  struck  the  right  note,  he  added, 
with  a  well-meant  effort  at  divei-sion:  "How's  your  luck 
^heen  going  in  Wall  Street,  by  the  way?  I  hear  Gus  pulled 
^■tfa  nice  little  pile  for  you  last  month." 
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Lily  put  down  the  tea-caddy  with  an  abrupt  gesture^ 
She  felt  that  her  hands  were  trembling,  and  clasped  them 
on  her  knee  to  steady  them ;  but  her  lip  trembled  too,  and 
for  a  moment  she  was  afraid  the  tremor  might  communi- 
cate itself  to  her  voice.  When  she  spoke,  however,  it  wa« 
in  a  tone  of  perfect  lightness. 

"Ah,  yes — I  had  a  little  bit  of  money  to  invest,  and 
Mr.  Trenor,  who  helps  me  about  such  matters,  advised 
my  putting  it  in  stocks  instead  of  a  mortgage,  as  my 
aunfa  agent  wanted  me  to  do;  and  as  it  happened,  I 
made  a  lucky  *tum' — is  that  what  you  call  it?  For  you 
make  a  great  many  yourself,  I  believe," 

She  was  smiling  back  at  him  now,  relaxing  the  tension 
of  her  attitude,  and  admitting  him,  by  imperceptible 
gradations  of  glance  and  manner,  a  step  farther  toward 
intimacy.  The  protective  instinct  always  nerved  her  to 
successful  dissimulation,  and  it  was  not  the  first  timo. 
she  had  used  her  beauty  to  divert  attention  from  an  in- 
convenient topic. 

When  Mr.  Rosedale  took  leave,  he  carried  with  him, 
not  only  her  acceptance  of  his  invitation,  but  a  general 
sense  of  Iiaving  comported  himself  in  a  way  calculated  to 
advance  his  cause.  He  had  always  believed  he  had  a  light, 
touch  and  a  knowing  way  with  women,  and  the  prompt: 
manner  in  which  Miss  Bart  (as  he  would  have  phrased 
it)  had  "come  into  line,"  confirmed  his  confidence  in  hia 
powers  of  handling  the  skittish  sex.  Her  way  of  glossing 
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over  the  transaction  with  Trenor  he  regarded  at  once  at 
a  tribute  to  his  own  acuteness,  an<l  a  confirmation  of  his 
suspicions.  The  girl  was  evidently  nervous,  and  Mr.  Rose- 
dale,  if  he  saw  no  other  means  of  advancing  his  acquain- 
tance with  her,  was  not  above  taking  advantage  of  her 
nervousness. 

He  left  Lily  to  a  passion  of  disgust  and  fear.  It  seemed 
incredible  that  Gus  Trenor  should  Iiave  spoken  of  her  to 
Rosedale.  With  al!  his  faults,  Trenor  had  the  safeguard 
of  his  traditions,  and  was  the  less  likely  to  overstep  them 
because  they  were  so  purely  instinctive.  But  Lily  recalled 
»with  a  pang  that  there  were  convivial  moments  when,  as 
iJody  had  confided  to  her,  Gus  "talked  foolishly":  in  one 
of  these,  no  doubt,  the  fatal  word  had  slipped  from  him. 
As  for  Rosedale,  she  did  not,  after  the  first  shock,  greatly 
care  what  conclusions  he  had  drawn.  Though  usually 
adroit  enough  where  her  own  interests  were  concerned, 
she  made  the  mistake,  not  uncommon  to  persons  in  vfhom 
the  social  habits  are  instinctive,  of  supposing  that  the 
inability  to  acquire  them  quickly  implies  a  general  dul- 
ness.  Because  a  blue-bottle  bangs  irrationally  against  a 
window-pane,  the  drawing-room  naturalist  may  forget 
that  under  less  artiUcial  conditions  it  is  capable  of  mea- 
suring distances  and  drawing  conclusions  with  all  the  ac- 


curacy 


needful  to  its  welfare;  and  the  fact  that  Mr.  Rose- 


dale's  drawing-room  manner  lacked  perspective  made  Lily 

thim  with  Trenor  and  the  other  dull  men  she  knew, 
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and  assume  that  a  little  flattery,  and  the  occasional  ac> 
ceptance  of  his  hospitality,  would  suffice  to  render  him 
innocuous.  However,  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  the  ex- 
pediency of  showing  herself  in  his  box  on  the  opening 
night  of  the  opera ;  and  after  all,  since  Judy  Trenor  had 
promised  to  take  him  up  that  winter,  it  was  as  well  to 
reap  the  advantage  of  being  first  in  the  field. 

For  a  day  or  two  after  Rosedale's  visit,  Lily's  thought^! 
were  dogged  by  the  consciousness  of  Trenor's  shadowy 
claim,  and  she  wished  she  had  a  clearer  notion  of  the  ex- 
act nature  of  the  transaction  which  seemed  to  have  put 
her  in  his  power;  but  her  mind  shrank  from  any  unusual 
application,  and  she  was  always  helplessly  puzzled  by  fig- 
ures. Moreover  she  had  not  seen  Trenor  since  the  day  of 
the  Van  Oaburgh  wedding,  and  in  his  continued  absence 
the  trace  of  Rosedale's  words  was  soon  effaced  by  other 
impressions. 

When  the  opening  night  of  the  opera  came,  her  ap- 
prehensions had  so  completely  vanished  that  the  sight  of 
Trenor's  ruddy  countenance  in  the  back  of  Mr.  Rose* 
dale's  box  filled  her  with  a  sense  of  pleasant  reassurance,! 
Lily  had  not  quite  reconciled  herself  to  the  necessity  of 
appearing  as  Rosedale's  guest  on  so  conspicuous  an  occa-' 
fiion,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  find  herself  supported  by  any- 
one  of  her  own  set — for  Mrs,  Fisher's  social  habits  were 
too  promiscuous  for  her  presence  to  justify  Miss  Bart's* 
I  To  Lily,  always  inspirited  by  the  prospect  of  showio^j 
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her  beauty  in  public,  and  conscious  tonight  of  all  the 
added  enhancements  of  dress,  the  insistency  of  Trenor's 
gaze  merged  itselfin  the  general  stream  of  admiring  looks 
of  which  she  felt  herself  the  centre.  Ah,  it  was  good  to 
be  young,  to  be  radiant,  to  glow  with  the  sense  of  slen- 
demess,  strength  and  elasticity,  of  well-poised  lines  and 
happy  tints,  to  feel  one's  self  lifted  to  a  height  apart  by 
that  incommunicable  grace  which  is  the  bodily  counter- 
part of  genius! 

All  means  seemed  justifiable  to  attain  such  an  end,  or 
rather,  by  a  happy  shifting  of  lights  with  which  practice 
had  familiarized  Miss  Bart,  the  cause  shrank  to  a  pin- 
point in  the  general  brightness  of  the  effect.  But  bril- 
liant young  ladies,  a  little  blinded  by  their  own  efful- 
gence, are  apt  to  forget  that  the  modest  satellite  drowned 
in  their  light  is  still  performing  its  owti  revolutions  and 
generating  heat  at  its  own  rate.  If  Lily's  poetic  enjoy- 
ment of  the  moment  was  undisturbed  by  the  base  thought 
that  her  gown  and  opera  cloak  had  been  indirectly  paid 
for  by  Gus  Trenor,  the  latter  had  not  sufficient  poetry 
in  bis  composition  to  lose  sight  of  these  prosaic  facta. 
He  knew  only  that  he  had  never  seen  Lily  look  smarter 
in  her  life,  that  there  was  n't  a  woman  in  the  house  who 
showed  off  good  clothes  as  she  did,  and  that  hitherto  he, 
to  whom  she  owed  the  opportunity  of  making  this  dis- 
play, had  reaped  no  return  beyond  that  of  gazing  at  her 
It  company  with  several  hundred  other  pairs  of  eyes. 
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It  came  to  Lily  therefore  as  a  disagreeable  sui 
when,  in  the  back  of  the  box,  where  they  found  the! 
selves  alone  between  two  acts,  Trenor  said,  without  pi 
amble,  and  in  a  tone  of  sulky  authority:  "Look  hei 
Lily,  how  is  a  fellow  ever  to  see  anything  of  you?  I*in' 
town  three  or  four  days  in  the  week,  and  you  know 
line  to  the  club  will  always  find  me,  but  you  don't  see 
to  remember  my  existence  nowadays  unless  you  want 
get  a  tip  out  of  me." 

The  fact  that  the  remark  was  in  distinctly  bad  tai 
did  not  make  it  any  easier  to  answer,  for  Lily  was  vivid 
aware  that  it  was  not  the  moment  for  that  drawing  i 
of  her  slim  figure  and  surprised  lifting  of  the  brows  1 
which  she  usually  quelled  incipient  signs  of  familiarit 

"I  'm  very  much  flattered  by  your  wanting  to  see  nu 
she  returned,  essaying  lightness  instead, "  but,  unless  ji 
have  mislaid  my  address,  it  would  have  been  easy 
find  me  any  afternoon  at  my  aunt's — in  fact,  I  rather  e 
pected  you  to  look  me  up  there." 

If  she  hoped  to  mollify  him  by  this  last  concession  t 
attempt  was  a  failure,  for  he  only  replied,  with  the  i 
miliar  lowering  of  the  brows  that  made  him  look  I 
dullest  when  he  was  angry:  "Hang  going  to  your  aunt^ 
and  wasting  the  afternoon  listening  to  a  lot 
chaps  talking  to  you!  Vou  know  I'm  not  the  kind  to 
in  a  crowd  and  jaw — I'd  always  rather  clear  out  wh( 
that  sort  of  circus  is  going  on.  But  why  can't  we  go 
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somewhere  on  a 

expedition  like  that  drive  at  Bellomont,  the  day  you  met 

me  at  the  station?" 

He  leaned  unpleasantly  close  in  order  to  convey  this 
luggestion,  and  she  fancied  she  caught  a  significant 
aroma  which  explained  the  dark  flush  on  his  face  and 
the  glistening  dampness  of  his  forehead. 

The  idea  that  any  rash  answer  might  provoke  an 
[je«Miit  oatibunt  tempered  ber  disgust  with  otstiaa, 
and  tbit  amwered  with  a  lauj^:  "I  donH  we  bow  one 
can  vacy  well  take  oountry  drives  in  town,  bot  I  am  tiot 
•Iwa^  suRounded  by  an  admiring  throng  and  if  ^m 
will  let  me  know  wbat  afWnoon  joa  an  oonui^  I  wfll 
amogfi  tbingi  so  tbat  we  em  have  a  nice  quiet  talk." 

"Hang  talking!  Tlutt's  wbat  you  always  say,"'  t»- 
tumed  Trenor,  whose  expletives  lacked  variety.  "You 
put  me  off  with  that  at  the  Van  Osburgh  wedding — but 
the  plain  English  of  it  ia  that,  now  you  *Te  got  what  yon 
wanted  out  of  me,  you  ''d  rather  have  any  other  fellow 
about," 

His  voice  had  risen  sharply  with  the  last  words,  and 
Lily  flushed  with  annoyance,  but  she  kept  command  of 
the  situation  and  laid  a  persuasive  hand  on  hb  arm. 

"Don't  be  foolish,  Gus;  I  can't  let  you  talk  to  me  in 

that  ridiculous  way.  If  you  really  want  to  see  me,  why 

should  n't  we  take  a  walk  in  the  Park  some  afternoon? 

I  agree  with  you  that  it  *s  amusing  to  be  rustic  in  town, 
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you  like  I  'U  meet  you  there,  and  we'U  go  aii4^ 


feed  the  squirrels, 

in  the  steani -gondola.' 

Shef 
in  a  way  that  took  the  e 


I  shall  take  me  out  on  the  laks^ 


hini  suddenly  malleable  to  her  will. 

"All  right,  then:  that's  a  go.  Will  you  come  tomoi> 
row?  Tomorrow  at  three  o'clock,  at  the  end  of  the  Mall? 
I  '11  be  there  sharp,  remember;  you  won't  go  back  on  m«^ 
Lily.'" 

But  to  Miss  Bart's  relief  the  repetition  of  her  promise 
was  cut  short  by  the  opening  of  the  bos  door  to  admit 
George  Dorset. 

Trenor  sulkily  yielded  his  place,  and  Lily  turned  i 
brilliant  smile  on  the  newcomer.  She  had  not  talked 
with  Dorset  since  their  visit  at  Bellomont,  but  some- 
thing in  his  look  and  manner  told  her  that  he  recalled 
the  friendly  footing  on  which  they  had  last  met.  HK 
was  not  a  man  to  whom  the  expression  of  i.dniratioB 
came  easily;  hij  long  sallow  face  and  distrustful  eya( 
Beemed  always  barricaded  against  the  expansive  emo- 
tions. But,  where  her  own  influence  was  concerned^ 
Lily^s  intuitions  sent  out  thread-like  feelers,  and  as  &hi 
made  room  for  him  on  the  narrow  sofa  she  was  sure  1: 
found  a  dumb  pleasure  in  being  near  her.  Few  wonicft 
took  the  trouble  to  make  themselves  agreeable  to  Dor- 
get,  and  Lily  had  been  kind  to  him  at  Bellomont,  and 
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WAS  now  smiliDg  oa  him  with  a  divine  renewal  of  kind- 


"Well,  here  we  ore,  in  for  ftoother  six  months  of 
caterwauling,"  he  began  complainingly.  "Not  a  shade  of 
difference  between  this  year  and  last,  except  that  the  wo- 
men have  got  new  clothes  and  the  singers  have  n't  got  new 
voices.  My  wife's  musical,  you  know — puts  me  through 
a  course  of  this  every  winter.  It  is  n't  so  bad  on  Italian 
nights — then  she  comes  late,  and  there 's  time  to  digest. 
But  when  they  give  Wagner  we  have  to  rush  dinner,  and 
I  pay  up  for  it.  And  the  draughts  are  damnable — as- 
phyxia in  front  and  pleurisy  in  the  back.  There 's  Tre- 
nor  leaving  the  box  without  drawing  the  curtain!  With 
a  hide  like  that  draughts  don't  make  any  diiference. 
Did  you  ever  watch  Trenor  eat?  If  you  did,  you  'd  won- 
der why  he's  alive;  I  suppose  he's  leather  inside  too. — 
But  I  carae  to  say  that  my  wife  wants  you  to  come  down 
to  our  place  nest  Sunday,  Do  for  heaven's  sake  say  yes. 
She's  got  a  lot  of  bores  coming — intellectual  ones,  I 
mean;  that's  her  new  line,  you  know,  and  I  'm  not  sure 
it  ain't  worse  than  the  music.  Some  of  'em  have  long  hair, 
and  they  start  an  argument  with  the  soup,  and  don't 
notice  when  things  are  handed  to  them.  The  consequence 
b  the  dinner  gets  cold,  and  I  have  dyspepsia.  That  silly 
ass  Silverton  brings  them  to  the  house — he  writes  poetry, 

Eknow,  and  Bertha  and  he  are  getting  tremendously 
i.  She  could  write  better  than  any  of  'em  if  she  chose, 
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and  I  don't  blame  her  for  wanting  clever  fellows  about; 
all  I  saj  is:  'Don't  let  me  see  'em  eatl'" 

The  gist  of  this  strange  communication  gave  Lily  a 
distinct  thrill  of  pleasure.  Under  ordinary  circumstances, 
there  would  have  been  nothing  surprising  in  an  invita- 
tion from  Bertha  Dorset;  but  since  the  Bellomont  epi- 
sode an  unavowed  hostility  had  kept  the  two  women 
apart.  Now,  with  a  start  of  inner  wonder,  Lily  felt  that 
her  thirst  for  retaliation  had  died  out.  Ifyou  would Jhr- 
give  ymtr  enemy,  says  the  Malay  proverb,  Jirst  inflict  a 
hurt  on  him;  and  Lily  was  experiencing  the  truth  of  the 
apothegm.  If  she  had  destroyed  Mrs.  Dorset's  letters, 
she  might  have  continuetl  to  hate  her;  but  the  fact  that 
they  remained  in  her  possession  had  fed  her  resentment 
to  satiety- 
She  uttered  a  smiling  acceptance,  hailing  in  the  re- 
newal of  the  tie  an  escape  from  Trenor'a  importunities. 


MEANWHILE  the  holidays  had  gone  by  and  the 
season  was  beginning.  Fifth  Avenue  had  be- 
come a  nightly  torrent  of  carriages  surging  upward  to 
the  fashionable  quarters  about  the  Park,  where  illumi- 
nated windows  and  outspread  awnings  betokened  the 
usual  routine  of  hospitality.  Other  tributary  currents 
crossed  the  main  stream,  bearing  their  freight  to  the 
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theatres,  reBtaurants  or  opera;  and  Mrs.  Peniston,  from 
the  secluded  watch-tower  of  her  upper  window,  could  tell 
to  a  nicety  just  when  the  chronic  volume  of  sound  was 
increased  by  the  sudden  influx  setting  toward  a  Van  Os- 
burgh  boll,  or  when  the  uiultiplicatiou  of  wheels  meant 
merely  that  the  opera  was  over,  or  that  there  was  a 
big  supper  at  Sherry's. 

Mrs.  Peniston  followed  the  rise  and  culmination  of 
season  as  keenly  as  the  most  active  sharer  in  its 

ieties;  and,  as  a  looker-on,  she  enjoyed  opportunities 
comparison  and  geueraUzation  such  as  those  who 
take  part  must  proverbially  forego.  No  one  could  have 
kept  a  more  accurate  record  of  social  fluctuations,  or 
have  put  a  more  unen'ing  finger  on  the  distinguishing 
features  of  each  season :  its  dulness,  its  extravagance,  its 
lack  of  balls  or  excess  of  divorces.  She  had  a  special 
niemory  for  the  vicissitudes  of  the  "new  people"  who 
rose  to  the  surface  with  each  recurring  tide,  and  were 
either  submerged  beneath  its  rush  or  landed  trium- 
phantly beyond  the  reach  of  envious  breakers;  and  she 
was  apt  to  display  a  remarkable  retrospective  insight 
into  their  ultimate  fate^  so  that,  when  they  had  fulfilled 
their  destiny,  she  was  almost  always  able  to  say  to 
Grace  Stepney — the  recipient  of  her  prophecies — that 
she  had  known  exactly  what  would  happen. 

This  particular  season  Mra.  Peniston  would  have  char- 
as  that  in  which  everybody  "felt  poor"  ex ■ 
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cept  the  Welly  Brys  and  Mr.  Simon  Rosedale.  It  had 
been  a  bad  autumn  in  Wall  Street,  where  prices  fell 
accordance  with  that  peculiar  law  which  proves  railway 
stocks  and  balea  of  cotton  to  be  more  sensitive  to  tba 
allotment  of  executive  power  than  many  estimable  citi- 
zens trained  to  all  the  advantages  of  self-government. 
Even  fortunes  supposed  to  be  independent  of  the  market 
either  betrayed  a  secret  dependence  on  it,  or  suffered, 
from  a  sympathetic  affection:  fashion  sulked  in  its  coun- 
try-houses, or  came  to  town  incognito,  general  enteiv 
tainments  were  discountenanced,  and  informality  and 
short  dinners  became  the  fashion. 

But  society,  amused  for  a  while  at  playing  Cinderellv 
soon  wearied  of  the  hearthside  role,  and  welcomed  the 
Fairy  God-mother  in  the  shape  of  any  magician  power- 
ful enough  to  turn  the  shrunken  pumpkin  back  again 
into  the  golden  coach.  The  mere  fact  of  growing  richer 
at  a  time  when  most  people's  investments  are  shrinking 
is  calculated  to  attract  envious  attention ;  and  according 
to  Wall  Street  rumours,  Welly  Bry  and  Bosedale  had 
found  the  secret  of  performing  this  miracle. 

Rosedale,  in  particular,  was  said  to  have  doubled  his 
fortune,  and  there  was  talk  of  his  buying  the  newly -fin- 
bhed  house  of  one  of  the  victims  of  the  crash,  who,  in 
the  space  of  twelve  short  months,  had  made  the  same 
number  of  millioas,  built  a  house  in  Fifth  Avenue,  filled 
a  picture-gallery  with  old  masters,  entertained  all  New 
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York  in  it,  and  been  smuggled  out  of  the  country  be- 
tween a  trained  nurse  and  a  doctor,  while  his  creditors 
mounted  guard  over  the  old  masters,  and  his  guests  ex- 
plained  to  each  other  that  they  had  dined  with  him  only 
because  they  wanted  to  see  the  pictures.  Mr.  Rosedale 
meant  to  have  a  less  meteoric  career.  He  knew  he  should 
have  to  go  slowly,  and  the  instincts  of  his  race  fitted 
him  to  suffer  rebuffs  and  put  up  with  delays.  But  he 
was  prompt  to  perceive  that  the  general  dulness  of  the 
season  afforded  him  an  unusual  opportunity  to  shine, 
and  he  set  about  with  patient  industry  to  form  a  back- 
ground for  his  growing  glory.  Mrs,  Fisher  was  of  im- 
mense service  to  him  at  this  period.  She  had  set  off  so 
many  newcomers  on  the  social  stage  that  she  was  like 
one  of  those  pieces  of  stock  scenery  which  tell  the  ex- 
perienced spectator  exactly  what  is  going  to  take  place. 
But  Mr.  Rosedale  wanted,  in  the  long  run,  a  more  indi« 
vidual  environment.  He  was  sensitive  to  shades  of  di& 

;nce  which  Miss  Bart  would  never  have  credited  hiok 
nith  perceiving,  because  he  had  no  corresponding  varia- 
tions of  manner;  and  it  was  becoming  more  and  mora 
clear  to  him  that  Miss  Bart  herself  possessed  precisely 
the  complementary  qualities  needed  to  round  off  his 
social  personality. 

Such  details  did  not  fall  within  the  range  of  Mn. 

liston's  vision.  Like  many  minds  of  panoramic  sweep, 
WM  apt  to  overlook  the  minui'ue  of  the  foreground, 
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and  she  was  much  more  likely  to  know  where  Carry 
Fiaher  had  found  the  Welly  Brys'  chef  for  them,  than 
what  was  happening  to  her  own  niece.  She  was  not,  how- 
ever, without  purveyors  of  information  ready  to  supplt 
ment  tier  deficiencies.  Grace  Stepney's'  mind  was  like  a 
kind  of  moral  fly-paper,  to  which  the  buzzing  items  of 
gossip  were  drawn  by  a  fatal  attraction,  and  where  they 
hung  fast  in  the  toils  of  an  inexorable  memory.  Lily 
would  have  been  surprised  to  know  how  many  trivial  facts 
concerning  herself  were  lodged  in  Miss  Stepney's  head. 
She  was  quite  aware  that  she  waa  of  interest  to  dingy 
people,  but  she  assumed  that  there  is  only  one  form  of 
tiin^neas,  and  that  admiration  for  brilliancy  is  the  nat* 
jural  expression  of  its  inferior  state.  She  knew  that  Getty 
Parish  admired  her  blindly,  and  therefore  supposed  that 
Abe  inspired  the  same  sentiments  in  Grace  Stepney, 
whom  she  classified  as  a  Gerty  Farish  without  the  sav- 
ing traits  of  youth  and  enthusiasm. 

In  reality,  the  two  differed  from  each  other  as  much' 
as  they  differed  from  the  object  of  their  mutual  con- 
templation.  Miss  Parish's  heart  was  a  fountain  of  tendor 
illusions,  Miss  Stepney's  a  precise  register  of  facts  \ 
manifested  in  their  relation  to  herself.  She  had  sens 
bilities  which,  to  Lily,  would  have  seemed  comic  in 
person  with  a  freckled  nose  and  red  eye-lids,  who  live$ 
in  a  boarding-house  and  admired  Mrs.  Peniston's  dra<« 
ing-room ;  but  poor  Grace's  limitations  gave  them  a  t 
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concentrated  inner  life,  as  poor  soil  starves  certain  plants 
into  intenser  efflorescence.  She  had  in  truth  no  abstract 
propensity  to  malice:  she  did  not  dislike  Lily  because 
the  latter  was  brilliant  and  predominant,  but  because 
she  thought  that  Lily  disliked  her.  It  is  less  mortifying 
to  believe  one's  self  unpopular  than  insignificant,  and 
vanity  prefers  to  assume  that  indifference  is  a  latent 
fijmi  of  unfriendliness.  Even  such  scant  civilities  as  Lily 
accorded  to  Mr.  Rosedale  would  have  made  Miss  Step* 
ney  her  friend  for  life;  but  how  could  she  foresee  that 
(uch  a  friend  was  worth  cultivating?  How,  moreover, 
can  a  young  woman  who  has  never  been  ignored  mea- 
sure the  pang  which  this  injury  inflicts?  And,  lastly* 
how  could  Lily,  accustomed  to  choose  between  a  pres- 
sure of  engagements,  guess  that  she  had  mortally  of- 
fended Miss  Stepney  by  causing  her  to  be  excluded  from 
one  of  Mrs,  Peniston's  infrequent  dinner-parties  P 

Mrs.  Peniston  disliked  giving  dinners,  but  she  had  a 
high  sense  of  family  obligation,  and  on  the  Jack  Step- 
neys' return  from  their  honeymoon  she  felt  it  incumbent 
her  to  light  the  drawing-room  lamps  and  ex- 
ict  her  best  silver  from  the  Safe  Deposit  vaults.  Mrs. 
iniston's  rare  entertainments  were  preceded  by  days  of 
sart-rending  vacillation  as  to  every  detail  of  the  feast, 
(om  the  seating  of  the  guests  to  the  pattern  of  the 
^'ble-cloth,  and  in  the  course  of  one  of  these  prelimi- 
f  ^acuBsions  she  had  imprudently  suggested  to  bei 
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cousin  Grace  tliat,  as  the  dinner  was  a  family  aftair,  she 
might  be  included  ia  it.  For  a  week  the  prospect  had 
lighted  up  Miss  Stepney's  colourless  existence;  then  she 
had  been  given  to  understand  that  it  would  be  mora 
convenient  to  have  her  another  day.  Miss  Stepney  knew 
exactly  what  had  happened.  Lily,  to  whom  family  re- 
unions were  occasions  of  unalloyed  dulness,  had  per- 
suaded her  aunt  that  a  dinner  of  "smart"  people  would 
be  much  0101*6  to  the  taste  of  the  young  couple,  and- 
Mrs.  PenistoH,  who  leaned  helplessly  on  her  niece  in  so- 
cial matters,  had  been  prevailed  upon  to  pronounce. 
Grace's  exile.  After  all,  Grace  could  come  any  othef 
day;  why  should  she  mind  being  put  off? 

It  was  precisely  because  Miss  Stepney  could  come  any 
other  day — and  because  she  knew  her  relations  were  in 
the  secret  of  her  unoccupied  evenings — that  this  inci- 
dent loomed  gigantically  on  her  horizon.  She  was  aware 
that  she  had  Lily  to  thank  for  it;  and  dull  resentment 
was  turned  to  active  animosity. 

Mrs.  Peniston,  00  whom  she  had  looked  in  a  day  oc 
two  after  the  dinner,  laid  down  her  crochet-work  and 
turned  abruptly  from  her  oblique  survey  of  Fifth  Avenue. 

"GusTrenor? — Lily  and  GusTrenor?"  she  said,  grow* 
ing  so  suddenly  pale  that  her  visitor  was  almost  alarmed. 

"Oh,  cousin  Julia  ...  of  course  I  don't  mean  ..." 

**I  don't  know  what  you  do  mean,"  said  Mis.  Penis* 

ton^  with  a  frightened  quiver  in  her  small  fi'etful  voic& 
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■Sach  things  were  never  heard  of  in  my  day.  And  my 
own  niece!  I'm  not  sura  I  understand  you.  Do  people  aay 
he's  in  love  with  her?" 

Mrs,  Peniston's  horror  was  genuine.  Though  she  boasted 
an  unequalled  familiarity  with  the  secret  chronicles  of 
society,  she  had  the  innocence  of  the  achooi-girl  who  re- 
gards wickedness  as  a  part  of  "history,"  and  to  whom  it 
never  occurs  that  the  scandals  she  reads  of  in  lesson-hours 
may  be  repeating  themselves  in  the  next  street,  Mrs.  Pen- 
istonbad  kept  her  imagination  shrouded,  like  the  draw- 
ing-room furaiture.  She  knew,  of  course,  tliat  society  was 
"very  much  changed,"  and  that  many  women  her  mother 
would  have  thought  "peculiar"  were  now  in  a  position  to 
be  critical  about  their  visiting-lists;  she  had  discussed  the 
perils  of  divorce  with  her  rector,  and  had  felt  thankful 
at  times  tliat  Lily  was  still  unmarried;  but  the  idea  that 
any  scandal  could  attach  to  a  young  girl's  name,  above 
all  that  it  could  be  lightly  coupled  with  that  of  a  mar- 
ried man,  was  so  new  to  her  that  she  was  as  much  aghast 
as  if  she  had  been  accused  of  leaving  her  carpets  down  all 
summer,  or  of  violating  any  of  the  other  cardinal  laws  of 
house-keeping. 

Miss  Stepney,  when  her  first  fright  had  subsided,  be- 
gan to  feel  the  superiority  that  greater  breadth  of  mind 
confers.  It  was  really  pitiable  to  be  as  ignorant  of  the 
grorld  as  Mrs,  Feniston! 
I  She  smiled  at  the  latter's  question.  "People  always 
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say  unpleasant  things — and  certainly  they're  a  great 
deal  together.  A  friend  of  mine  met  them  the  other  after- 
noon in  the  Park — quite  late,  after  the  lamps  were  lit 
It's  a  pity  Lily  makes  herself  so  conspicuous," 

"Conspicuous.'"  gasped  Mrs.  Peniston,  She  bent  for- 
ward, lowering  her  voice  to  mitigate  the  horror,  "What 
Bort  of  things  do  they  sayp  That  he  means  to  get  a  di- 
vorce and  marry  her?" 

Grace  Stepney  laughed  outright.  "Dear  me,  not  He 
would  hardly  do  tbaL  It — it's  a  flirtation — nothing 
more." 

*A  flirtation?  Between  my  niece  and  a  married  man? 
Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that,  with  Lily's  looks  and  ad- 
vantages, she  could  find  no  better  use  for  her  time  than 
to  waste  it  on  a  fat  stupid  man  almost  old  enough  to  be 
her  father?"  This  argument  had  such  a  convincing  ring 
that  it  gave  Mrs.  Peniston  sufficient  reassurance  to  pick 
up  her  work,  while  she  waited  for  Grace  Stepney  to  rally 
her  scattered  forces. 

But  Miss  Stepney  was  on  the  spot  in  an  instant,* 'That's 
the  worst  of  it — people  say  she  is  n't  wasting  her  timet 
Every  one  knows,  as  you  say,  that  Lily  is  too  handsome 
and — and  charming — to  devote  herself  to  a  man  like 
Gus  Trenor  unless " 

"Unless?"  echoed  Mi's,  Peniston. 

Her  visitor  drew  breath  nervously.  It  was  agreeable  tO 

shock  Mrs.  Peniston,  but  not  to  shock  her  to  the  verge  of 
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anger.  Miss  Stepney  was  not  sufficiently  familiar  with  the 
classic  drama  to  have  recalled  in  advance  how  bearers  of 
bad  tidings  are  proverbially  received,  but  she  now  had  a 
rapid  vision  of  forfeited  dinners  and  a  reduced  wardrobe 
as  the  possible  consequence  of  her  disinterestedness.  To 
the  honour  of  her  sex,  however,  hatred  of  Lily  prevailed 
over  more  personal  considerations.  Mrs.  Peniston  had 
chosen  the  wrong  moment  to  boast  of  her  niece's  cliarms. 

"Unless,"  said  Grace,  leaning  forward  to  speak  with 
low-toned  emphasis,  "unless  there  are  material  advan- 
tages to  be  gained  by  making  herself  agreeable  to  him." 

She  felt  that  the  moment  was  tremendous,  and  remem- 
bered suddenly  that  Mrs.  Peniston's  black  brocade,  with 
the  cut  jet  fringe,  would  have  been  hers  at  the  end  of 
the  season. 

Mrs.  Peniston  put  down  her  work  again.  Another  as- 
pect of  the  same  idea  had  presented  itself  to  her,  and  she 
felt  that  it  was  beneath  her  dignity  to  have  her  nerves 
racked  by  a  dependent  relative  who  wore  her  old  clothes. 

"If  you  take  pleasure  in  annoying  me  by  mysterious 
insinuations,"  she  said  coldly,  "you  might  at  least  have 
chosen  a  more  suitable  time  than  just  as  I  am  recovering 
from  the  strain  of  giving  a  large  dinner," 

The  mention  of  the  dinner  dispelled  Miss  Stepney's 
last  scruples.  "I  don't  know  why  I  should  be  accused  of 
taking  pleasure  in  telling  you  about  Lily.  I  was  sure  I 
louldn't  get  any  thanks  for  it,"  she  returned  with  a 
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flare  of  temper.  "But  I  have  some  family  feeling  left, 
and  as  you  are  the  only  person  who  has  any  authority 
over  Lily,  I  thought  you  ought  to  know  what  is  being 
said  of  her." 

*'Well,"  said  Mrs.  Peniston,  "what  I  complain  of  is 
that  you  haven't  told  me  yet  what  is  being  said." 

"I  did  n't  suppose  I  should  have  to  put  it  so  plainly. 
People  say  that  Gua  Trenor  pays  her  bills." 

"Pays  her  bills — her  bills?"  Mi-s,  Peniston  broke  into 
a  laugh.  "I  can't  imagine  where  you  can  have  picked  up 
such  rubbish.  Lily  has  her  own  income — and  I  provide 
for  her  very  handsomely " 

"Ob,  weall  know  that,"  interposed  Miss  Stepney  drily, 
"But  Lily  wears  a  great  many  smart  gowns " 

"I  like  her  to  be  well-dressed — it's  only  suitableE 

"Certaiidy;  but  then  there  are  ber  gambling  debts: 


Miss  Stepney,  in  the  beginning,  had  not  meant  to  bring 
up  this  point;  but  Mrs.  Peniston  had  only  her  own  in- 
credulity to  blame.  She  was  like  the  stiff-necked  unbe- 
lievers of  Scripture,  who  must  be  annihilated  to  be  con- 
vinced. 

*'Gambling  debts?  Lily?"  Mrs.  Peniston's  voice  shook' 
with  anger  and  bewilderment.  She  wondered  wliethei' 
Grace  Stepney  had  gone  out  of  her  mind.  "What  do  yaa* 
mean  by  her  gambling  debts?" 

"Sloiply  that  if  one  plays  bridge  for  money  in  LQi 
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nt  one  u  liable  to  lose  a  great  deal- 
pose  Lil^'  alwaj's  wins." 

"  Who  told  you  that  my  niece  played  cords  for  money  7* 

"Mercy,  cousin  Julia,  don't  look  at  me  as  if  I 
trying  to  turn  you  against  Lily!  Everybody  knows  she 
is  crazy  about  bridge,  Mrs,  Grjce  told  me  herself  that  it 
was  her  gambling  that  frightened  Percy  Gryce — it  seems 
he  was  really  taken  with  her  at  first.  But,  of  course,  among 
lily's  friends  it's  quite  the  custom  for  girls  to  play  for 
money.  In  fact,  people  are  inclined  to  excuse  her  on  that 
account " 

"To  excuse  her  for  what?" 

"For  being  hard  up — and  accepting  attentions  from 
men  like  Gus  Trenor — ^and  George  Dorset " 

Mn.  Peniston  gave  another  cry.  "Geoige  Dorset?  Is 
there  any  one  else?  I  should  like  to  know  the  worst,  if 
you  please." 

"Don't  put  it  in  that  way,  cousin  Julia.  Lately  Lily 
has  been  a  good  deal  with  the  Dorsets,  and  he  seems  to 
admire  her— but  of  course  that's  only  natural.  And  I'm 
sure  there  is  no  truth  in  the  horrid  thingspeoplesay;but 
she  hat  been  spending  a  great  deal  of  money  this  winter. 
Evie  Van  Osburgh  was  at  Celeste's  ordering  her  trousseau 
the  other  day  — yes,  the  marriage  takes  place  next  month 
— and  she  told  me  that  Celeste  showed  her  the  moat  ex- 
(juiaJte  things  she  was  just  sending  home  to  Lily.  And 

jople  say  that  Judy  Trenor  has  quarrelled  with  her  oq 
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account  of  Gus;  but  I'm  sure  I'm  sorry  I  spoke,  though 
I  only  meant  it  as  a  kindness." 

Mrs.  Peniston's  genuine  incredulity  enabled  her  to  dis- 
iniss  Miss  Stepney  with  a  disdain  which  boded  ill  for  that 
lady's  prospect  of  succeeding  to  the  black  brocade;  but 
minds  impenetrable  to  reason  have  generally  some  tTack 
through  which  suspicion  filters,  and  her  x-isitor's  insinua- 
tions did  not  glide  off  as  easily  as  she  had  expected.  Mrs. 
Penifiton  disliked  scenes,  and  her  determination  to  avoid 
them  had  always  led  her  to  hold  herself  aloof  from  the 
details  of  Lily's  life.  In  her  youth,  girls  had  not  been 
supposed  to  require  dose  sui>ervision.  They  were  gener- 
ally assumed  to  be  taken  up  with  the  legitimate  business 
of  courtship  and  marriage,  and  interference  in  such  affaiiS 
on  the  part  of  their  natural  guardians  was  considered  as 
unwarrantable  as  a  spectator's  suddenly  joining  in  a  game; 
There  had  of  course  been  "fast"  girls  even  in  Mrs.  Pen- 
iston's  early  experience;  but  their  fastness,  at  worst,  was 
understood  to  be  a  mere  exce^  of  animal  spirits,  against 
which  there  could  be  no  graver  charge  than  that  of  being 
"unladylike."  Tlie  modern  fastness  appeai-ed  synonymous 
with  immorality,  and  the  mere  idea  of  immorality  was 
as  offensive  to  Mrs.  Peniston  as  a  smell  of  cooking  in  the 
drawing-room:  it  was  one  of  the  conceptions  her  mind 
refused  to  admit. 

Shu  had  no  immediate  intention  (^  repeating  to  Lily 

what  she  had  heard,  or  even  of  tryinf;  to  ascertain  Um 
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ith  by  means  of  discreet  interrogation.  To  do  so  migfat 
%B  to  provoke  a  scene;  and  a  scene,  in  the  shaken  state 
of  Mrs.  Penist«n's  nerves,  with  the  effects  of  her  dinner 
not  worn  oW,  and  her  mind  still  tremulous  with  new  im- 
pressions, was  a  risk  she  deemed  it  her  duty  to  avoid, 
lut  there  remained  in  her  thoughts  a  settled  deposit  of 
ntment  against  her  niece,  all  the  denser  because  it 
not  to  be  cleared  by  explanation  or  discussion.  It 
was  horrible  of  ayoung  girl  to  let  herself  be  talked  about; 
however  unfounded  the  charges  against  her,  she  must 
be  to  blame  for  their  having  been  made.  Mrs.  Peniston 
felt  as  if  there  had  been  a  contagious  illness  in  the  house, 
and  she  was  doomed  to  ait  shivering  among  her  con- 
linated  furniture. 
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MISS  Bart  had  in  fact  been  treading  a  devious 
way,  and  none  of  her  critics  could  have  been 
more  alive  to  the  fact  than  herself;  but  she  had  a  fatal- 
istic sense  of  being  drawn  from  one  wrong  turning  to 
another,  without  ever  perceiving  the  riglit  road  till  it 
was  too  late  to  take  it. 

Lily,  who  considered  herself  above  narrow  prejudices, 
had  not  imagined  that  the  fact  of  letting  Gus  Trenor 
make  a  little  money  for  her  would  ever  disturb  her  self- 
complacency.  And  the  fact  in  itself  still  seemed  harm 
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less  enough ;  only  it  was  a  fertile  source  of  harmful  com- 
plications. As  she  exhausted  the  amusement  of  spending 
the  money  these  complications  became  more  pressing, 
and  Lily,  whose  mind  could  be  severely  logical  in  tra- 
cing the  causes  of  her  ill-luck  to  others,  justified  herself 
by  the  thought  that  she  owed  all  her  troubles  to  the 
enmity  of  Bertha  Doi-set.  Tliis  enmity,  however,  had 
apparently  expired  in  a  renewal  of  friendliness  between 
the  two  women.  Lily's  visit  to  the  Dorsets  had  resulted, 
for  both,  in  the  discovery  that  they  could  be  of  use  to 
each  other;  and  the  civilized  ipstinct  finds  a  subtler 
pleasure  in  making  use  of  its  antagonist  than  in  confound- 
ing him.  Mrs.  Dorset  was,  in  fact,  engaged  in  a  new  sen- 
timental experiment,  of  which  Mrs.  Fisher's  late  pro- 
perty, Ned  Silverton,  was  the  rosy  victim;  and  at  such 
moments,  as  Judy  Trenor  had  once  remarked,  she  felt 
a  peculiar  need  of  distracting  her  husband's  attention. 
Dorset  was  as  difficult  to  amuse  as  a  savage;  but  even 
his  self-engroasment  was  not  proof  against  Lily's  arts, 
or  rather  these  were  especially  adapted  to  soothe  an  un- 
easy egoism.  Her  experience  with  Percy  Gryce  stood  hep 
in  good  stead  in  ministering  to  Dorset's  humours,  and  if 
the  incentive  to  please  was  less  urgent,  the  difficulties  of 
her  situation  were  teaching  her  to  make  much  of  minor 
opportunities. 

Intimacy  with  the  Dorsets  was  not  likely  to  lessen  such 

difficulties  on  the  material  side.  Mrs.  Dorset  had  none 
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f  Judy  Trenor's  lavish  impulses,  and  Dorset's  ailinim* 
1  was  not  likely  to  express  itself  in  ffnancial  "ti[»* 
ten  had  Lily  cared  to  renew  her  experiences  in  timt  lin«. 
"What  she  required,  for  the  moment,  of  the  Dometa' 
friendship,  was  simply  ita  social  sanction.  She  knew  that 
^Dcople  were  beginning  to  talk  of  her;  but  thi»  fact  did 
^■Mt  alarm  her  as  it  had  alarmed  Mrs.  Feniston.  In  her 
^Bbt  such  gossip  was  not  unusual,  and  a  handsome  girl 
who  flirted  with  a  married  man  was  merely  assumed  to 
be  pressing  to  the  limit  of  her  opportunities.  It  v/m  Tpb- 
nor  himself  who  frightened  her.  'Ilieir  walk  in  the  Park 
had  not  been  a  success.  Trcnor  had  married  young, 
and  since  his  marriage  his  intercourse  with  women  had 
□ot  taken  the  form  of  the  sentimental  small-talk  which 
doubles  upon  itself  like  the  paths  in  a  maze.  He  was 
fust  puzzled  and  then  irritated  to  find  himself  always 
led  back  to  the  same  starting-point,  and  Lily  felt  that 
she  was  gradually  losing  control  of  the  situation.  Tre- 
nor  was  in  truth  in  an  unmanageable  mood.  In  spite  of 
his  understanding  with  Rosedale  he  had  been  somewhat 
heavily  "touched"  by  the  fall  in  stocks;  his  household 
exposes  weighed  on  him,  and  he  seemed  to  be  meeting, 
on  all  sides,  a  sullen  opposition  to  his  wishes,  instead  of 
the  easy  good  luck  he  had  hitherto  encountered. 

Mrs.  TrenoT  was  still  at  Bellomont,  keeping  the  town- 
haaae  open,  and  descending  an  it  now  and  then  for  » 
e  of  the  world,  but  preferring  the  recurrent  excite- 
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ment  of  week-end  parties  to  the  restrictions  of  a  dull 
season.  Since  the  holidays  she  had  not  urged  Lily  to  re- 
turn to  Bellomont.  and  the  first  time  they  met  in  town 
Lily  fancied  there  was  a  shade  of  coldness  in  her  man- 
ner. Was  it  merely  the  expression  of  her  displeasure  at 
Miss  Bart's  neglect,  or  had  disquieting  rumours  reached 
her?  The  latter  contingency  seemed  improbable,  yet 
Lily  was  not  without  a  sense  of  uneasiness.  If  her  roam- 
ing sympathies  had  struck  root  anywhere,  it  was  in  her 
fi-iendship  with  Judy  Trenor.  She  believed  in  the  sin- 
cerity of  her  friend's  affection,  though  it  sometimes 
showed  itself  in  self-interested  ways,  and  she  shrank  with 
peculiar  reluctance  from  any  risk  of  estranging  it.  But, 
aside  from  this,  she  was  keenly  conscious  of  the  way  in 
which  such  an  estrangement  would  react  on  heraelf.  The 
fact  that  Gus  Trenor  was  Judy's  husband  was  at  times 
Lily's  strongest  reason  for  disliking  him,  and  for  resent- 
ing the  obligation  under  which  he  had  placed  her. 

To  set  her  doubts  at  rest,  Miss  Bart,  soon  after  the 
New  Year,  "proposed"  herself  for  a  week-end  at  Bello- 
mont. She  had  learned  in  advance  that  the  presence  of 
a  laige  party  would  protect  her  from  too  great  assiduity 
on  Trenor's  part,  and  his  wife's  telegraphic  "come  by  all 
means"  seemed  to  assure  her  of  her  usual  welcome. 

Judy  received  her  amicably.  The  cares  of  a  large  party 

always  prevailed  over  personal  feelings,  and  Lily  saw  no 

change  in  her  hostess^  manner.  Nevertheless,  she  wat 
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800B  aware  that  the  expoimeBt  of  coming  to  Bellomoot 
was  destined  not  to  be  successful.  The  party  was  made 
np  of  what  Mrs.  Trenor  called  "poky  people"— her  ge- 
neric name  for  persons  who  did  not  play  bridge — and, 
it  being  her  habit  to  group  all  such  obetructionists  in  ooe 
class,  she  usually  invited  them  tc^ther,  r^ardless  of 
their  other  chaiacteristics.  The  result  was  apt  to  be  an 
irreducible  combination  of  persons  having  no  other  qual- 
ity in  common  than  their  abstinence  from  bridge,  and  the 
antagonisms  developed  in  a  group  lacking  tlie  one  taitte 
^uch  might  have  anialganiated  them,  were  in  this  case 
a^ravated  by  bad  weather,  and  by  the  ill-concealed  bore- 
dom of  their  host  and  hostess.  In  such  emergencies,  Judy 
would  usually  have  turned  to  Lily  to  fuse  the  discordant 
.elements;  and  Miss  Bart,  assuming  that  such  a  service 
was  expected  of  her,  threw  herself  into  it  willi  her  ac- 
customed zeal.  But  at  the  outset  she  perceived  a  subtle 
resistance  to  her  effoi^^.  If  Mrs,  Trenor's  manner  toward 
her  was  uncbanged,  there  was  certainly  a  faint  coldness 
in  that  of  the  other  ladies.  An  occasional  caustic  allusion 
to  "your  friends  the  Wellington  Brys,"  or  to  "the  little 
Jew  who  has  bought  the  Greiner  house — some  one  told 
us  you  knew  him,  Miss  Bart,"  —  showed  Lily  that  she 
was  in  disfavour  with  that  portion  of  society  which,  while 
contributing  least  to  its  amusement,  has  assumed  the 
right  to  decide  what  forms  that  amueement  shall  take. 
The  indication  was  a  slight  one,  and  a  year  ago  Lily 
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would  have  smiled  at  it,  trusting  to  the  charm  of  her  per^ 
sonality  to  dispel  any  prejudice  against  her.  But  now 
ahe  had  grown  more  sensitive  to  criticism  and  less  con- 
fident in  her  power  of  disarming  it.  She  knew,  moreover, 
that  if  the  ladies  at  BeUomont  permitted  themselves  to 
criticize  her  friends  openly,  it  was  a  proof  that  they  were 
not  afraid  of  suhjecting  her  to  the  same  treatment  be- 
hind her  back.  The  nervous  dread  lest  anything  in  Tre- 
nor'a  manner  should  seem  to  justify  their  disapproval 
made  her  seek  every  pretext  for  avoiding  him,  and  she 
left  BeUomont  conscious  of  having  failed  in  every  pui^ 
pose  which  had  taken  her  there. 

In  town  she  returned  to  preoccupations  which,  for  the 
moment,  had  the  happy  effect  of  banishing  troublesome 
thoughts.  The  Welly  Brys,  after  much  debate,  and  anx- 
ious counsel  with  their  newly  acquired  friends,  had  de- 
cided on  the  bold  move  of  giving  a  general  entertain- 
ment. To  attack  society  collectively,  when  one's  means 
of  approach  are  limited  to  a  few  acquaintances,  is  like 
advancing  into  a  strange  country  with  an  insufficient 
number  of  scouts;  but  such  rash  tactics  have  sometimes 
led  to  brilliant  victories,  and  the  Brys  had  determined 
to  put  their  fate  to  the  touch.  Mrs.  Fisher,  to  whom 
they  had  entrusted  the  conduct  of  the  affair,  had  de- 
cided that  tableaux  vivants  and  expensive  music  were 
the  two  baits  most  likely  to  attract  the  desired  prey, 
and  after  prolonged  negotiations,  and  the  kind  of  wire- 
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polling  in  whid)  she  wu  known  to  excel,  ibe  had  la 
duced  a  dosen  fk^cm&bk  «-oine&  to  exhibit  tbeanelTei 
in  a  series  of  pictares  wbkh,  b;  ft  Girtber  miracle  of  per> 
satunoo,  the  flktingmshed  portrait  painter,  PmiI  Mor- 
peth, bad  been  prevailed  upon  to  organize. 

IMy  was  tn  her  element  on  such  oocssiona.  Under 
Morpeth's  guidance  her  ririd  pUfitic  sense,  hithoto 
nurtored  on  no  higher  food  than  dress-making  and  np- 
holstery,  found  eager  expression  in  the  disposal  of  dra- 
peries, the  study  of  attitudes,  the  shifting  of  lights  and 
shadows.  Her  dramatic  instinct  was  roused  bv  the  choice 
of  subjects,  and  the  gorgeous  reproductions  of  historic 
dress  stirred  an  imagination  which  only  visual  impre»- 
tiona  could  reach.  But  keenest  of  all  was  the  exhilaration 
of  displaying  her  own  beauty  under  a  new  aspect:  of 
Bhowing  that  her  loveliness  «-as  no  mere  fixed  quality, 
but  an  element  shaping  all  emotions  to  fresh  forms  of 
grace. 

Mrs.  Fisher's  measures  had  been  well-Uken,  and  soci- 
ety, surprised  in  a  dull  moment,  succumbed  to  the  temp- 
tation of  Mrs.  Bry's  hospitality.  The  protesting  minority 
were  forgotten  in  the  throng  which  abjured  and  came; 
and  the  audience  was  almost  as  brilliant  as  the  show. 

Lawrence  Selden  was  among  those  who  had  yielded  to 
the  proffered  inducements.  If  he  did  not  often  act  on  the 
ited  social  axiom  that  a  man  may  go  where  he  pleases, 
beonuse  he  had  long  since  learned  that  his  pleasure! 
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were  mainly  to  be  found  in  a  small  group  of  the  lilce^ 
minded.  But  he  enjoyed  spectacular  efFects,  and  was  not 
imensible  to  the  part  money  plays  in  their  production: 
all  he  asked  was  that  the  very  rich  ahotdd  live  up  to  theb 
calling  as  stage-managers,  and  not  spend  their  money  in 
a  dull  way.  This  the  Brys  could  cei-tainly  not  be  charged 
with  doing.  Their  recently  built  house,  whatever  it  might 
jack  as  a  frame  for  domesticity,  was  almost  as  well-de- 
eigned  for  the  display  of  a  festal  assemblage  as  one  of 
those  airy  pleasure-halls  which  the  Italian  architects  im- 
provised to  set  off  the  hospitality  of  princes.  The  air  of 
improvisation  was  in  fact  strikingly  present:  so  recent. 
BO  rapidly-evoked  was  the  whole  mlae-enscene  that  one 
had  to  touch  the  marble  columns  to  learn  they  were  not  of 
cardboard,  to  seat  one's  self  io  one  of  the  dam  ask -and -gold 
arm-chairs  to  be  sure  it  was  not  painted  against  the  wall. 
Selden,  who  had  put  one  of  these  seats  to  the  test, 
fomid  himself,  from  an  angle  of  the  ball-room,  surveying 
the  scene  with  frank  enjoyment.  The  company,  in  obedi* 
ence  to  the  decorative  instinct  which  calls  for  fine  clothes 
in  fine  surroundings,  had  dressed  rather  with  an  eye  to 
Mr3.Bry's  background  than  to  herself.  The  seated  throng, 
BUing  the  immense  room  without  undue  crowding,  pre- 
sented a  surface  of  rich  tissues  and  jewelled  shoulders  in 
harmony  with  the  festooned  and  gilded  walls,  and  the 
flushed  splendours  of  the  Venetian  ceiling.  At  the  farther 
end  of  tl]e  room  a  stage  had  been  conrtructed  behind  • 
'   212   1 


THE    HOUSE    OP    MIRTH 

pnwcenium  arch  curtained  with  folds  of  old  damask .  but 
in  the  pause  before  the  parting  of  the  folds  there  was 
little  thought  of  what  they  might  r^i'eal,  for  every  wo- 
man who  had  accepted  Mre.  Dry's  invitation  was  engaged 
in  trying  to  find  out  how  many  of  her  friends  had  done 
the  same. 

Gerty  Parish,  seated  next  to  Selden,  was  lost  in  that 
indiscriminate  and  uncritical  enjoyment  so  irritating  to 
Miss  Bart's  finer  perceptions.  It  may  be  that  Selden's 
nearness  had  something  to  do  witi:j  ^e  quality  of  his 
cousin's  pleasure;  but  Miss  Parish  was  so  little  accus 
tomed  to  refer  her  enjoyment  of  such  scenes  to  her  own 
share  in  them,  that  she  was  merely  conscious  of  a  deeper 
sense  of  contentment,, 

"Wasn't  it  dear  of  Lily  to  get  me  an  invitation?  Of 
Xiurse  it  would  never  have  occurred  to  Carry  Fisher  to 
Kt  me  on  the  list,  and  I  should  have  been  so  sorry  to 
iiss  seeing  it  all — and  especially  Lily  herself.  Some  one 
told  me  the  ceiling  was  by  Veronese — you  would  know, 
of  course,  Lawrence.  I  suppose  it's  very  beautiful,  but 
his  women  are  so  dreadfully  fat.  Goddesses?  Well,  I  can 
only  say  that  if  they'd  been  mortals  and  had  to  wear 
corsets,  it  would  have  been  better  for  them.  I  think  oin 
women  are  much  handsomer.  And  this  room  is  wonder 
fully  becoming — every  one  looks  so  well!  Did  you  ever 
^_IKe  euch  jewels?  Do  look  at  Mrs.  George  Dorset's  pearb 
^^p^I  suppose  the  smallest  of  them  would  pay  the  rent  o* 


^^ur 

^^BS 


J 


b 


THE  HOUSE  or  MIRTH 
our  Girls'  Club  for  a  year.  Not  that  I  ought  to  complain 
nbout  the  club;  every  one  has  been  so  wonderfully  kind. 
Did  I  tell  you  that  Lily  had  given  us  three  hundred  dol- 
lars? Wasn't  it  splendid  of  her?  And  then  she  collected 
a  lot  of  money  from  lier  friends — Mrs.  Bry  gave  us  five 
hundred,  and  Mr.  Uosedale  a  thousand.  I  wish  Lily  were 
not  so  nice  to  Mr.  Rosedale,  but  she  says  it's  no  use  be- 
ing rude  to  him,  because  he  doesn't  see  the  difference. 
She  really  can't  bear  to  hurt  people's  feelings — it  make* 
me  80  angry  when  I  hear  her  called  cold  and  conceitedl 
The  girls  at  the  club  dont  call  her  that.  Do  you  know 
she  has  been  there  with  me  twice? — yes.  Lily!  And  you 
should  have  seen  their  eyes!  One  of  them  said  it  was  aa 
good  as  a  day  in  the  country  just  to  look  at  her.  And 
she  sat  there,  and  laughed  and  talked  with  them — not  a 
bit  Oi  if  she  were  being  charitable,  you  know,  but  as  if 
she  liked  it  as  much  as  they  did.  They  've  been  asking 
ever  since  when  she's  coming  back;  and  she's  promised 

me oh!" 

Miss  Parish's  confidences  were  cut  short  by  the  partiif 
of  the  curtain  on  the  first  tableau — a  group  of  nympbi 
dancing  across  fiower-strewn  sward  in  the  rhythmic  p(w> 
tures  of  Botticelli's  Spring.  Tableaux  vivants  depend  for 
their  effect  not  only  on  the  happy  disposal  of  lights  and 
the  delusive  interposition  oflayers  of  gauze,  but  on  a  cop 
responding  adjustment  of  the  mental  vision.  To  unfur- 
nished minds  they  remain,  in  spite  of  every  enbani 
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F  art,  oolj  a  sapaior  kind  of  irax-wiirks;  but  to  tfab 
nspoonra  fkncr  ther  mar  give  m^c  gUmpses  of  the 
boandaiT  •orid  betw'Kn  feet  and  imaginatioa.  Sdden's 
mind  «&s  of  this  order:  he  could  yield  to  \-isioo- making 
iDfloences  as  coinpletdT  as  a  child  to  the  spell  of  a  fuiT> 
tale.  Mra.  Bit's  U^iauur  wanted  Done  of  the  qualitioB 
irfncii  go  to  the  produdng  ot  soA  illasions,  and  under 
Morpeth's  organiziDg  hand  the  jnctures  succeeded  each 
other  with  the  Thythmic  march  of  some  s^plendid  liieie, 
in  which  the  fiigitire  curves  of  living  flesh  and  the  wan- 
dering light  of  young  e^'es  have  been  subdued  to  [Jastic 
hannony  without  losing  the  charro  of  life. 

The  scenes  were  Ijiken  from  old  pictures,  and  the  par- 
ticipators had  been  cleverly  fitted  with  characters  suited 
to  their  types.  No  one,  for  instance,  could  ha^■e  made  a 
more  typical  Goya  than  Cany  Fisher,  with  her  short 
dark-skinned  face,  the  exaggerated  glow  of  her  eyes,  the 
provocation  of  her  frankly-painted  smile.  A  brilliant  Misa 
Smedden  from  Brooklyn  showed  to  perfectior.  the  sump- 
tuous curves  of  Titian's  Daughter,  lifting  her  gold  salver 
laden  with  grapes  above  the  harmonizing  gold  of  rippled 
hair  and  rich  brocade,  and  a  young  Mrs.  Van  Alstyne, 
who  showed  the  frailer  Dutch  type,  with  high  blue-veined 
forehead  and  pale  eyes  and  lashes,  made  a  characteristic 
Vandyck,  in  black  satin,  against  a  curtained  archway. 
^^Then  there  were  Kauffmann  nymphs  garlanding  the  al- 
^^■r  of  Lore;  a  Veronese  supper,  all  sheeny  textures,  pearl- 
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troven  heads  and  marble  architecture;  and  a  Watteaa 
group  of  lute-playing  comedians,  lounging  by  a  fountain 
in  a  sunlit  glade. 

Each  evanescent  picture  touched  the  vision-building 
faculty  in  Selden,  leading  him  so  far  down  the  vistas  of 
fancy  that  even  Gerty  Parish's  running  commentary — 
"Ob,  how  lovely  Lulu  Mebon  looks!"  or:  "That  must, 
be  Kate  Corby,  to  the  right  there,  in  purple" — did  not 
break  the  spell  of  the  illusion.  Indeed,  so  skilfully  had 
the  personaUty  of  the  actors  been  subdued  to  the  scenes 
they  figured  in  that  even  the  least  imaginative  of  the 
audience  must  have  felt  a  thinll  of  contrast  when  the  cur- 
tain suddenly  parted  on  a  picture  which  was  simply  and 
undisguisedly  the  portrait  of  Miss  Bart. 

Here  there  coidd  be  no  mistaking  the  predominance 
of  personality — the  unanimous  "Oh!"  of  the  spectator* 
was  a  tribute,  not  to  the  brush-work  of  Rejiiolds's  "Mrs. 
Lloyd"  but  to  the  flesh  and  blood  loveliness  of  Lily  Bart. 
She  had  shown  her  artistic  intelligence  in  selecting  a. 
type  so  like  her  own  that  she  could  embody  the  petsoB 
represented  without  ceasing  to  be  herself.  It  was  as  though 
she  had  stepped,  not  out  of,  but  into,  Reynolds's  canva^, 
banishing  the  phantom  of  his  dead  beauty  by  the  beams 
of  her  living  grace.  The  impulse  to  show  herself  in  s 
splendid  setting — she  had  thought  for  a  moment  of  re- 
presenting Tiepolo's  Cleopatra — had  yielded  to  the  truer, 
instinct  of  trusting  to  her  unassisted  beauty,  and  she  had' 
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dy  chosen  a  picture  without  distracting  a 
of  ilress  or  surroundings.  Her  pale  draperies,  and  the 
background  of  foliage  against  which  slie  stood,  served 
only  to  relieve  the  long  drvad-hke  curves  that  swept  up- 
ward from  her  poised  foot  to  her  lifted  arm.  The  noble 
buoyancy  of  her  attitude,  its  suggestion  of  soaring  grace, 
revealed  the  touch  of  poetry  in  her  beauty  that  Selden 
always  felt  in  her  presence,  yet  lost  the  sense  of  when  he 
was  not  with  her.  Its  expression  was  now  so  rivid  that 
for  the  first  time  he  seemed  to  see  before  him  the  real 
Lily  Bart,  divested  of  the  trivialities  of  her  httle  world, 
and  catching  for  a  moment  a  note  of  that  eternal  har- 
mony of  which  her  beauty  was  a  part. 

"Deuced  bold  thing  to  show  herself  in  that  get-up j 
but,  gad,  there  is  n't  a  break  in  the  lines  anywhere,  and 
,-X  suppose  she  wanted  us  to  know  it!" 

riese  woi-ds,  uttered  by  that  experienced  connoisseur, 
Ned  Van  Alstyne,  whose  scented  white  moustache 
had  brushed  Selden's  shoulder  whenever  the  parting  of 
the  curtains  presented  any  exceptional  opportunity  for 
the  study  of  the  female  outline,  aifected  their  hearer  in 
an  unexpected  way.  It  was  not  the  first  time  that  Selden 
had  heard  Lily's  beauty  lightly  remarked  on,  and  hitherto 
the  tone  of  the  comments  had  imperceptibly  coloured  his 
view  of  her.  But  now  it  woke  only  a  motion  of  indignant 
contempt.  Tliis  was  the  world  she  lived  in,  these  were  the 
standards  by  which  she  was  fated  to  be  measured!  Does 
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one  go  to  Caliban  for  a  judgment  on  Miranda? 

In  the  long  moment  before  the  curtain  fell,  he  had' 
time  to  feel  the  whole  tragedy  of  her  life.  It  was 
though  her  beauty,  thus  detached  from  all  that  cheap* 
ened  and  vulgarized  it,  hiid  held  out  suppliant  hands  to 
him  from  the  world  in  which  he  and  she  had  once  met 
for  a  moment,  and  where  he  felt  an  overmastering  long* 
ing  to  be  with  her  again. 

He  waa  roused  by  the  pressure  of  ecstatic  fingers. 
"Wasn't  she  too  beautiful,  Lawrence P  Don't  you  lik% 
her  best  in  that  simple  dress?  It  makes  her  Jock  like  thff 
real  Lily — the  Lily  I  know." 

He  met  Gerty  Parish's  brimming  gaze,  "The  Lily  ttw 
know,"  he  corrected;  and  his  cousin,  beaming  at  the  im- 
plied understanding,  exclaimed  joyfully:  "I'll  tell  heri 
that!  She  always  says  you  dislike  her." 

The  performance  over,  Selden's  first  impulse  waa  to  seek 
Miss  Bart.  During  the  interlude  of  music  which  succeeded; 
the  tableaux,  the  actors  had  seated  themselves  here  audi 
there  in  the  audience,  diversifying  its  conventional  ap» 
pearance  by  the  varied  picturesqueness  of  their  dreat^ 
Lily,  however,  was  not  among  them,  and  her  abeenoi^ 
served  to  protract  the  effect  she  had  produced  on  SeldeiiJ^ 
it  would  have  broken  the  spell  to  see  her  too  soon  in  th 
surroundings  from  which  accident  had  so  happily  d< 
tached  her.  They  had  not  met  since  the  day  of  the  Va 
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Oaburgh  wedding,  and  on  his  side  the  avoidance  had  been 
intentioDal.  Tonight,  however,  he  knew  that,  sooner  or 
later,  he  should  find  himself  at  her  aide;  and  though  he 
let  the  dispersing  crowd  drift  him  whither  it  would,  with- 
out making  an  immediate  effort  to  reach  her,  his  pro- 
crastination was  not  due  to  any  Ungering  resistance,  but 
to  the  deaire  to  luxuriate  a  moment  in  the  sense  of  com- 
plete BUrrender, 

Lilj  had  not  an  instant's  doubt  as  to  the  meaning  of 
the  murmur  greeting  her  appearance.  No  other  tableau 
had  been  received  with  that  pi'ecise  note  of  approval;  it 
had  obviously  been  called  forth  by  herself,  and  not  by 
the  picture  she  impersonated.  She  had  feared  at  the  last 
moment  that  she  was  risking  too  much  in  dispensing 
with  the  advantages  of  a  more  sumptuous  setting,  and 
the  completeness  of  her  triumph  gave  her  an  intoxicat- 
ing sense  of  recovered  power.  Not  caring  to  diminish  the 
impreasion  she  had  produced,  she  held  herself  aloof  from 
the  audience  till  the  movement  of  dispersal  before  sup- 
per, and  thus  had  a  second  opportunity  of  showing  her- 
self to  advantage,  as  the  throng  poured  slowly  into  the 
empty  drawing-room  where  she  was  standing. 

She  was  soon  the  centre  of  a  group  which  increased 
and  renewed  itself  as  the  circulation  became  general,  and 
the  individual  comments  on  her  success  were  a  delight- 
ful prolongation  of  the  collective  applause.  At  such  mo- 
menta she  lost  something  of  her  natural  fastidiousness. 
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and  cared  less  for  the  quality  of  the  admiration  received 
ihan  for  its  quantity.  Differences  of  personality  were 
merged  in  a  warm  atmosphere  of  praise,  in  which  her: 
beauty  expanded  like  a  flower  in  sunlight;  and  if  Sel. 
den  had  approached  a  moment  or  two  sooner  he  would 
have  seen  her  turning  on  Ned  Van  Alstyne  and  George 
Dorset  the  look  he  had  dreamed  of  capturing  for  him- 
self. 

Fortune  willed,  however,  that  the  hurried  approach  of 
Mrs.  Fisher,  as  whose  aide-de-camp  Van  Alstyne 
acting,  should  break  up  the  group  before  Selden  reached 
the  threshold  of  the  room.  One  or  two  of  the  men  wan- 
dered off  in  search  of  their  partners  for  supper,  and  the 
othei-s,  noticing  Selden's  approach,  gave  way  to  him  in 
accordance  with  the  tacit  free-masonry  of  the  ball-room. 
LUy  was  therefore  standing  alone  when  he  reached  herj, 
and  finding  the  expected  look  in  her  eye,  he  had  tiie 
satisfaction  of  supposing  he  had  kindled  it.  The  look  diet 
indeed  deepen  as  it  rested  on  him,  for  even  in  that  mo- 
ment of  self- intoxication  Lily  felt  the  quicker  beat  of 
life  that  his  nearness  always  produced.  She  read,  too,  in' 
his  answering  gaze  the  dehcious  confirmation  of  her  tri- 
umph, and  for  the  moment  it  seemed  to  her  that  it 
for  him  only  she  cared  to  be  beautiful 

Selden  had  given  her  his  aim  without  speaking. 

iook  it  in  silence,  and  they  moved  away,  not  toward  thB' 

supper-room,  but  against  the  tide  which  was  Betting 
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thither.  The  faces  about  her  flowed  by  Uke  the  streammg 
images  of  sleep:  she  hardly  noticed  where  Selden  waa 
leading  her,  till  they  passed  through  a  glass  doorway  at 
the  end  of  the  long  suite  of  rooms  and  stood  suddenly 
In  the  fragrant  hush  of  a  garden.  Gravel  grated  beneath 
their  feet,  and  about  them  was  the  transparent  dimness 
of  a  midsummer  night.  Hanging  lights  made  emerald 
caverns  in  the  depths  of  foliage,  and  whitened  the  spray 
of  a  fountain  falling  among  lilies.  The  magic  place  was 
deserted:  there  was  no  sound  but  the  plash  of  the  water 
on  the  hly-pads,  and  a  distant  drift  of  music  that  might 

ive  been  blown  across  a  sleeping  lake, 

Selden  and  Lily  stood  still,  a(.-cepting  the  unreality  of 
the  scene  as  a  part  of  their  own  dream-like  sensations. 
It  would  not  have  surprised  them  to  feel  a  summer  breeze 
on  their  faces,  or  to  see  the  lights  among  the  boughs  re- 
duplicated in  the  arch  of  a  starry  sky.  The  strange  soli- 
tude about  them  was  no  stranger  than  the  sweetness  of 
being  alone  in  it  together. 

At  length  Lily  withdrew  her  band,  and  moved  away 
a  step,  so  that  her  white-robed  slimnesa  was  outlined 
against  the  dusk  of  the  branches.  Selden  followed  her, 
and  stiU  without  speaking  they  seated  themselves  on  a 
bench  beside  the  fountain. 

Suddenly  she  raised  her  eyes  with  the  beseeching  earn- 
estness of  a  child.  "You  never  speak  to  me — you  think 
I  things  of  me,"  she  murmured. 
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'"I  think  of  you  at  any  rate,  God  knows!"  he  said. 

"Then  why  do  we  never  see  each  other?  Why  can't 
we  be  friends?  You  promised  once  to  help  me,"  she  con- 
tinued in  the  same  tone,  as  though  the  words  were  drawn 
from  her  unwillingly. 

"The  only  way  I  can  help  you  is  by  loving  you,' 
Selden  said  in  a  low  voice. 

She  made  no  reply,  but  her  face  turned  to  him  with 
the  soft  motion  of  a  flower.  His  own  met  it  slowly,  and 
their  lips  touched. 

She  drew  back  and  rose  finm  her  seat.  Selden  rose  too, 
and  they  stood  facing  each  other.  Suddenly  she  caught 
Mh  hand  and  pressed  it  a  moment  against  lier  cheek, 

"Ah,  love  me,  love  me^ — but  don't  tell  me  so!"  she. 
sighed  with  her  eyes  in  his;  and  before  he  could  speak 
she  had  turned  and  slipped  through  the  arch  of  boughflf 
disappearing  in  the  brightness  of  the  room  beyond. 

Selden  stood  where  she  had  left  him.  He  knew  toOi 
well  the  transiency  of  exquisite  moments  to  attempt  ttt 
follow  her;  but  presently  he  reentered  the  house  and 
made  his  way  through  the  deserted  rooms  to  the  door,  A 
few  sumptuously -cloaked  ladies  were  already  gathered 
in  the  marble  vestibule,  and  in  the  coat-room  be  found. 
Van  Alstyne  and  Gus  Trenor. 

The  former,  at  Selden's  approach,  paused  in  the  ra 
fill  selection  of  a  cigar  from  one  of  the  silver  boxes 
*)tingly  set  out  near  the  door. 
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alio,  Selden,  going  too  ?  You  're  an  Epicurean  like 
myself,  I  see:  you  don't  want  to  see  all  those  goddesses 
gobbling  terrapin.  Gad,  what  a  show  of  good-looking 
women ;  but  not  one  of  "em  could  touch  that  little  cousin 
of  mine.  Talk  of  jewels — what's  a  woman  want  with 
jewels  when  she's  got  herself  to  show?  The  trouble  is 
that  all  these  fal-bals  they  wear  cover  up  their  figures 
when  they  've  got  'era.  I  never  knew  till  tonight  what  an 
outline  Lily  has." 

"It's  not  her  fault  if  everybody  don't  know  it  now," 
growled  Trenor,  flushed  with  the  struggle  of  getting 
into  his  fiir-lined  coat.  "Damned  bad  taste,  I  call  it — 
no,  no  cigar  for  me.  You  can 't  tell  what  you  're  smoking 
in  one  of  these  new  houses — likely  as  not  the  ch^haya 
the  cigars.  Stay  for  supper?  Not  if  I  know  it!  When  peo- 
ple ci-owd  their  rooms  so  that  you  can't  get  near  any  one 
you  want  to  apeak  to,  I'd  as  soon  sup  in  the  elevated 
at  the  rush  hour.  My  wife  was  dead  right  to  stay  away: 
she  says  life's  too  abort  to  spend  it  in  breaking  in  new 
people," 

^T  XIII 

^HF  ILY  woke  from  happy  dreams  to  find  two  notes  at 
I  J  her  bed-side. 
One  was  from  Mrs.  Trenor,  who  announced  that  she 
^^was  coming  to  town  that  a^moon  for  a  flying  visit, 
^hjod  hoped  Miss  Bart  would  be  able  to  dine  with  bee. 
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The  other  was  from  Selden.  He  wi-ote  briefly  tBat  an 
important  case  called  him  to  Albany,  whence  he  would 
be  unable  to  return  till  the  evening,  and  asked  Lily  to 
let  him  know  at  what  hour  on  the  following  day  she 
would  see  him. 

Lily,  leaning  back  among  her  pillows,  gazed  musingly 
at  his  letter.  The  scene  in  the  Brys'  conservatory  had 
been  like  a  part  of  her  dreams;  ahe  had  not  expected  to 
wake  to  such  evidence  of  its  reality.  Her  first  movement, 
was  one  of  annoyance:  this  unforeseen  act  of  Selden's 
added  another  complication  to  life.  It  was  so  unlike  him 
to  yield  to  such  an  iiTational  impulse!  Did  he  really 
mean  to  ask  her  to  marry  him  ?  She  had  once  sliown  hinj 
the  impossibility  of  such  a  hope,  and  his  subsequent  be- 
haviour seemed  to  prove  that  he  had  accepted  thesituf^. 
tion  with  a  reasonableness  somewhat  mortifying  to  heX' 
vanity.  It  was  all  the  more  agreeable  to  find  that  this: 
reasonableness  was  maintaintNl  only  at  the  cost  of  not' 
seeing  her;  but,  though  nothing  in  life  was  as  sweet  a» 
the  sense  of  her  power  over  him,  she  saw  the  danger  o( 
allowing  the  episode  of  the  previous  night  to  have  a  Be* 
quel.  Since  she  could  not  marry  him,  it  would  be  kinder 
to  him,  as  well  as  easier  for  herself,  to  write  a  line  t 
cably  evading  his  request  to  see  her :  he  was  not  the 
to  mistake  such  a  hint,  and  when  next  they  met  it  woulii 
be  on  their  usued  friendly  footing. 

Lily  sprang  out  of  bed,  and  went  straight  to  her  desk 
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She  wanted  to  write  at  once,  while  she  could  trust  to  the 
strength  of  her  resolve.  She  was  still  languid  from  her 
brief  deep  and  the  exhilaration  of  the  evening,  and  the 
sight  of  Seidell's  writing  brought  back  the  culminating 
moment  of  her  triumph :  the  moment  when  she  had  read 
in  his  eyes  that  no  philosophy  was  proof  against  her 
power.  It  would  be  pleasant  to  have  that  sensation  again 
...  no  one  else  could  give  it  to  her  in  its  fulness;  and  she 
could  not  bear  to  mai-  her  mood  of  luxurious  retrospec- 
tion by  an  act  of  definite  refusal.  She  took  up  her  pen 
and  wrote  hastily:  "Tomorrow  atjburi"  murmuring  to 
herself,  as  she  slipped  the  sheet  into  its  envelope:  "I  con 
easily  put  him  off  when  tomorrow  comes." 


fe 


[j  Trenor's  sununons  was  very  welcome  to  Lily.  It  was 
le  firet  time  she  had  received  a  direct  commimication 
from  Bellomont  since  the  close  of  her  last  visit  there,  and 
she  was  still  visited  by  the  dread  of  having  incuiTed  Judy's 
displeasure.  But  this  cliaracleristic  command  seemed  to 
reestablish  their  former  relations;  and  Lily  smiled  at  \h& 
thought  that  her  friend  had  probably  summoned  her  in 
order  to  hear  about  the  Brys'  entei-tainment.  Mrs.  Tre- 
nor  had  absented  herself  from  the  feast,  perhaps  for  the 
reason  so  frankly  enunciated  by  her  husband,  perhaps 
because,  as  Mrs.  Fisher  somewhat  differently  put  it,  she 
^!could  n't  bear  new  people  when  she  had  n't  discovered 
!m  heraeR"  At  any  rate,  though  she  remained  haugh1> 
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fly  at  Bellomont,  Lily  suspected  in  her  a  devouring 
eagerness  to  hear  of  what  she  had  missed,  and  to  learu 
exactly  in  what  measure  Mrs.  Wellington  Bry  had  sur- 
passed all  previous  competitors  for  social  recognition,  Uly 
was  quite  ready  to  gratify  this  curiosity,  but  it  happened 
that  she  was  dining  out.  She  determined,  however,  to  see 
Mrs.  Trenor  for  a  few  moments,  and  ringing  for  her  maid 
she  despatched  a  telegram  to  say  that  she  would  be  with 
her  friend  that  evening  at  ten. 

She  was  dining  with  Mrs.  Fisher,  who  had  gathered  at 
an  informal  feast  a  few  of  the  performers  of  the  previous 
evening.  There  was  to  be  plantation  music  in  the  studio 
after  dinner — for  Mrs.  Fisher,  despairing  of  the  repub- 
lic, had  taken  up  modelling,  and  annexed  to  her  small 
crowded  house  a  spacious  apartment,  which,  whatever  its 
uses  in  her  hours  of  plastic  inspiration,  served  at  other 
times  for  the  exercise  of  an  indefatigable  hospitality. 
Lily  was  reluctant  to  leave,  for  the  dinner  was  amusing, 
and  she  would  have  liked  to  lounge  over  a  cigarette  and 
hear  a  few  songs;  but  she  could  not  break  her  engage- 
ment with  Judy,  and  shortly  after  ten  she  asked  her 
hostess  to  ring  for  a  hansom,  and  drove  up  Fifth  Avenue 
to  the  Trenors'. 

She  waited  long  enough  on  the  doorstep  to  wonder 

that  Judy's  presence  in  town  was  not  signalized  by  a^ 

greater  promptness  in  admitting  her;  and  her  surprise' 

was  increased  when,  instead  of  the  expected  footman, 
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pushing  his  shoulders  into  a  tardy  coat,  a  shabby  care- 
taking  person  in  calico  let  her  into  the  shrouded  hall. 
Trenor,  however,  appeared  at  once  on  the  threshold  of 
the  drawing-room,  welcoming  her  with  unusual  volu- 
bility while  he  relieved  her  of  her  cloak  and  drew  her 
into  the  room. 

"Come  along  to  the  den;  it'a  the  only  comfortable 
place  in  the  house.  Does  n't  this  room  look  as  if  it  was 
waiting  for  the  body  to  be  brought  down?  Can't  see  why 
Judy  keeps  the  house  wTapped  up  in  this  awful  slippery 
rhite  stuff — it's  enough  to  give  a  fellow  pneumonia  to 
Ik  thi"ough  these  rooms  on  a  cold  day.  You  look  a 
le  pinched  yourself,  by  the  way:  it's  rather  a  sharp 
light  out.  I  noticed  it  walking  up  from  the  club.  Come 
along,  and  I  '11  give  you  a  nip  of  brandy,  and  you  can 
toast  yourself  over  the  fire  and  try  some  of  my  new 
Egyptians^that  little  Turkish  chap  at  the  Embassy 
put  me  on  to  a  brand  that  I  want  you  to  try,  and  if  you 
like  'em  I  '11  get  out  a  lot  for  you :  they  don't  have  'em 
here  yet,  but  I  '11  cable." 

He  led  her  through  the  house  to  the  large  room  at  the 
back,  where  Mrs,  Trenor  usually  sat,  and  where,  even  in 
her  absence,  there  was  an  air  of  occupancy.  Here,  as  usual, 
were  flowers,  newspapers,  a  littered  writing-table,  and  a 
general  aspect  of  lamp-lit  familiarity,  so  that  it  was  a 
^—surprise  not  to  see  Judy's  energetic  figure  start  up  from 
^■ttie  arm-chair  near  the  fire.  ■ 
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It  was  apparently  Trenor  himself  who  had  been  occu- 
pying the  seat  in  question,  for  it  was  overhung  by  a 
cloud  of  cigar  smoke,  and  near  it  stood  one  of  those  in- 
tricate folding  tables  which  British  ingenuity  has  devised 
to  facilitate  the  circulation  of  tobacco  and  spirits.  The 
sight  of  auch  appliances  in  a  drawing-room  was  not  im- 
usual  in  Lily's  set,  where  smoking  and  drinking  were  un- 
restricted by  considerations  of  time  and  place,  and  her 
first  movement  was  to  help  herself  to  one  of  the  ciga- 
rettes recommended  by  Trenor,  while  she  checked  his  lo- 
quacity by  asking,  with  a  surprised  glance:  "Where's 
Judy?" 

Trenor,  a  little  heated  by  his  unusual  flow  of  words^ 
and  perhaps  by  prolonged  propinquity  with  the  decan- 
ters, was  bending  over  the  latter  to  decipher  their  silver 
labels. 

"Here,  now,  Lily,  just  a  drop  of  cognac  in  a  little 
6zzy  water- — ^you  do  look  pinched,  you  know:  I  sweat. 
the  end  of  your  nose  is  red,  I'll  take  another  glass  to 
keep  you  company — Judy? — Why,  you  see.  Judy 's  got 
a  devil  of  a  headache— quite  knocked  out  with  it,  poof 
thing — she  asked  me  to  explain — make  it  all  right,  yoi| 
know — Do  come  up  to  the  fire,  though;  you  look  dead^J 
beat,  really.  Now  do  let  me  make  you  comfortable,  there^ 
a  good  girl." 

He  had  taken  her  hand,  half -ban  ten  ngly,  and 

drawing  her  toward  a  low  seat  by  the  hearth;  but  sbt 
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stopped  nad  freed  herself  (juietly, 

"XJo  you  mean  to  say  that  Judy's  not  well  enough  to 
see  me?  Doesn't  she  want  me  to  go  upstairs?" 

Trenor  drained  the  glass  he  had  filled  for  himself,  and 
paused  to  set  it  down  before  he  answered. 

"Why,  no — the  fact  is,  she's  not  up  to  seeuig  any- 
body. It  came  on  suddenly,  you  know,  and  she  asked  me 
to  tell  you  how  awfully  sorry  she  was- — if  she'd  known 
where  you  were  dining  she'd  have  sent  you  word," 

"She  did  know  where  I  was  dining;  I  mentioned  it  in 
my  telegram.  But  it  does  n't  matter,  of  course.  I  suppose 
if  she 's  so  poorly  she  won't  go  back  to  Bellomont  in  the 
morning,  and  1  can  come  and  see  her  then," 

"Yes:  exactly^that's  capital.  I'll  tell  her  you '11  pop 

tomorrow  morning.  And  now  do  sit  down  a  minute, 
tiiere's  a  dear,  and  let's  have  a  nice  quiet  jaw  together. 
You  won't  take  a  drop,  just  for  sociability?  Tell  me 
what  you  think  of  that  cigarette.  Why,  don't  you  like 

,?  What  are  you  chucking  it  away  for?" 

I  am  chucking  it  away  because  I  must  go,  if  you  11 

ive  the  goodness  to  call  a  cab  for  me,"  lily  returned 
irith  a  smile. 

She  did  not  like  Trenor's  unusual  excitability,  with  its 
too  evident  explanation,  and  the  thought  of  being  alone 
with  him,  with  her  friend  out  of  reach  upstairs,  at  the 
ler  end  of  the  great  empty  house,  did  not  conduce  to 
to  prolong  their  tHe-a-tite. 
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But  Trenor,  with  a  promptnesa  which  did  not  escape 
lier,  had  moved  between  herself  and  the  door. 

"Why  must  you  go,  I  should  like  to  know?  If  Judy 'd 
been  here  you'd  have  sat  gossiping  till  all  hours — and 
you  can't  even  give  me  five  minutes!  It's  always  the  same 
story.  Last  night  I  couldn't  get  near  you — I  went  to 
that  damned  vulgar  party  just  to  see  you,  and  there  was 
everybody  talking  about  you,  and  asking  me  if  I  'd  ever 
seen  anything  so  stunning,  and  when  I  tried  to  come  up 
and  say  a  word,  you  never  took  any  notice,  but  just  went 
on  laughing  and  joking  with  a  lot  of  asses  who  only 
wanted  to  be  able  to  swagger  about  afterward,  and  look 
knowing  when  you  were  mentioned." 

He  paused,  flushed  by  his  diatribe,  and  fixing  on  her 
a  look  in  which  resentment  wa^  the  ingredient  she  least 
dsliked.  But  she  had  regained  her  presence  of  mind,  and 
stood  composedly  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  while  her 
slight  smile  seemed  to  put  an  ever  increasing  distance 
between  herself  and  Trenor, 

Across  it  she  said:  "Don't  be  absurd,  Gus.  It's  past 
eleven,  and  I  must  really  ask  you  to  ring  for  a  cab." 

He  remained  immovable,  with  the  lowering  forebead 
she  had  grown  to  detest. 

"And  supposing  I  won't  ring  for  one — what  11  yoa 
do  then  ?" 

"I  shall  go  upstairs  to  Judy  if  you  force  me  to  din* 
turbher." 
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IVenor  drew  a  step  nearer  and  laid  his  hand  en  he* 
arm.  "Look  here,  Lily;  won't  you  give  roe  five  minutes 
of  your  own  accord?" 

fc"Not  tonight,  Gus:  you " 
"Very  good,  then:  I'll  take  "em.  And  as  many  more  aa 
J,  want."  He  had  squared  himself  on  the  thi'eshold,  his 
hands  thrust  deep  in  his  pockets.  He  nodded  toward  the 
chair  on  the  heartK 
^^  "Go  and  sit  down  there,  please:  I've  got  a  word  to 
^K^  to  you." 

^B  Lily's  quick  temper  was  getting  the  better  ef  her  fears, 
^Bbe  drew  herself  up  and  moved  toward  the  door. 
^r  "If  you  have  anything  to  say  to  rae,  you  muet  say  it 
another  time.  I  shall  go  up  to  Judy  unless  you  call  a 
cab  for  me  at  once." 

He  burst  into  a  laugh.  "Go  upstairs  and  welcome, 
my  dear;  but  you  won't  find  Judy.  She  ain't  there." 

Lily  cast  a  startled  look  upon  him.  "Do  you  mean 
that  Judy  is  not  in  the  house — not  in  town?"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"That 'a  just  what  I  do  mean,"  returned  Trenor,  his 
bluster  sinking  to  sullenness  under  her  look. 

"Nonsense — I  don't  beheve  you.  I  am  going  up- 
gtajrs,"  she  said  impatiently. 

He  drew  unexpectedly  aside,  letting  her  reach  the 
^^ threshold  unimpeded. 
^V  *Go  up  and  welcome;  but  my  wife  is  at  Bellomont," 
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But  Lily  had  a  flash  of  reassurance.  "If  she  hadnt 
come  she  would  have  sent  me  word " 

"She  did;  she  telephoned  me  this  a^rnoon  to  let 
you  know." 

"I  received  no  message." 

*'I  didn't  send  any." 

The  two  measured  eaeli  other  for  a  moment,  but  Lily 
still  saw  her  opponent  through  a  blur  of  scorn  that  made 
all  other  considerations  indistinct. 

"I  can't  imagine  your  object  in  playing  such  a  stit* 
pid  trick  on  me;  but  if  you  have  fuUy  gratified  your 
peculiar  sense  of  humour  I  must  again  ask  you  to  send 
for  a  cab." 

It  was  the  wTong  note,  and  she  knew  it  as  she  spok& 
To  be  stung  by  irony  it  is  not  necessary  to  understand 
it,  and  the  angry  streaks  on  Trenor'a  face  might  have 
been  raised  by  an  actual  lash. 

"Look  here,  Lily,  don't  take  that  high  and  mighty 
tone  with  me."  He  had  again  moved  toward  the  dootj 
and  in  her  instinctive  shrinking  from  him  she  let  him 
regain  command  of  the  threshold.  "  I  did  play  a  trick  on 
you;  I  own  up  to  it;  but  if  you  think  I'm  ashamed 
you  're  mistaken.  Lord  knows  I  've  been  patient  enou^ 
- — I've  hung  round  and  looked  like  an  ass.  And  all  the 
while  you  were  letting  a  lot  of  other  fellows  make  up  to 
you  .  .  .  letting  'em  make  fun  of  me,  I  daresay  ,  ,  ,  I'm 
not  sharp,  and  can't  dress  ray  friends  up  to  look  fiinny, 
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m  ;oQ  do  . .  .  but  I  can  tell  when  it 's  being  done  to  me 

...  1  can  tell  fast  enough  when  I  'm  made  a  fool  of ... " 

"Ah,  I  shouldn't  have  thought  that!"  flashed  from 
Lily;  but  her  laugh  dropped  to  silence  under  his  look. 

"No;  you  would  n't  have  thought  it;  but  you'll  know 
better  now.  That's  what  you're  here  fop  tonight.  I've 
been  waiting  for  a  quiet  time  to  talk  things  over,  and 
now  I  've  got  it  I  mean  to  make  you  hear  me  out." 

His  first  rush  of  inarticulate  resentment  had  been  fol- 
lowed by  a  steadiness  and  concentration  of  tone  more 
disconcerting  to  Lily  than  the  excitement  preceding  it. 
For  a  moment  her  presence  of  mind  forsook  her.  She 
had  more  than  once  been  in  situations  where  a  quick 
Bword-play  of  wit  had  been  needful  to  cover  her  retreat; 
but  her  frightened  heart-throbs  told  her  that  here  such 
skill  would  not  avail. 

To  gain  time  she  repeated;  "I  don't  understand  what 
you  want." 

Trenor  had  pushed  a  chcur  between  herself  and  the 
door.  He  threw  himself  in  it,  and  leaned  back,  looking 
up  at  her. 

"1 11  tell  you  what  I  want :  I  want  to  know  just  where 
you  and  I  stand.  Hang  it,  the  man  who  pays  for  the  din- 
ner ia  generally  allowed  to  have  a  seat  at  table." 
'<  She  flamed  with  anger  and  abasement,  and  the  sicken- 
ing need  of  having  to  conciliate  where  she  longed  to 
humble, 
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"I  don't  know  what  you  mean — but  you  must  see,Gu^ 
that  I  can't  stay  here  talking  to  you  at  this  hour- 

"Grad,  you  go  to  men's  houses  fast  enough  in  brow 
daylight — strikes  me  you're  not  always  so  deuced 
ful  of  appearances." 

The  brutality  of  the  thmst  gave  her  the  sense  of  dia 
ziness  that  follows  on  a  physical  blow.  Rosedale  hai 
spoken  then — this  was  the  way  men  talked  of  her— 
She  felt  suddenly  weak  and  defenceless:  there  wan  i 
throb  of  self-pity  in  her  throat.  But  all  the  while  on 
other  self  was  sharpening  her  to  vigilance,  whisperinj 
the  terrified  warning  that  every  word  and  gesture  mus 
be  measured. 

"If  you  have  brought  me  here  to  say  insulting  thing 
"  she  began. 

Trenor  laughed.  "Don't  talk  stage-rot.  I  don't  vrwa 
to  insult  you.  But  a  man 's  got  his  feelings — and  you  V 
played  with  mine  too  long.  I  did  n't  begin  this  buHioefl 
— kept  out  of  the  way,  and  left  the  track  clear  for  tbl 
other  chaps,  till  you  rummaged  me  out  and  set  to  wori 
to  make  an  ass  of  me — and  an  easy  job  you  had  of  i1 
too.  That's  the  trouble — it  was  too  easy  for  you — ya 
got  reckless — thought  you  could  turn  me  inside  oul 
and  chuck  me  in  the  gutter  like  an  empty  purse.  Bui 
by  gad,  that  ain't  playing  fair :  that 's  dodging  the  nila 
of  the  game.  Of  course  I  know  now  what  you  wanted' 
it  wasn't  my  beautiful  eyes  you  were  after — but  I  tel 
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He  lose,  Bquaring  his  ahoulders  aggraviTelyy  and 
stepped  toward  her  with  a  reddeoing  brow;  but  the  held 
her  footing,  though  every  nerve  tore  at  her  to  xetzeat 
as  he  advanced, 

^Pay  up?**  she  fidtered.  ^Do  you  mean  that  I  owe 
you  money?" 

He  laughed  again,  ''Oh,  I*m  not  asking  for  payment 
in  kind.  But  there's  such  a  thing  as  fair  play — and  in* 
terest  on  on^_money — and  hang  me  if  IVehad  aawjiiA 


''Your  money?  What  have  I  to  do  with  your  money? 
You  advised  me  how  to  invest  mine  •  •  *  you  must  have 
seen  I  knew  nothing  of  business  •  •  •  you  told  me  it  was 
all  right '^ 

"It  wa8  all  right — it  is,  lily:  you^  welcome  to  aH 
of  it,  and  ten  times  more.  I'm  only  asking  for  a  word  of 
thanks  from  you.**  He  was  closer  still,  with  a  hand  that 
grew  formidable;  and  the  frightened  self  in  her  was  drag- 
ging the  other  down. 

"I  have  thanked  you;  I've  shown  I  was  grateful.  What 
more  have  you  done  than  any  friend  might  do,  or  any  one 
accept  from  a  friend?'' 

Trenor  caught  her  up  with  a  sneer.  ^I  don't  doubt 
you've  accepted  as  much  before — and  chucked  the  otfaei 
chaps  as  you  ''d  like  to  chuck  me.  I  don't  care  how  yov 
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settled  your  score  with  them — if  you  fooled  *em  I' 
that  much  to  the  good.  Don't  stare  at  me  like  that — T 
know  I  'm  not  talking  the  way  a  man  is  supposed  to  talk 
to  a  girl — but,  hang  it,  if  you  don't  like  it  you  can  atop' 
me  quick  enough — you  know  I'm  mad  about  you — •' 
damn  the  money,  there's  plenty  more  of  it — if  that'' 
bothers  you  ...  I  was  a  brute,  Lily  —Lily! — juat  look 
at  me " 

Over  and  over  her  the  sea  of  humiliation  broke- 
wave  crashing  on  wave  so  close  that  the  moral  shame 
was  one  with  the  physical  dread.  It  seemed  to  her  that' 
self-esteem  would  have  made  her  invulnerable — that  it' 
was  her  own  dishonour  which  put  a  fearfiil  solitude 
about  her. 

His  touch  was  a  shock  to  her  drowning  consciousness^ 
She  drew  back  from  him  with  a  desperate  assumption  of 
scorn. 

"I've  told  you  I  don't  understand — -but  if  1  oweyoi 
money  you  shall  be  paid " 

Trenor's  face  darkened  to  rage:  her  recoil  of  abhor* 
rence  had  called  out  the  primitive  man. 

"Ah — you'll  borrow  from  Selden  or  Roaedaie — and! 
take  your  chances  of  fooling  them  as  you  've  fooled  mrf 
Unless — unless  you  've  settled  your  other  scores  ajreadr 
— and  I'm  the  only  one  left  out  in  the  cold!" 

She  stood  silent,  frozen  to  her  place.  The  words — thtf 

words  were  worse  than  the  touch  1  Her  heart  was  beat- 
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»  all  over  her  body — in  her  throat,  her  limbs,  her 
helpless  useless  hands.  Her  eyes  travelled  despairingly 
about  the  room — they  lit  on  the  bell,  and  she  remem- 
bered that  help  was  in  call.  Yes,  but  scandal  with  it — 
a  hideous  mustering  of  tongues.  No,  she  must  fight  her 
_way  out  alone.  It  waa  enough  that  the  servants  knew 
r  to  be  in  the  house  with  Trenor — there  must  be 

;  to  excite  conjecture  in  her  way  of  leaving  it. 
She  raised  her  head,  and  achieved  a  last  cleai-  look  at 


"I  am  here  alone  with  you,"  she  said.  "What  more 
have  you  to  say?" 

To  her  surprise,  Trenor  answered  the  look  with  a 
speechless  stare.  With  his  last  gust  of  words  the  flame 
had  died  out,  leaving  him  chill  and  humbled.  It  was  as 
though  a  cold  air  had  dispersed  the  fiimea  of  bis  liba- 
tions, and  the  situation  loomed  before  him  black  and 
naked  as  the  ruins  of  a  fire.  Old  habits,  old  restraints, 
the  hand  of  inherited  order,  plucked  back  the  bewil- 
1  mind  which  passion  had  jolted  from  its  ruts.  Tre- 
eye  had  the  haggard  look  of  the  sleep-walker 
naked  on  a  deathly  ledge. 

"Go  home!  Go  away  from  here" he  stammered, 

and  tuming  Ms  back  on  her  walked  toward  the  hearth. 

The  sharp  release  from  her  fears  restored  Lily  to  im- 

^jpediate  lucidity.  iThe  collapse  of  Trenor's  will  left  her 

^Bbi  control,  and  she  heard  berself,  in  a  voice  that  was  ha 
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own  yet  outside  herself,  bidding  him  ring  for  the  sw* 
vant,  bidding  him  give  the  order  for  a  hansom,  direct 
ing  him  to  put  her  in  it  when  it  came.  Whence  tht 
strength  came  to  her  ahe  knew  not;  but  an  insistent  voicB 
warned  her  that  she  must  leave  the  house  openly,  and 
nerved  her,  in  the  hall  before  the  hovering  care-taker,  tfr 
exchange  light  words  with  Trenor,  and  charge  him  witli 
the  usual  messages  for  Judy,  while  aU  the  while  ahe  shook 
with  inward  loathing. 'On  the  doorstep,  with  the  street 
before  hex,  she  felt  a  mad  throb  of  liberation,  intoxi* 
eating  as  the  prisoner's  first  draught  of  free  tor;  but  thv 
clearness  of  brain  continued,  and  she  noted  the  mute  as- 
pect of  Fifth  Avenue,  guessed  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour) 
and  even  observed  a  man's  figure — was  there  something 
half-familiar  in  its  outline? — which,  aa  she  entered  the 
hansom,  turned  from  the  opposite  comer  and  vanished 
in  the  obscurity  of  the  side  street. 

But  with  the  turn  of  the  wheels  reaction  came,  ancl 
shuddering  darkness  closed  on  her.  "I  can't  think — I 
can't  think,"  she  moaned,  and  leaned  her  head  again^ 
the  rattling  side  of  the  cab.  Shg  seem"-!  ",  "ti'flnfrr  tw 
herself,  or  rather  there  were  two"  selves  in_^hl 


n,  and  a  new  abhorrent  being  to 
rrhirh  it  fnnnd  itirlf  ijifiinVd  ^hr  had  once  picked  up,  in 
a  house  where  she  was  stayilig,  a  translation  of  the  En* 
menUles,  and  her  imagination  had  been  seized  by  Um 
high  ten-or  of  the  scene  where  Orestes,  in  the  cave  of  tin; 
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oracle,  fincU  bis  implacable  huntresses  asleep,  and  snatches 
mt  hour's  repose.  Yes,  the  Furies  might  soiiietiuies  sleep, 
but  they  were  there,  always  there  in  the  dark  comers, 
Hnd  now  they  were  awake  and  the  iron  clang  of  their 
^Hliiigs  was  in  her  brain  .  . ,  She  opened  her  eyes  and  saw 
^^Hie  streets  passing — the  familiar  alien  streets.  All  she 
looked  on  was  the  same  and  yet  changed.  There  was  a 
great  gulf  fixed  between  today  and  yesterday,  Every- 
_  thing  in  the  past  seemed  simple,  natural,  full  of  daylight 
B  —-and  she  was  alone  in  a  place  of  darkness  and  pollution. 
—  Altir^fi!  Tt  WM  thp  lonplinpaa  thnf  frig>itpnpH  her.  Hpr 
eyes  fell  on  an  illuminated  clock  at  a  street  corner,  and 
she  saw  that  the  hands  marked  the  half  hour  after  eleven. 
Only  half-post  eleven — there  were  hours  and  hours  left 
of  the  night!  And  she  must  spend  them  alone,  shudder- 
ing sleepless  on  her  bed.  Her  soft  nature  recoiled  Irom 
this  ordeal,  which  had  none  of  the  stimulus  of  conflict  to 
goad  her  through  it.  Oh,  the  slow  cold  drip  of  the  min- 
utes on  her  head!  She  had  a  vision  of  herself  lying  on  the 
black  walnut  bed — and  the  darkness  would  frighten  her, 
and  if  she  left  the  light  burning  the  dreary  details  of  the 
room  would  brand  themselves  forever  on  her  brain.  She 
hod  always  hated  her  room  at  Mrs.  Peniston's — its  ugli- 
ness, ita  impersonality,  the  fact  that  nothing  in  it  wa« 
really  hers.  To  a  torn  heart  uncomiorted  by  human  neor- 
^^leas  a  room  may  open  almost  human  arms,  and  the  being 
^^b  vhom  no  four  walls  mean  more  than  any  others,  is,  at 
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such  hours,  expatriate  everywhere, 

Lily  had  no  heart  to  lean  ou.  Her  relation  with  her 
aunt  was  as  superficial  as  that  of  chance  lodgers  who  p 
on  the  stairs.  But  even  had  the  two  been  in  closer  con- 
tact, it  was  impossible  to  think  of  Mrs.  Peniston's  mindi 
as  offering  shelter  or  comprehension  to  such  misery  as 
LOy's.  As  the  pain  that  can  be  told  is  but  half  a  pain, 
so  the  pity  that  questions  has  little  healing  in  its  touch. 
What  Lily  craved  was  the  darkness  made  by  enfolding: 
arms,  the  silence  which  is  not  solitude,  but  compassioi)> 
holding  its  breath. 

She  started  up  and  looked  forth  on  the  passing  streets, 
Gerty! — they  were  nearing  Gerty's  comer.  If  only  she^ 
could  reach  there  before  this  labouring  anguish  burst 
from  her  breast  to  her  hps — if  only  she  could  feel  tbeF 
hold  of  Gerty's  arms  while  she  shook  in  the  ague-fit  of 
fear  that  was  coming  upon  her!  She  pushed  up  the  door 
in  the  roof  and  called  the  address  to  the  driver.  It  wa* 
not  so  late — Gerty  might  still  be  waking.  And  even  if 
she  were  not,  the  sound  of  the  bell  would  penetrate  every' 
recess  of  her  tiny  apartment,  and  rouse  her  to  answer  her 
friend's  call. 

XIV 

GERTY  Faeish,  the  morning  after  the  Welling, 
ton  Brys'  entertainment,  woke  from  dreami 
happy  as  Lily's.  If  they  were  less  vivid  in  hue,  more  i 
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1  to  tiie  half- tints  of  her  personality  and  her  expert- 
:;,  thej  were  for  that  very  reason  better  suited  to  her 
1  vision.  Such  flashes  of  joy  as  Lily  moved  in  would 
have  blinded  Miss  Farish,  who  was  accustomed,  in  the 
way  of  happiness,  to  such  scant  light  as  shone  through 
the  cracks  of  other  people's  lives. 

Now  she  was  the  centre  of  a  little  illumination  of  her 
own;  a  mild  but  unmistakable  beam,  compounded  of 
I^wrence  Selden's  growing  kindness  to  herself  and  the 
discovery  that  lie  extended  his  liking  to  Lily  Bart.  If 
these  two  factors  seem  incompatible  to  the  student  of 
feminine  psychology,  it  must  be  remembered  that  Gerty 
had  always  been  a  parasite  in  the  moral  order,  living  on 
the  crumbs  of  other  tables,  and  content  to  look  through 
the  window  at  the  banquet  spread  for  her  fiiends.  Now 
that  she  was  enjoying  a  little  private  feast  of  her  own,  it 
would  have  seemed  incredibly  selfish  not  to  lay  a  plate 
for  a  friend ;  and  there  was  no  one  with  whom  she  would 

Kither  have  shared  her  enjoyment  than  Miss  Bart. 
As  to  the  natiu«  of  Selden's  growing  kindness,  Gerty 
ould  no  more  have  dai-ed  to  define  it  than  she  would 
have  tried  to  learn  a  butterfly's  colours  by  knocking  the 
dust  from  its  wings.  To  seize  on  the  wonder  would  be  to 
brush  off  its  bloom,  and  perhaps  see  it  fade  and  stiffen 
in  her  hand :  better  the  sense  of  beauty  palpitating  out 
^_^  reach,  while  she  held  her  breath  and  watched  where 
Hb  would  alight.  Yet  Selden's  manner  at  the  Brys'  had 
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brought  the  flutter  of  wings  so  close  that  they  seemed 
to  be  beating  in  her  own  heart.  She  had  never  seen  him 
TO  alert,  so  responsive,  so  attentive  to  what  she  had  to 
Bay.  His  habitual  manner  had  an  absent-minded  kind- 
liness which  she  accepted,  and  was  grateful  for,  as  the 
liveliest  sentiment  her  presence  was  likely  to  inspire;  but 
she  was  quick  to  feel  in  him  a  change  implying  that  for 
once  she  could  give  pleasure  as  well  as  receive  it. 

And  it  was  so  delightful  that  this  higher  degree  of 
sympathy  should  be  reached  through  their  interest  in 
Lily  Bart!  Gerty's  affection  for  her  friend— a  sentiment 
that  had  learned  to  keep  itself  alive  on  the  scantiest  diet 
— had  grown  to  active  adoration  since  Lily's  restless 
curiosity  had  drawn  her  into  the  circle  of  Miss  Farish's 
work.  Lily's  taste  of  beneficence  had  wakened  in  her  a 
momentary  appetite  for  well-doing.  Her  visit  to  the 
Girls'  Club  had  first  brought  her  in  contact  with  the 
dramatic  contrasts  of  life.  She  had  always  accepted  with 
philosophic  calm  the  fact  that  such  existences  as  hen 
were  pedestalled  on  foundations  of  obscure  humanity. 
The  dreary  limbo  of  dinginess  lay  all  around  and  beneath 
that  little  illuminated  circle  in  which  life  reached  its  finest 
efflorescence,  as  the  mud  and  sleet  of  a  winter  night  en- 
close a  hot-house  filled  with  tropical  flowers.  All  this  wu 
in  the  natural  order  of  things,  and  the  orchid  basking  in 
Hs  artificially  created  atmosphere  could  round  the  delicata 
curves  of  its  petals  uudisturbed  by  the  ice  on  the  pnoeK^* 
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But  it  is  one  thing  to  live  comfortably  with  the  ab- 
stract conception  of  poverty,  another  to  be  brought  in 
contact  with  its  human  embodiments.  Lily  had  never  con- 
ceived of  these  victims  of  fate  otherwise  than  in  the  mass. 
That  the  mass  was  composed  of  individual  lives,  innu- 
merable separate  centres  of  sensation,  with  her  own  eager' 
reachings  for  pleasure,  her  own  fierce  revulsions  from  pain 
—that  some  of  these  bundles  of  feeling  were  clothed  in 
shapes  not  so  unlike  her  own,  with  eyes  meant  to  look  on 
gladness,  and  young  lips  shaped  for  love — this  discovery 
gave  Lily  one  of  those  sudden  shocks  of  pity  that  some- 
times decentrahze  a  life.  Lily's  nature  was  incapable  of 
such  renewal:  she  could  feel  other  demands  only  through 
her  own,  and  no  pain  was  long  vivid  which  did  not  press 
on  an  answering  nerve.  But  for  the  moment  she  was  drawn 
out  of  herself  by  the  interest  of  her  direct  relation  with 
a  world  so  unlike  her  own.  She  had  supplemented  hei 
first  gift  by  personal  assistance  to  one  or  two  of  Miss 
Farish'smost  appealing  subjects,  and  the  admiration  and 
interest  her  presence  excited  among  the  tired  workers  at 
the  club  ministered  in  a  new  form  to  her  insatiable  de- 
Bire  to  please, 

Gerty  Farish  was  not  a  close  enough  reader  of  char- 
acter to  disentangle  the  mixed  threads  of  which  Lily's 
philanthropy  was  woven.  She  supposed   her   beautiful 

E^-'-nd  to  be  actuated  by  the  same  motive  as  herself — 
t  sharpening  of  the  moral  visioivwhich  makes  all  hu- 
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man  suffering  so  near  and  insistent  that  the  other  aspects 
gf  life  fade  into  remoteness.  Gerty  lived  by  such  simple 
formulas  that  she  did  not  hesitate  to  dass  her  friend's 
state  w-ith  the  emotional  "change  of  heart"  to  which  ha 
dealings  with  the  poor  had  accustomed  her;  and  she  re- 
joiced in  the  thought  that  she  hod  been  the  humble  in- 
strument of  this  renewal.  Now  she  had  an  answer  to  all 
criticisms  of  lily's  conduct:  as  she  had  said,  she  knew 
"the  real  Lily,"  and  the  discovery  that  Selden  shared  her 
tcnowledge  raised  her  placid  acceptance  of  life  to  a  da& 
ded  sense  of  its  possibilities — a  sense  farther  enlarged,  in 
the  course  of  the  afternoon,  by  the  receipt  of  a  telegram 
from  Selden  asking  if  he  might  dine  with  her  that  evening. 
While  Gerty  was  lost  in  the  happy  bustle  which  thw 
announcement  produced  in  her  small  household,  Selden 
was  at  one  with  her  in  thinking  with  intensity  of  Lily 
Bart.  The  case  which  had  called  him  to  Albany  was  not 
complicated  enough  to  absorb  all  his  attention,  and  be 
had  the  professional  faculty  of  keeping  a  part  of  his  mind 
free  when  its  ser>4ces  were  not  needed.  This  part — which 
at  the  moment  seemed  dangerously  like  the  whole — waa 
filled  to  the  brim  with  the  sensations  of  the  previous 
evening.  Selden  understood  the  symptoms:  he  recognized 
the  &ct  that  he  was  paying  up,  as  there  had  always  been 
,  a  chance  of  his  having  to  pay  up,  for  the  voluntary  exclu- 
sions of  his  past.  He  had  meant  to  keep  free  from  per- 
manent ties  not  from  any  poverty  of  feeling,  but  because. 
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in  a  diflerent  way,  he  was.  as  much  as  lilj,  Uie  TJctiin  ol 
his  environmenL  There  bad  been  a  germ  of  truth  in  his 
declaration  to  Gerty  Farish  that  be  had  never  wanted 
to  maiTj  a  "nice"  girl;  the  adjective  connoting,  in  his 
coup's  vocabulary',  certain  utilitarian  qualities  which  are 
1^  to  preclude  the  luxury  of  charm.  Now  it  had  been 
Sdden's  &te  to  have  a  cbarming  mother:  her  graceful 
portrait,  all  smiles  and  Cashmere,  still  emitted  a  faded 
ecent  of  the  undefinable  quality.  His  father  was  the  kind 
of  man  who  delights  in  a  charming  woman  -  who  quotes 
her,  stiraolates  her,  and  keeps  her  perennially  charming 
Nether  one  of  the  couple  cared  for  money,  but  their  dis- 
dain of  it  took  the  form  of  alwaj-s  spending  a  little  more 
tban  was  prudent.  If  their  house  was  shabby,  it  was  ex- 
qnisitely  kept:  if  there  were  good  books  on  the  shelves 
there  were  also  good  dishes  on  the  table.  Selden  senior 
had  an  eye  for  a  picture,  his  wife  an  understanding  of 
old  lace;  and  both  were  so  conscious  of  restraint  and  dis- 
crimination in  buying  that  they  never  quite  knew  how 
it  was  that  the  bills  mounted  up. 

Though  many  of  Selden's  friends  would  have  called  bis 
parents  poor,  be  had  grown  up  in  an  atmosphere  where 
restricted  means  were  felt  only  as  a  check  on  aimless 
profusion:  where  the  few  possessions  were  so  good  that 
their  rarity  gave  them  a  merited  relief,  and  abstinence 
was  combined  with  elegance  in  a  way  exemplified  by  Mrs, 

EB  knack  of  wearing  her  old  velvet  as  if  it  were  new. 
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A  man  has  the  advantage  of  being  dehvered  early  fron 
the  home  point  of  view,  and  before  Selden  left  coll^ti 
he  had  learned  that  there  are  as  many  different  ways  of 
going  without  money  as  of  spending  it.  Unfortunately,  he 
found  no  way  as  agreeable  as  that  practised  at  home; 
and  his  views  of  womankind  in  especial  were  tinged  by  the 
remembrance  of  the  one  woman  who  had  given  him  his 
sense  of  "values,"  It  was  from  her  that  he  inherited  his 
detachment  from  the  sumptuary  sT3eT5f1ife:'~the  stoic's 
^relesanessjILjaatefial  things,  cbmbmed  with  the  Epicu- 
rieasure  in  them.  Life  shorn  of  either  feeling  ap 


peared  tolihll  il  diminished  thing;  and  nowhere  was  the 
blending  of  the  two  ingredients  so  essential  as  in  the 
character  of  a  pretty  woman. 

It  had  always  seemed  to  Selden  that  expei-ience  offered 
a  great  deal  besides  the  sentimental  adventure,  yet  he 
could  vividly  conceive  of  a  love  which  should  broaden  and 
deepen  tiU  it  became  the  central  fact  of  life.  What  hecould 
not  accept,  in  his  own  case,  was  the  makeshift  alternative 
of  a  relation  that  should  be  less  than  this:  that  should 
leave  some  portions  of  his  nature  unsatisfied,  while  it  put 
an  undue  strain  on  others.  He  would  not,  in  other  words, 
yield  to  the  growth  of  an  affection  which  might  appeal 
to  pity  yet  leave  the  understanding  untouched :  sympathy 
ehould  no  more  delude  him  than  a  trick  of  the  eyes,  the 
grace  of  helplessness  than  a  curve  of  the  cheek. 

But  now — that  hlth  but  passed  hke  a  sponge  over  all 
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I  TOWS.  His  reasoned-out  resistances  seemed  for  the 
moment  so  much  less  important  than  the  question  as  to 
when  Lily  would  receive  his  note!  He  yielded  himself  to 

^e  charm  of  trivial  preoccupations,  wondering  at  what 
r  her  reply  would  be  sent,  with  what  words  it  would 

iiegin.  As  to  its  import  he  had  no  doubt — lie  was  aa 

lure  of  her  surrender  as  of  his  own.  And  so  he  had 
leisure  to  muse  on  all  its  exquisite  details,  as  a  hard 

lorker,  on  a  holiday  morning,  might  lie  still  and  watch 
e  beam  of  light  travel  gradually  across  his  room.  But 

f  the  new  light  dazzled,  it  did  not  blind  him.  He  could 
fltill  discern  the  outline  of  facts,  though  his  own  relation 
to  them  had  changed.  He  was  no  less  conscious  than  be- 
fore of  what  was  said  of  Lily  Bart,  but  he  could  separate 
the  woman  be  knew  from  the  vulgar  estimate  of  her.  His 
mind  turned  to  Gerty  Parish's  words,  and  the  wisdom  of 
the  world  seemed  a  groping  thing  beside  the  insight  of 
innocence.  Blessed  ore  the  pure  in  heaii^/br  they  shall  see 
God — even  the  bidden  god  in  their  neighbour's  breast! 
Selden  was  in  the  state  of  impassioned  self-absorption 
that  the  first  surrender  to  love  produces.  His  craving  / 
was  for  the  companionship  of  one  whose  point  of  view  " 
should  justify  his  own,  who  should  confirm,  by  deliber-   \ 
ate  observation,  the  truth  to  which  bis  intuitions  bod 
leaped.  He  could  not  wait  for  the  midday  recess,  but 

Ea  moment's  leisure  in  court  to  scribble  his  tele- 
to  Gerty  Parish. 
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Reaching  town,  he  was  driven  direct  to  his  club,  where 
he  hoped  a  note  from  Miss  Bart  might  await  him.  But 
his  box  contained  only  a  line  of  rapturous  assent  from 
Gertv,  and  he  was  turning  away  disappointed  when  ha 
was  hailed  by  a  voice  from  the  smoking  room. 

"Hallo,  Lawrence!  Dining  here?  Take  a  bite  with  me 
■ — I've  ordered  a  canvas-back." 

He  discovered  Trenor,  in  his  day  clothes,  sitting,  with 
A  tall  glass  at  his  elbow,  behind  the  folds  of  a  sporting 
journal. 

Selden  thanked  him,  but  pleaded  an  engagement. 

"Hang  it,  I  believe  every  man  in  town  has  an  engage- 
ment tonight.  I  shall  have  the  club  to  myself.  You  know 
how  I  'm  living  this  winter,  rattling  round  in  that  empty 
house.  My  wife  meant  to  come  to  town  today,  but  she^ 
put  it  off  again,  and  how  is  a  fellow  to  dine  alone  in  a 
room  with  the  looking-glasses  covered,  and  nothing  but 
H  bottle  of  Harvey  sauce  on  the  side-board?  I  say,  Law- 
rence, chuck  your  engagement  and  take  pity  on  me — it 
gives  me  the  blue  devils  to  dine  alone,  and  there's  no- 
body but  that  canting  ass  Wetherall  in  the  dub." 

"Sony,  Gus — I  can't  do  it." 

As  Selden  turned  away,  he  noticed  the  dark  flush  OD 
Trenor's  face,  the  unpleasant  moisture  of  his  intensely 
white  forehead,  the  way  his  jewelled  rings  were  wedged 
in  the  creases  of  his  fat  red  fingers.  Certainly  the  beast 
was  predominating — the  beast  at  the  bottom  of  the  gli 
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And  he  had  heard  this  man's  name  coupled  with  Lily'si 
Bah — the  thought  sickened  him;  all  the  way  back  to  his 
rooms  he  was  haunted  by  the  sight  of  Trenors  fat  creased 

hands 

On  his  table  lay  the  note:  Lily  had  sent  it  to  his 
rooms.  He  knew  what  was  in  it  before  he  broke  the  seal 
— a  grey  seal  with  Beyond!  beneath  a  flying  ship.  Ah, 
he  »niili1  fjiltP  hpT  hpynnij— beyond  the  ugliness,  the 
pettiness,  the  attrition  and  corrosion  of  the  soul 


Gerty's  little  sitting-room  sparkled  with  welcome  when 
Selden  entered  it.  Its  modest  "effects,"  compact  of  enamel 
paint  and  ingenuity,  spoke  to  him  in  the  language  just 
then  sweetest  to  his  ear.  It  is  surprising  how  little  nar- 
row wftUs  and  a  low  ceiling  matter,  when  the  roof  of  the 
soul  has  suddenly  been  raised.  Gerty  sparkled  too;  or  at 
least  shone  with  a  tempered  radiance.  He  had  never  be- 
fore noticed  that  she  had  "points" — really,  some  good 
fellow  might  do  worse  .  ,  .  Over  the  little  dinner  (and 
aere,  again,  the  effects  were  wonderful)  he  told  her  she 
ought  to  marry  ^ — ^he  was  in  a  mood  to  pair  off  the  whole 
world.  She  had  made  the  caramel  custard  with  her  own 
bands?  It  was  sinful  to  keep  such  gifts  to  heiself.  He  re- 
6ected  with  a  throb  of  pride  that  Lily  could  trim  her 
own  hats — she  had  told  him  so  the  day  of  their  walk  at 

illomont. 
R  He  did  not  speak  of  Lily  till  after  dinner.  During  the 
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little  repast  he  kept  the  talk  on  his  hosteas,  who,  flut- 
tered at  being  the  centre  of  observation,  shone  as  rosy 
as  the  candle-shades  she  had  manufactured  for  the  occa- 
sion, Selden  evinced  an  extraordinary  interest  in  her 
household  armngemcnts:  complimented  her  on  the  in- 
genuity with  which  she  had  utilized  every  inch  of  her 
small  quarters,  asked  how  her  servant  managed  about 
afternoons  out,  learned  that  one  may  improvise  delicious 
dinners  in  a  chafing-dish,  and  uttered  thoughtful  gen- 
eralizations on  the  burden  of  a  large  establishment. 

When  they  were  in  the  sitting-room  again,  where 
they  fitted  as  snugly  as  bits  in  a  puzzle,  and  she  had 
brewed  the  cofTee,  and  poured  it  into  her  grandmother's 
egg-shell  cups,  hia  eye,  as  he  leaned  back,  basking  in  the 
warm  fragrance,  lighted  on  a  recent  photograph  of  Miss 
Bart,  and  the  desired  transition  was  effected  without  an 
effort.  The  photograph  was  well  enough — but  to  catch 
her  as  she  had  looked  last  night!  Gerty  agreed  with  him 
—  never  had  she  been  so  radiant,  Bnt  could  photography 
capture  that  light?  There  had  been  a  new  look  in  her 
face — something  different;  yes,  Selden  agreed  there  had 
been  something  different.  The  coffee  was  so  exquisite 
that  he  asKed  for  a.  second  cup:  such  a  contrast  to  the 
watery  stuff  at  the  club!  Ah,  your  poor  bachelor  with 
his  impersonal  club  fare,  alternating  with  the  equally 
impersonal  cuisine  of  the  dinner-party !  A  man  who  lived 
in  lodgings  missed  the  best  part  of  life — he  pictured 
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lavourless  solitude  of  Trenor's  repast,  and  felt  a  mo- 
ment's  compasaiou  for  the  man  .  .  .  But  to  return  to 
Lily — and  again  and  again  he  returned,  questioning, 
conjecturing,  leading  Gerty  on,  draining  her  inmost 
thoughts  of  their  stored  tenderness  for  her  friend. 

At  first  she  poured  herself  out  unstintingly,  happy  in 
this  perfect  comnumion  of  their  sympathies.  His  under- 
standing of  Lily  helped  to  confirm  her  own  belief  in  her 
friend.  They  dwelt  together  on  the  fact  that  Lily  had 
had  no  chance.  Gerty  instanced  her  generous  impulses 
— her  restlessness  and  discontent.  The  fact  that  her  life 
had  never  satisfied  her  proved  that  she  was  made  for 
better  things.  She  might  have  married  more  than  once 
— the  conventional  rich  marriage  which  she  had  been 
taught  to  consider  the  sole  end  of  existence — but  when 
the  opportunity  citme  she  had  always  shrunk  from  it. 
Percy  Gryce,  for  instance,  had  been  in  love  with  her — 
every  one  at  Bellomont  had  supposed  them  to  be  en- 
gaged,  and  her  dismissal  of  him  was  thought  inexplicable. 
This  view  of  the  Gryce  incident  chimed  too  well  with 
Selden's  mood  not  to  be  instantly  adopted  by  him,  with 
a  flash  of  retrospective  contempt  for  what  had  once 
seemed  the  obvious  solution.  If  rejection  there  had  been 
— and  he  wondered  now  that  he  had  ever  doubted  it! 
— then  he  held  the  key  to  the  secret,  and  the  hillsides  of 
Bellomont  were  lit  up,  not  with  sunset,  but  with  dawn. 
It  was  he  who  had  wavered  and  disowned  the  face  of  op- 
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portunity— and  the  joy  now  warming  his  breast  might 
have  been  a  familiar  inmate  if  he  had  captured  it  in 
first  flight. 

It  was  at  this  point,  perhaps,  that  ajoy  just  trying 
wings  in  Gerty's  heart  dropped  to  earth  and  lay  still.  Sb« 
sat  facing  Selden,  repeating  mechanically:  "No,  she 
never  been  understood^ — — "  and  all  the  while  she  hei» 
aelf  seemed  to  be  sitting  in  the  centre  of  a  great  gWe  rf 
comprehension.  The  little  confidential  room,  where  a  mo* 
ment  ago  their  thoughts  had  touched  elbows  like  theit 
chairs,  grew  to  unfriendly  vastness,  separating  her  froia 
Selden  by  all  the  length  of  her  new  vision  of  the  fiituiA 
— and  that  future  stretched  out  interminably,  with  het 
lonely  figure  toiling  down  it,  a  mere  speck  on  the  soli- 
tude, 

"She  is  herself  with  a  few  people  only;  and  you  an 
one  of  them,"  she  heard  Selden  saying.  And  agfdn:  "B» 
good  to  her,  Gerty,  won't  you?"  and:  "She  has  it  in  he» 
to  become  whatever  she  is  believed  to  be — you  11  hel4 
her  by  believing  the  best  of  her?" 

The  words  beat  on  Gerty's  brain  like  the  sound  of 
language  which  has  seemed  famiHar  at  a  distance,  botl 
on  approaching  is  found  to  be  unintelligible.  He  had 
come  to  talk  to  her  of  Lily — that  was  all!  There  hack 
been  a  third  at  the  feast  she  had  spread  for  him,  and 
that  third  had  taken  her  own  place.  She  tried  to  follow 
what  he  was  saying,  to  cling  to  her  own  part  in  the  talk. 
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— but  it  was  all  as  meaningless  as  the  boom  of  waves 
in  a  drowning  head,  and  she  felt,  as  the  drowning  may 
feel,  that  to  sink  would  be  nothing  beside  the  pain  of 
struggling  to  keep  up, 

Selden  rose,  and  she  drew  a  deep  breath,  feeling  that 
aoon  she  could  yield  to  the  blessed  waves. 

"Mrs.  Fishei-'s?  You  say  she  was  dining  there?  There's 
music  afterwai-d;  I  believe  I  had  a  card  from  her."  He 
glanced  at  the  foolish  pink-fa^Mxl  clock  that  was  drum- 
ming out  this  hideous  hour.  "A  quarter  past  ten?  I  might 
look  in  there  now;  the  Fisher  evenings  are  amusing.  I 
haven't  kept  you  up  too  late,  Gerty?  You  look  tired — 
I  've  Tarabled  on  and  bored  you."  And  in  the  unwonted 
■overflow  of  his  feelings,  he  left  a  cousinly  kiss  upon  her 
cheek. 


At  Mrs.  Fisher's,  thiough  the  cigar-smoke  of  the  studio, 
a  dozen  voices  greeted  Scldcn.  A  song  was  pending  as  he 
entered,  and  he  dropped  into  a  seat  near  his  hostess,  his 
eyes  roaTziing  in  search  of  Miss  Bart.  But  she  was  not 
there,  and  the  discovery  gave  him  a  pang  out  of  all  pro- 
portion to  its  seriousness;  since  the  note  in  his  breast- 
pocket assured  him  that  at  four  the  nest  day  they  would 
meet.  To  his  impatience  it  seemed  immeasurably  long 
to  wait,  and  half-ashamed  of  the  impulse,  he  leaned  to 
Mrs,  Fisher  to  ask,  as  the  music  ceased,  if  Miss  Bart  had 
«tot  dined  with  her. 

[  S5S  ] 
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•■Lily?  She's  just  gone.  She  had  to  run  off,  I  forget 
where.  Wasn't  she  wonderful  last  night?" 

"Who's  that?  Lily?"  asked  Jack  Stepney,  from  the 
depths  of  a  neighbouring  arm-chair.  "  Really,  you  know, 
I  'm  no  prude,  but  when  it  comes  to  a  girl  standing  there 
asif  she  wasupat  auction — I  thought  seriously  of  speak- 
ing to  cousin  Julia." 

"You  didn't  know  Jack  had  become  our  social  cen- 
sor?" Mrs.  risilier  said  to  Selden  with  a  laugh;  and  Step- 
ney spluttered,  amid  the  general  derision:  "Rut  she's  a 
cousin,  hang  it,  and  when  a  man's  married — Town  TaSc 
was  full  of  her  this  morning." 

"Yes:  lively  reading  that  was,"  said  Mr.  Ned  Van 
Alstyne,  stroking  his  moustache  to  hide  the  smile  behind 
it,  "Buy  the  dirty  sheet?  No,  of  course  not;  some  fellow 
showed  it  to  me — but  I'd  heard  the  stories  before. 
When  a  girl's  as  good-looking  as  that  she'd  better 
marry;  then  no  questions  are  asked.  In  our  imperfectly 
organized  society  there  is  no  provision  as  yet  for  the  young 
woman  who  claims  the  privileges  of  marriage  without 
assuming  its  obligations." 

"Well,  I  understand  Lily  is  about  to  assume  them  ia 

Lthe  shape  of  Mr.  Rosedale,"  Mrs.  Fisher  said  with  ft 
laugh. 
"Rosedale — good  heavens!"  exclaimed  Van  Alstyn^ 
dropping  his  eye-glass.  "Stepney,  that's  your  fiault  f(S 
foisting  the  brute  on  us." 
[25*  ] 
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"Oh,  confound  it,  you  know,  we  don't  marry  Rose- 
dale  in  our  family,"  Stepney  languidly  protested;  but 
his  wife,  who  sat  in  oppressive  bridal  finery  at  the  other 
side  of  the  room,  quelled  him  with  the  judicial  reflec- 
tion: "In  Lily's  circumstances  it's  a  mistake  to  have  too 
high  a  standard." 

"I  hear  even  Rosedale  has  been  scared  by  the  talk 
lately,"  Mrs.  Fisher  rejoined;  "but  the  sight  of  her  last 
night  sent  him  off  his  head.  What  do  you  think  he  said 
to  me  after  her  tableauf  'My  God,  Mrs.  Fisher,  if  I 
could  get  Paul  Morpeth  to  paint  her  like  that,  the  pic- 
tore 'd  appreciate  a  hundred  per  cent  in  ten  years.'" 

"By  Jove, — but  isn't  she  about  somewhere?"  ex- 
claimed Van  Alstyne,  restoring  his  glass  with  an  uneasy 
glance. 

"  No ;  she  ran  off  while  you  were  all  miring  the  punch 
'down  stairs.  Where  was  she  going,  by  the  way  ?  What 's 

L  tonight  ?  I  had  n't  heard  of  anything." 

"Oh,  not  a  party,  I  think,"  said  an  inexperienced 
young  Parish  who  had  arrived  late.  "I  put  her  in  bet 
cab  as  I  was  coming  in,  and  she  gave  the  driver  the  Tre- 
nors'  address." 

"The  Trenors'?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jack  Stepney.  "  Why, 
the  house  is  closed — Judy  telephoned  me  from  Bello- 
mont  this  evening." 

"Did  she?  That's  queer.  I'm  sure  I'm  not  mistaken. 

ell,  come  now,  Trenor'a  there,  anyhow — I — oh,  well 
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—the  fact  is,  I  \e  no  head  for  numbers,"  he  broke  ofii 
admonished  by  the  nudge  of  an  adjoining  foot,  and  the 
emile  that  circled  the  room. 

In  its  unpleasant  light  Selden  had  risen  and  was  shak* 
ing  hands  with  his  hostess.  The  air  of  the  place  stifled 
him,  and  he  wondered  why  he  had  stayed  in  it  so  long. 

On  the  dooistep  he  stood  still,  remembering  a  phrase 
of  Lily's:  *'It  SGems  to  me  you  spend  a  good  deal  of  time 
in  the  element  you  disapprove  of." 

Well — what  had  brought  him  there  but  the  quest  of 
licr?  It  was  her  element,  not  his.  But  he  would  lift  her 
out  of  it,  take  her  beyond!  That  Beyond!  on  her  letter 
was  like  a  cry  for  rescue.  He  knew  that  Perseus's  task  is 
not  done  when  he  has  loosed  Andromeda's  chains,  for  her 
limbs  are  numb  with  bondage,  and  she  cannot  rise  and 
walk,  but  clings  to  him  with  dragging  arms  as  he  beats 
back  to  land  with  his  burden.  Well,  he  had  strength  fof' 
both — it  was  her  weakness  which  had  put  the  strengtii 
in  him.  It  was  not,  alas,  a  clean  rush  of  waves  they  had) 
to  win  through,  but  a  clogging  morass  of  old  association 
and  habits,  and  for  the  moment  its  vapours  were  in  h»* 
throat.  But  he  would  see  clearer,  breathe  freer  in  her  pre* 
sence:  she  was  at  once  the  dead  weight  at  his  breast  and 
the  spar  which  should  float  them  to  safety.  He  smiled  sft 
the  whirl  of  metaphor  with  which  he  was  trying  to  built 
up  a  defence  against  the  influences  of  the  last  hour.  It- 
was  pitiable  that  he,  who  knew  the  mixed  motives  oni 
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which  social  judgments  depend,  should  still  feel  hinutell 
EO  swayed  by  them.  How  could  he  lift  Lily  to  a  freer 
vision  of  life,  if  his  own  view  of  her  waa  to  be  coloured 
by  any  mind  in  which  he  saw  her  reflected? 

The  moral  oppression  had  produced  a  physical  craving 
for  air,  and  he  strode  on,  opening  his  lungs  to  the  re- 
verberating coldness  of  the  night.  At  the  corner  of  Fifth 
Avenue  Van  Alatjne  hailed  him  with  an  offer  of  company, 

"Walking?  A  good  thing  to  blow  the  smoke  out  of 
one's  head.  Now  that  women  have  taken  to  tobacco  we 
live  in  a  bath  of  nicotine.  It  would  be  a  curious  thing  to 
study  the  effect  of  cigarettes  on  the  relation  of  the  sexes. 
Smoke  is  almost  as  great  a  solvent  as  divorce:  both  tend 
to  obscure  the  moral  issue." 

Nothing  could  have  been  less  conBonant  with  Selden's 

lood  than  Van  Alstyne's  after-dinner  aphorisms,  but  as 

the  latter  confined  himself  to  generaUties  his  lia- 

Ler's  nerves  were  in  control.  Happily  Van  Alstyne  prided 
himself  on  his  summing  up  of  social  aspects,  and  with 
Selden  for  audience  waa  eager  to  show  the  sureness  of  his 
touch.  Mrs.  Fisher  hved  in  an  East  side  street  near  the 
Park,  and  as  the  two  men  walked  down  Fifth  Avenue  the 
newarchi  tectural  developments  of  that  versatile  thorough- 
&re  invited  Van  Alstyne's  comment. 

"That  Greiner  house,  now — a  typical  rung  in  the  so- 
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cial  ladder!  The  man  who  built  it  came  from  a  milk^  J 

kyhere  all  the  dishes  are  put  on  the  table  at  once.  His  I 
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bfade  is  a  complete  architectural  meal;  if  he  had  omit- 
ted a  style  his  &iends  might  have  thought  the  mon^ 
had  giTen  out.  Not  b.  bad  purchase  for  Rosedale,  though; 
attracts  attention,  and  awes  the  Western  sight-seer.  By 
and  bye  he  'U  get  out  of  that  phase,  and  want  something 
that  the  crowd  will  pass  and  the  few  pause  before.  Es- 
pecially if  he  marries  my  clever  cousin " 

Selden  dashed  in  with  the  query  ■  "And  the  Welling- 
ton Brys'?  Rather  clever  of  it«  kind,  don't  you  think?' 

They  were  just  beneath  the  wide  white  facade,  with  its 
rich  restraint  of  line,  which  suggested  the  clever  corset- 
ing of  a  redundant  figure. 

"That's  the  next  stage;  the  desire  to  imply  that  on© 
has  been  to  Europe,  and  has  a  standard.  I'm  sure  Mrs, 
Bry  thinks  her  house  a  copy  of  the  Trianon,  in  America 
every  marble  house  with  gilt  fiimiture  is  thought  to  be 
a  copy  of  the  Trianon.  What  a  clever  chap  that  archi- 
tect is,  though — how  he  takes  his  client's  measure!  He 
has  put  the  whole  of  Mrs.  Bry  in  his  use  of  the  composite 
order.  Now  for  the  Trenors,  you  remember,  he  chose  the 
Corinthian :  exuberant,  but  based  on  the  best  precedent. 
The  Trenor  house  is  one  of  his  best  things — doesnt 
look  like  a  banqueting-hall  turned  inside  out.  I  heaf 
Mrs.  Trenor  wants  to  build  out  a  new  ball-room,  and 
that  divergence  from  Gus  on  that  point  keeps  her  at 
Bellomont.  The  dimensions  of  the  Brys'  ball-room  must 
rankle:  you  may  be  sure  she  knows  'em  as  well  as  if  she'd 
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wn  there  last  night  with  a  yard-measure.  Who  said  sht 
was  in  town,  by  the  way?  That  Parish  boy?  She  isn't,  I 
know;  Mrs.  Stepney  was  right;  the  house  is  dark,  you 
aee:  I  suppose  Gua  lives  in  the  back." 

He  had  halted  opposite  the  Trenors'  comer,  and  Sel- 
den  perforce  stayed  his  steps  also.  The  house  loomed  ob- 
scure and  uninhabited;  only  an  oblong  gleam  above  the 
door  spoke  of  provisional  octupancy. 

"They  've  bought  the  house  at  the  back ;  it  gives  them 
a  hundred  and  fifty  feet  in  the  side  street.  There 's  where 
the  ball-room's  to  be,  with  a  gallery  connecting  it:  bil- 
liard-room and  so  on  above.  I  suggested  changing  the 
entrance,  and  carrying  the  drawing-room  across  the 
ferhole  Fifth  Avenue  iront'  you  see  the  front  door  cor- 
londfl  with  the  windows " 

The  walking-stick  which  Van  Alstyne  swung  in  de- 
monstration dropped  to  a  startled  *' Hallo!"  as  the  door 
opened  and  two  figures  were  seen  silhouetted  against  the 
hall-light.  At  the  same  moment  a  hansom  halted  at  the 
curb-stone,  and  one  of  the  figures  floated  down  to  it  in  & 
haze  of  evening  draperies;  while  the  other,  black  and 
bulky,  remained  persistently  projected  against  the  light. 

For  an  immeasurable  second  the  two  spectators  of  the 
incident  were  silent;  then  the  house-door  closed,  the  han- 
som rolled  otF,  and  the  whole  scene  slipped  by  as  if  with 
H^e  turn  of  a  stereopticon. 
^B  Van  Alatyne  dropped  his  eye-glass  with  a  low  whistle. 


entrant 
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"A — hem — nothing  of  this,  eh,  Selden?  As  one  ol 

the  family,  I  know  I  may  count  on  you — appearance! 

are   deceptive — -ajid    Fifth  Avenue  is  so   imperfectly 

lighted "  I 

''Goodnight,"  said  Selden,  turning  sharply  down  tha  I 

aide  street  without  seeing  the  others  extended  hand. 

AJone  with  her  cousin's  loss,  Gerty  stared  upon  her 
thoughts.  He  had  kissed  her  before — but  not  with  an- 
other woman  on  his  Hps.  If  he  had  spared  her  that  she 
could  have  drowned  quietly,  welcoming  the  dark  flood  as 
it  submerged  her.  But  now  the  Hood  was  shot  through 
>vith  glory,  and  it  was  harder  to  drown  at  sunrise  than. 
in  darkness.  Gerty  hid  her  face  from  the  Ught,  but  it 
pierced  to  the  crannies  of  her  soul.  She  had  been  so  con- 
tented, life  had  seemed  so  simple  and  sufficient — why 
iiad  he  come  to  trouble  her  with  new  hopes?  And  Lily 
— Lily,  her  best  friend!  Woman-Uke,  she  accused  the 
woman.  Perhaps,  had  it  not  been  for  Lily,  her  fond  im- 
agining might  have  become  truth.  Selden  had  always 
liked  her — had  understood  and  sympathized  with  the 
modest  independence  of  her  life.  He,  who  had  the  reputa- 
tion of  weighing  all  things  in  the  nice  balance  of  fastidi- 
ous perceptions,  had  been  uncritical  and  simple  in  his 
view  of  her:  his  cleverness  had  never  overawed  her  !)&■ 
^use  she  had  felt  at  home  in  his  heart.  And  now  she  wai 
thrust  out,  and  the  door  barred  against  her  by  Lily'i 
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bandt  Lily,  for  whose  admission  there  she  herself  had 
pleaded!  Tlie  situation  was  lighted  up  by  a  dreary  flash 
of  irony.  She  knew  Selden — ^she  saw  how  the  force  of 
her  faith  in  Lily  must  have  helped  to  dispel  his  hesita- 
tions. She  remembered,  too,  how  Lily  had  talked  of  him 
— she  saw  herself  bringing  the  two  together,  making 
them  known  to  each  other.  On  Seldcn's  part,  no  doubt, 
the  wound  inflicted  was  inconscient;  he  had  never  guessed 
her  foolish  secret;  but  Lily — Lily  must  have  knownl 
When,  in  such  matters,  are  a  woman's  perceptions  at 
&ult?  And  if  she  knew,  then  she  had  deliberately  de- 
spoiled her  friend,  and  in  mere  wantonness  of  power, 
since,  even  to  Gerty's  suddenly  flaming  jealousy,  it  seemed 
incredible  that  Lily  should  wish  to  be  Selden's  wife.  Lily 
might  be  incapable  of  marrying  for  money,  but  she  was 
equally  incapable  of  living  without  it,  and  Selden's  eager 
investigations  into  the  small  economies  of  house-keeping 
made  him  appear  to  Gerty  as  tragically  duped  as  herself. 
She  remained  long  in  her  sitting-room,  where  the  em- 
bers were  crumbling  to  cold  grey,  and  the  lamp  paled 
under  its  gay  shade.  Just  beneath  it  stood  the  photo- 
graph of  Lily  Bart,  looking  out  imperially  on  the  cheap 
gim-cracks,  the  cramped  furniture  of  the  little  room. 
BCould  Selden  picture  her  in  such  an  interior?  Gerty  felt 
^^4ie  poverty,  the  insignificance  of  her  surroundings:  she 
^BfaKheld  her  life  as  it  must  appear  to  Lily.  And  the  cruelty 
^H|f  Lily's  judgments  smote  upon  her  memory.  She  saw 
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that  she  tad  dressed  her  idol  with  attributes  of  her  owl 
making.  When  had  I.il^  ever  really  felt,  or  pitied,  <a 
understood?  All  she  wanted  was  the  taste  of  new  experi- 
ences :  she  seemed  Uke  some  cruel  creature  experimenting 
in  a  laboratory. 

The  pink-faced  clock  drummed  out  another  hour,  and 
Gerty  rose  with  a  Etart.  She  had  an  appointment  earlj 
the  next  morning  with  a  district  visitor  on  the  East  side. 
She  put  out  her  lamp,  covered  the  fire,  and  went  into  ha 
bedroom  to  undress.  In  the  little  glass  above  her  dress- 
ing-table she  Haw  her  face  reflected  against  the  shadows 
of  the  room,  and  tears  blotted  the  reflection.  What  right 
had  she  to  dream  the  dreams  of  loveliness?  A  dull  face 
invited  a  dull  fate.  She  cried  quietly  as  she  undressed, 
laying  aside  her  clothes  with  her  habitual  precision,  set- 
ting everything  in  order  for  the  nest  day,  when  the  old 
life  must  be  taken  up  as  though  tliere  had  been  no  break 
in  its  routine.  Her  servant  did  not  come  till  eight  o'clock, 
and  she  prepared  her  own  tea-tray  and  placed  it  beside 
the  bed.  Then  she  locked  the  door  of  the  flat,  extinguished 
her  light  and  lay  down.  But  on  her  bed  sleep  would  not 
come,  and  she  lay  face  to  face  with  the  fact  that  she 
hated  Lily  Bart  It  closed  with  her  in  the  darkness  like 
some  formless  evil  to  be  bhndly  grappled  with.  Reason, 
judgment,  renunciation,  all  the  sane  daylight  forces,  wen 
beaten  back  in  the  sharp  struggle  for  self-preservation, 
She  wanted  happiness — wanted  it  as  fiercely  and  unscni- 
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pulouslr  as  Lily  did,  but  without  lily's  power  of  obtain- 
ing it.  And  in  her  cooscious  impotence  she  lay  shivering, 
and  hated  her  friend 

A  ring  at  the  door-bell  caught  her  to  her  feet.  She 
struck  a  light  and  stood  startled,  listening.  For  a  mo- 
ment her  heart  beat  incoherently,  tlien  she  felt  tJie  so- 
bering touch  of  fact,  and  remembered  that  such  calls 
were  not  unknown  in  her  charitjible  work.  She  flung  on 
her  dressing-gown  to  answer  the  sununons,  and  unlock- 
ing her  door,  confronted  the  shining  vision  of  Lily  Bart. 

Gerty's  first  movement  was  one  of  revulsion.  She 
shrank  back  as  though  Lily's  presence  flashed  too  sudden 
a  light  upon  her  misery.  Then  she  heard  her  name  in 
a  cry,  had  a  glimpse  of  her  friend's  face,  and  felt  her- 
caught  and  clung  to. 
Lily — what  is  itP"  she  exclaimed. 

Miss  Bart  released  her,  and  stood  breathing  brokenly, 
like  one  who  has  gained  shelter  after  a  long  flight. 

"Iwassocold— Icouldn'tgohome.  Haveyouafire?" 

Gerty'a  compassionate  instincts,  responding  to  the 
Bwift  call  of  habit,  swept  aside  all  her  reluctances.  Lily 
was  simply  some  one  who  needed  help — for  what  reasonj 
there  was  no  time  to  pause  and  conjecture:  disciplined 
sympathy  checked  the  wonder  on  Gerty'a  lips,  and  made 
_   her  draw  her  friend  silently  into  the  sitting-room  and 

Lthe  darkened  hearth. 
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"There  is  kindling  wood  here:  the  fire  will  bum  in  i 
minute." 

She  knelt  down,  and  the  flame  leapt  under  her  rapi^ 
hands.  It  flashed  strangely  through  the  tears  which  s 
blurred  her  eyes,  and  smote  on  the  white  ruin  of  LU^ 
face.  The  girb  looked  at  each  other  in  silence;  then  lilj 
repeated:  "I  couldn't  go  home." 

•»No — no — you  came  here,  dear!  You're  cold  i 
tired— sit  quiet,  and  I  '11  make  you  some  tea." 

Gerty  had  unconsciously  adopted  the  soothing  note  o£ 
her  trade :  all  personal  feehng  was  merged  in  the  sense  of 
ministry,  and  experience  had  taught  her  that  the  bleed- 
ing must  be  stayed  before  the  wound  is  probed. 

Lily  sat  quiet,  leaning  to  the  fire:  the  clatter  of  cup 
behind  her  soothed  her  as  familiar  noises  hush  a  chil( 
whom  silence  lias  kept  wakeful.  But  when  Gei-ty  s 
at  her  side  with  the  tea  she  pushed  it  away,  and  tumei 
an  estranged  eye  on  the  familiar  room. 

"  I  came  here  because  I  could  n't  bear  to  be  alone,' 
she  said. 

Gerty  set  down  the  cup  and  knelt  beside  her. 

"Lily!  Something  has  happened — can't  you  tdl  mep 

"I  could  n't  bear  to  lie  awake  in  my  room  till  mornins 
I  hate  my  room  at  Aunt  Julia's — so  I  came  here ■ 

She  stirred  suddenly,  broke  from  her  apathy,  and  clun| 
to  Gerty  in  a  fresh  burst  of  fear, 

"Oh,  Gerty,  the  furies  .  .  .  you  know  the  noise  ( 
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flwirwingi — aloBe^aftiii^il»mtlieduk?BiitTQQdoBi^ 
know — there  is  noduiig  to  make  the  dark  dreadful  to 
yoa ■ 

The  worii»  llaAing  back  on  Gertr's  hut  boon,  strodL 
firom  her  a  fiint  derisTe  marmur;  bat  Lilv,  in  the  UaK 
of  her  own  miserr,  was  Uinded  to  eTenrthing  outside?^ 

'^Yoa'Q  let  me  stay?  I  shan^  mind  whan  dayligfat 
comes —  Is  it  late?  Is  the  night  nearly  over?  It  most 
be  awfbl  to  be  sleepless — everything  stands  by  the  bed 
and  stares * 

Hiss  Parish  cangfat  her  straying  hands.  ^I<Qy»  look  at 
me!  Something  has  happened — an  accident?  Yoq  have 
been  firightened — what  has  firightened  you?  Tell  me  if 
you  can — a  word  or  two — so  that  I  can  help  you.* 

Lily  shook  her  head. 

^I  am  not  frightened,  that's  not  the  word.  Can  you 
imagine  looking  into  your  glass  some  morning  and  see- 
ing a  disfigurement — some  hideous  change  that  has 
come  to  you  while  you  slept?  Well,  I  seem  to  myself 
like  that — I  can't  bear  to  see  myself  in  my  own  thoughts 
— I  hate  ugliness,  you  know — I  Ve  alwa3rs  turned  from 
it — but  I  can't  explain  to  you — you  wouldn't  under- 
stand." 

She  lifted  her  head  and  her  eyes  fell  on  the  clock. 

"How  long  the  night  is!  And  I  know  I  shan't  sleep 
tomorrow.  Some  one  told  me  my  father  used  to  lie  sleep* 
less  and  think  of  horrors.  And  he  was  not  wicked,  only 
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unfortunate — and  I  see  now  how  he  must  have  sufiereo, 
lying  alone  with  his  thoughts!  But  I  am  bad — a  bad  girl 
— all  my  thoughts  are  bad — I  have  always  had  bad 
people  about  me.  Is  that  any  excuseF  I  thought  I  could 
manage  my  own  life — I  was  proud — proud!  but  now 
I'm  on  their  level " 

Sobs  shook  her,  and  she  bowed  to  them  like  a  tree  in 
a  dry  storm. 

Gerty  knelt  beside  her,  waiting,  with  the  patience 
bom  of  experience,  till  this  gust  of  misery  should  loosen 
fresh  speech.  She  had  first  imagined  some  physical  shock, 
some  peril  of  the  crowded  streets,  since  Lily  waa  presum- 
ably on  her  way  home  from  Carry  Fishei-'s;  but  she  now 
saw  that  other  nerve-centres  were  smitten,  and  her  mind 
trembled  back  from  conjecture, 

Lily's  sobs  ceased,  and  she  lifted  her  head. 

"There  are  bad  girls  in  your  slums.  Tell  me — do  they 
ever  pick  themselves  up  ?  Ever  forget,  and  feel  as  they  did 
before?" 

"Lily!  you  mustn't  speak  so — you're  dreaming." 

"Don't  they  always  go  from  bad  to  worseP  There  'b  no 
turning  back — your  old  self  rejects  you,  and  shuts  you 
out," 

She  rose,  stretching  her  arms  as  if  in  utter  physical 

weariness.  "Go  to  bed,  dear!  You  work  hard  and  get 

up  early.  I  '11  watch  here  by  the  fire,  and  you  'U  leave 

the  light,  and  your  door  open.  All  I  want  is  to  fee] 
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that  you  ore  near  me."  She  laid  both  hands  on  Gerty's 
shoulders,  with  a  smile  that  was  like  suniise  on  a  sea 
strewn  with  wreckage. 

"I  can't  leave  you,  Lily.  Come  and  lie  on  my  bed. 
Your  hands  are  frozen — you  must  untiress  and  be  made 
warin."  Gerty  paused  with  sudden  compunction.  "But 
Mrs.  Peniston  —  it's  past  naidnight!  What  will  she 
think?" 

"She  goes  to  bed.  I  have  a  latch-key.  It  does  n't  mat- 
ter— 1  can't  go  back  there." 

"There's  no  need  to:  you  shall  stay  here.  But  you 
must  tell  me  where  you  have  been.  Listen,  Lily — it 
will  help  you  to  speak!"  She  regained  Miss  Bart's  hands, 
and  pressed  them  against  her.  "Try  to  tell  me — it  will 
clear  your  poor  head.  Listen — you  were  dining  at  Carry 
Fisher's."  Gerty  paused  and  added  with  a.  fla^h  of  hero- 
'*Lawrence  Selden  went  from  here  to  find  you." 
At  the  word,  Lily's  face  melted  &om  loi-ked  anguish 
p  the  open  misery  of  a  child.  Her  lips  trembled  and  her 
e  widened  with  tears. 
"He  went  to  find  me.'  And  I  missed  him!  Oh,  Gerty, 
I  tried  to  help  me.  He  told  me — he  warned  me  long  / 
;o — he  foresaw  thst  I  should  grow  hateful  to  myself!"  | 
The  name,  as  Gerty  saw  with  a  clutch  at  the  heart, 
had  loosened  the  springs  of  self-pity  in  her  friend's  dry 
tveast,  and  tear  by  tear  Lily  poured  out  the  measure  of 

t  anguish.  She  had  dropped  sideways  in  Gerty's  big 
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ann-chairj  her  head  buried  where  lately  Selden's  had 
leaned,  in  a  beauty  of  abandonment  that  drove  home  to 
Gerty's  aching  senses  the  inevitableness  of  her  own  defeat. 
Ah,  it  needed  no  deliberate  purpose  on  Lily's  part  to  rob 
her  of  her  dream !  To  look  on  that  prone  loveliness  was  to 
see  in  it  a  natural  force,  to  recognize  that  love  and  power 
belong  to  such  as  Lily,  as  renunciation  and  service  ore 
the  lot  of  those  they  despoil.  But  if  Selden's  infatuati<Mi 
seemed  a  fatal  necessity,  the  effect  that  his  name  pro- 
duced shook  Gerty's  steadfastness  with  a  last  pang.  Men 
pass  through  such  superhuman  loves  and  outlive  them: 
they  are  the  probation  subduing  the  heart  to  human 
joys.  How  gladly  Gerty  would  have  welcomed  the  min- 
istry of  healing:  how  willingly  have  soothed  the  sufferer 
back  to  tolerance  of  Hfe!  But  Lily's  self-betrayal  took 
this  last  hope  from  her.  The  mortal  maid  on  the  shore  u 
helpless  against  the  siren  who  loves  her  prey :  such  victimB 
are  floated  back  dead  from  their  adventure. 

Lily  sprang  up  and  caught  her  with  strong  hands. 
"Gerty,  you  know  him — you  understand  him — tell  rae^ 
if  I  went  to  him,  if  I  told  him  everything — if  I  said :  'I 
am  bad  through  and  through — I  want  admiration,  I 
want  excitement,  I  want  money — '  yes,  money!  Thatll 
my  shame,  (Jerty — and  it's  known,  it's  said  of  me — iVt 
what  men  think  of  me —  If  I  said  it  all  to  him — told 
him  the  whole  story — said  plainly:  'I've  sunk  lower  than 
the  lowest,  for  I  've  taken  what  they  take,  and  not  paid 
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as  thi^  pi^ — oh,  Geitj,  jou  know  hint,  roa  can  tpttk 
for  him :  if  I  told  him  even'thing  would  be  loatiw  me? 
Or  would  be  pitv  me,  and  undentaod  me,  and  save  toe 
from  loathing  myself?" 

Ger^  stood  cold  and  pasuve.  Sbe  knew  the  hour  of 
her  probation  had  come^  and  her  poor  heart  bent  wildly 
agtunst  its  destiny.  As  a  dark  river  sweeps  by  under  a 
lightning  flash,  she  saw  her  chance  of  happiness  suige  past 
under  a  flash  of  temptation.  A\'hat  prevented  her  &om 
saying:  "He  is  like  other  men"?  She  was  not  so  sure  of 
bun,  after  all !  But  to  do  so  would  have  been  like  bias- 
pbeming  her  love.  She  could  not  put  him  before  herself 
in  any  light  hut  the  noblest:  she  must  trust  him  to  tbe 
height  of  her  own  passion. 

"Yes:  I  know  him;  be  will  help  you,"  she  said;  and  In 
a  moment  Lily's  passion  was  wee[ung  itself  out  against 
ber  breast. 

Theic  was  but  one  bed  in  tbe  little  flat,  and  the  two 
girls  lay  down  on  it  side  by  side  when  Gerty  had  un- 
laced lily's  dress  and  persuaded  her  to  put  her  lipa  to 
tbe  warm  tea.  The  light  estiuguiahed,  they  lay  still  in  the 
darkness,  Gerty  shrinking  to  the  outer  edge  of  the  nar- 
row couch  to  avoid  contact  with  her  bed-fellow.  Know- 
ing that  Lily  disliked  to  be  caressed,  she  had  long  ago 
learned  to  check  her  demonstrative  impulses  toward  her 

md.  But  tonight  every  libre  in  her  body  shrank  from 
jHy's  neanteas:  it  was  torture  to  listen  to  her  breathlngi 

[  a69  1 


THE  HOUSE  OF  MIRTH 
and  feel  the  sheet  Btir  with  it.  Aa  Lily  turoed,  and  set- 
tled to  completer  rest,  a  strand  of  her  hair  swept  Gerty*! 
cheek  with  its  fragrance.  Everything  about  her  was  warm 
and  soft  and  scented :  even  the  stains  of  her  grief  became 
her  as  rain-drop  do  the  beaten  rose.  But  as  Gerty  lay 
with  arms  drawn  down  her  side,  in  the  motionless  nar- 
rowness of  an  effigy,  she  felt  a  stir  of  sobs  from  the 
breathing  warmth  beside  her,  and  Lily  flung  out  her 
band,  groped  for  her  friend's,  and  held  it  fast. 

"  Hold  me,  Gerty,  hold  me,  or  I  shall  think  of  things," 
she  moaned:  and  Gerty  silently  slipped  an  arm  unda 
her,  pillowing  her  head  in  its  hollow  as  a  mother  makes 
a  nest  for  a  tossing  child.  In  the  warm  hoilow  Lily  lay 
fitill  and  her  breathing  grew  low  and  regular.  Her  hand 
atill  clung  to  Gerty's  as  if  to  ward  off  evil  dreams,  but 
the  hold  of  her  fingers  relaxed,  her  head  sank  deeper  into 
its  shelter,  and  Ger^  felt  that  she  slept. 

XV 

WHEN  Ijly  woke  she  had  the  bed  to  herself,  and 
the  winter  light  was  in  the  room. 
She  sat  up,  bewildered  by  the  strangeness  of  her  sur- 
roundings; then  memory  returned,  and  she  looked  about 
her  with  a  shiver.  In  the  cold  slant  of  light  reflected  frT>m 
the  back  wall  of  a  neighbouring  building,  she  saw  her 
evening  dress  and  opera  cloak  lying  in  a  tawdry  heap  oa 
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a  chair.  Pinery  laid  off  is  as  unappeUzing  as  the  remains 
of  a  feast,  and  it  oocurred  to  Lily  that,  at  home,  her 
maid's  vigilance  had  always  spared  her  the  sight  of  such 
incongruities.  Her  body  ached  with  fatigue,  and  with  the 
constri-jtion  of  her  attitude  in  Gerty's  bed.  All  through 
her  ti'oubled  sleep  she  hod  been  conscious  of  having  no 
space  to  toss  in,  and  the  long  effort  to  remain  motion- 
less made  her  feel  as  if  she  had  spent  her  night  in  a 

This  sense  of  physical  discomfort  was  the  first  to  as- 
sert  itself;  then  she  perceived,  beneath  it,  a  correspond- 
ing mental  prostration,  a  languor  of  horror  more  insuf- 
ferable than  the  first  rush  of  her  disgust.  Tlie  thought 
of  having  to  wake  every  morning  with  this  weight  on 
her  breast  roused  her  tired  mind  to  fresh  elforL  She  must 
find  some  way  out  of  the  slough  into  which  she  had 
stumbled:  it  was  not  so  much  compunction  as  the  dread 
of  her  morning  thoughts  that  pressed  on  her  the  need 
of  action.  But  she  was  unutterably  tired ;  it  was  weari- 
ness to  think  connectedly.  She  lay  back,  looking  about 
the  poor  slit  of  a  room  with  a  renewal  of  physical  dis- 
taste.  The  outer  air,  penned  between  high  buildings, 
Invught  no  freshness  through  the  window;  steam-heat 
was  beginning  to  sing  in  a  coil  of  dingy  pipes,  and  a 
Bmell  of  cooking  penetrated  the  crack  of  the  door. 

KTbe  door  opened,  and  Gerty,  dressed  and  hatted,  en- 
vd  with  a  cup  of  tea.  Her  face  looked  boUow  and 
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swollen  in  the  dreary  light,  and  her  dull  hair  shaded  im- 
perceptibly into  the  tones  of  her  skin. 

She  glanced  shyly  at  Lily,  asking  in  an  embarrassed 
tone  how  she  felt ;  Lily  answered  with  the  same  constrmtb 
and  raised  het^lf  up  to  drink  the  tea. 

"  I  must  have  been  over-tired  last  night;  I  think  I  had 
a  nervous  attack  in  the  carriage,"  she  said,  as  the  drink 
bi-ought  clearness  to  her  sluggish  thoughts. 

"You  were  not  well;  I  am  so  glad  you  came  here* 
Gerty  returned. 

"But  how  am  I  to  get  home?  And  Aunt  Julia ?" 

"She  knows;  I  telephoned  early,  and  your  maid  haa 
brought  your  things.  But  won't  you  eat  something?  I 
scrambled  tlie  e^s  myself." 

Lily  could  not  eat;  but  the  tea  strengthened  her  to 
rise  and  dress  under  her  maid's  searching  gaze.  It  was  S 
relief  to  her  that  Gerty  was  obliged  to  hasten  away:  the 
two  kissed  silently,  but  without  a  trace  of  the  previous 
night's  emotion. 

LiU  found  Mrs.  Peniston  in  a  state  of  agitation.  Shs 
bad  sent  for  Grace  Stepney  and  was  taking  digitalii 
Lily  breasted  the  storm  of  en<|uiries  as  best  she  could^ 
explaining  tliat  she  had  had  an  attack  of  faintnees  a^- 
her  way  hack  from  Carry  Fisher's;  that,  fearing  she  would 
not  have  strength  to  reach  home,  she  had  gone  to  Miai' 
Parish's  instead ;  but  that  a  quiet  night  had  restored  ho^ 
and  that  she  had  no  need  of  a  doctor, 
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was  a  reli';f  to  Mrs.  Penifton,  wbo  oiuld  give 
Qp  to  ber  oim  srtaptoms,  and  Uly  wss  adiised 
_  id  lie  down,  her  aunt's  panacea  for  all  phjskal 
and  moral  disorders.  In  the  solitude  of  her  own  room  she 
was  brought  back  to  a  sharp  contemplation  of  facts.  Her 
daylight  new  of  them  necessarily  dillered  from  the  cloody 
vision  of  the  night.  The  winged  furies  were  now  prowling 
gossips  who  dropped  in  on  each  other  for  tea.  But  her 
fears  seemed  the  uglier,  thus  shorn  of  their  vagueness; 
ftnd  besides,  she  haJ  to  act,  not  rave.  For  the  first  time 
she  forced  herself  to  reckon  up  the  exact  amount  of  her 
debt  to  Trenor;  and  the  result  of  this  hateful  computa* 
tion  was  the  discovery  that  she  had,  in  all,  received  nine 
thousand  dollars  &om  him.  The  flimsy  pretext  on  which 
it  had  been  given  and  received  shrivelled  up  in  the  blaze 
of  her  shame:  she  knew  that  not  a  penny  of  it  was  her 
own,  and  that  to  restore  her  self-respect  she  must  at  once 
repay  the  whole  amount.  The  inability  thus  to  solace  her 
outraged  feelings  gave  her  a  paralyzing  sense  of  insignifi- 
cance. She  was  realizing  for  the  first  time  that  a  woman^ 
dignity  may  cost  more  to  keep  up  than  her  carriage;  and 
that  the  maintenance  of  a  moral  attribute  should  be  de- 
pendent on  dollars  and  cents,  made  the  world  appear  a 
more  sordid  place  than  she  had  conceived  it. 

After  luncheon,  when  Grace  Stepney's  prying  eyes  had 
been  removed,  Lily  asked  for  a  word  with  her  aunt.  The 
two  ladies  went  upstairs  to  the  sitting-room,  where  Mn. 
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Peniston  seated  herself  in  her  black  satin  arm-chair  tufted 
with  yellow  buttons,  beside  a  bead-work  table  bearing  ft 
bronze  box  with  a  miniature  of  Beatrice  Cenci  in  the  lid. 
Lily  felt  for  these  objects  the  same  distaste  which  the 
prisoner  may  entertain  for  the  fittings  of  the  court-room. 
It  was  here  that  her  aunt  received  her  rare  confidencefl, 
and  the  pink-eved  smirk  of  the  turbaned  Beatrice  was 
associated  in  her  mind  with  the  gradual  fading  of  th« 
smile  from  Mrs.  Peniston "s  lips.  That  lady's  dread  of  a 
scene  gave  ner  an  inesorableness  which  the  greatest 
strength  of  character  could  not  have  produced,  since 
it  was  independent  of  all  considerations  of  right  or 
wrong;  and  knowing  this,  Lily  seldom  ventured  to  as- 
sail it.  She  had  never  felt  less  like  making  the  attempt 
than  on  the  present  occasion;  but  she  had  sought  ia 
vain  for  any  other  means  of  escape  from  an  intolerabtS' 
situation. 

Mrs.  Peniston  examined  her  critically.  "You're  a  bad 
colour,  Lily:  this  incessant  rushing  about  is  be^nning  to 
tell  on  you,"  she  said. 

Miss  Bart  saw  an  opening.  "I  don^  thtnk  it's  tha^. 
Aunt  Julia;  I've  had  worries,"  she  replied. 

"Ah,"  said  Mrs.  Peniston,  shutting  her  lips  with  thv 
•nap  of  a  purse  closing  agunst  a  beggar. 

"I  'm  sorry  to  bother  you  with  them,"  Lily  continued,' 
"but  I  really  believe  my  faintness  last  night  was  brought' 
OD  partly  by  anxious  thoughts " 
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**!  should  have  s&id  Cany  Fisher's  cook  was  enough 
to  account  for  it.  She  has  a  womEui  who  was  with  Maria 
Melson  in  1891— the  spring  of  the  year  we  went  to  Aix 
— and  I  remember  dining  there  two  days  before  we  sailed, 
and  feeling  imrt  the  coppers  had  n't  been  scoured." 

"I  don't  think  I  ate  much;  I  can't  eat  or  sleep,"  Lily 
paused,  and  then  said  abruptly:  *'The  feet  is.  Aunt  Julia, 
1  owe  some  money." 

Mrs.  Peniston's  face  clouded  perceptibly,  but  did  not 
the  astonishment  her  niece  had  expected.  She 
silent,  and  Lily  was  forced  to  continue:  "1  have  been 
foolish " 

"No  doubt  you  have:  extremely  foolish,"  Mrs,  Penis- 
ton  interposed.  "I  fail  to  see  bow  any  one  with  your  in- 
come, and  no  expenses — not  to  mention  the  handsome 
presents  I've  always  given  you " 

"Oh,  you  've  been  most  generous,  Aunt  Julia;  I  shall 
never  forget  your  kindness.  But  perhaps  you  don't  quite 

Ijealize  the  expense  a  girl  is  put  to  nowadays " 

W  "I  don't  realize  that  you  are  put  to  any  expense  except 
for  your  clothes  and  your  railway  fares.  I  expect  you  to 
be  handsomely  dressed;  but  I  paid  Celeste's  bill  for  you 
last  October." 

Lily  hesitated :  her  aunt's  implacable  memory  had  never 
been  more  inconvenient,  "You  were  as  kind  as  possible; 

it  I  have  had  to  get  a  few  things  since " 

What  kind  of  things?  Clothes?  How  much  have  you 
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spent?  Let  me  see  the  bill — I  daresay  the  woman  is 
swindling  jou." 

"Oh,  no,  I  think  not:  clothes  have  grown  so  frightfully 
expensive;  and  one  needs  so  many  diffei'ent  kinds,  with 
country  visits,  and  golf  and  skating,  and  Aiken  and  Tux- 
edo  " 

"I^t  me  see  the  bill,"  Mrs,  Peniston  repeated. 

Lily  hesitated  again.  In  the  first  place,  Mme.  Celeste  had 
not  yet  sent  in  her  account,  and  secondly,  the  amount  it  re- 
presented was  only  a  fraction  of  the  sum  that  Lily  needed. 

"She  has  n't  sent  in  the  bill  for  my  winter  things,  but 
I  kiioKi  it's  large;  and  there  are  one  or  two  other  things; 
I've  been  careless  and  imprudent — I'm  frightened  to 
think  of  what  I  owe " 

She  raised  the  troubled  loveliness  of  her  fece  to  Mrs, 
Peniston,  vainly  hoping  that  a  sight  so  moving  to  the 
other  ses  might  not  be  without  effect  upon  her  own.  But 
the  effect  produced  was  that  of  making  Mrs.  Peniston 
shrink  back  apprehensively. 

"  Really,  Lily,  you  are  old  enough  to  manage  your  own 
affairs,  and  after  frightening  me  to  death  by  your  pe^ 
forniattce  of  last  night  you  might  at  least  choose  a  bet- 
ter time  to  worry  me  with  such  matters."  Mrs.  Penistoq 
glanced  at  the  clock,  and  swallowed  a  tablet  of  digitalis. 
"If  you  owe  Celeste  another  thousand,  she  may  send  mfl 
her  account,"  she  added,  as  though  to  end  the 
uon  at  any  cost. 
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**I  am  T«xT  aonr.  Aant  Julia;  I  imJbe  to  trouble  jott 
at  saA  ft  time;  bat  I  have  reallv  do  cfaok* — I  ought  tn 
have  spoken  soooer — I  owe  a  great  deal  man  than  a 
tlKNisand  doU/in.* 

"A  great  deal  more  P  Do  tou  0*%  two?  She  most  haw 
robbed  tou!" 

"I  told  TOU  it  was  not  only  Celeste.  I — tberaarcothw 
tails — more  pressing — that  must  be  settled." 

"What  on  earth  have  you  been  buying?  Jewelry?  Yon 
roust  have  gone  off  your  head,'*  said  Mrs,  IViiiltoil  wilh 
asperity.  "But  if  you  have  run  into  debt,  you  must  suflt-r 
the  consequences,  and  put  aside  your  montlUy  iiicouiL- 
till  your  bills  are  paid.  If  you  stay  quietly  heiv  until 
next  spring,  instead  of  racing  about  all  over  tlie  country, 
you  will  have  no  expenses  at  all,  and  surely  iu  four  or 
five  months  you  can  settle  the  rest  of  your  bills  if  I  pay 
the  dress-maker  now." 

Lily  was  again  silent.  She  knew  she  could  not  hope  to 
extract  even  a  thousand  dollai-s  from  Mrs.  Peniston  on 
the  mere  plea  of  paying  C^este'a  bill:  Mrs.  Peniston 
would  expect  to  go  over  the  dress-makers  account,  and 

uld  make  out  the  cheque  to  her  and  not  to  Lily.  And 
ftt  the  money  must  be  obtained  before  the  day  v 
over! 

"The  debts  I  speak  of  are — different — not  like  tradei- 

E's  bills,"  she  began  confusedly;  but  Mrs.  Peniston's 
made  her  almost  afraid  to  continue.  Could  it  be 
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that  her  aunt  suspected  anything?  The  idea  precipitate4 
lily's  avowal. 

"The  fact  is,  I  've  played  cards  a  good  deal — bridgeji 
the  women  all  do  it;  girls  too — it 's  expected,  Sometimef 
I've  won^ — won  a  good  deal— but  lately  I  've  been  un- 
lucky— and  of  course  such  debts  can't  be  paJdofTgrad* 

She  paused :  Mrs,  Peniston's  face  seemed  to  be  petrify* 
ing  as  she  listened. 

"Cards — you've  played  cards  for  moneyF  It's  tm^, 
then :  when  I  was  told  so  I  would  n't  believe  it.  I  wont 
ask  if  the  other  horrors  I  was  told  were  true  too; 
heard  enough  for  the  state  of  my  nerves.  Wben  I  think 
of  the  example  you  've  had  in  this  house !  But  I  suppose 
it's  your  foreign  bringing-up — no  one  knew  where  your 
mother  picked  up  her  friends.  And  her  Sundays  were  a 
scandal — that  I  know."  Mrs.  Peniston  wheeled  round' 
suddenly.  "You  play  cards  on  Sunday?" 

Lily  flushed  with  the  recollection  of  cert^n  rainy  Sun- 
dejTs  at  Bellomont  and  with  the  Dorsets. 

"  You  're  hard  on  me,  Aunt  Julia :  I  have  never  really 
cared  for  cards,  but  a  girl  hates  to  be  thought  priggish 
and  superior,  and  one  drifts  into  doing  what  the  othen 
do.  I  've  had  a  dreadful  lesson,  and  if  you  11  help  me  out 
this  time  I  promise  you " 

Mrs.  Peniston  raised  her  hand  warmngly. "  You  need  n't 

make  any  promises:  it's  unnecessary.  When  loured  yoa 
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I  did  n't  undertake  to  paj  jour  gambling  debts,* 
"Aunt  Julia!  You  don't  mean  that  you  won't  help 
me?" 

"I  shall  certainly  not  do  anything  to  give  the  impres- 
sion that  I  countenance  your  behaviour.  If  you  really 
owe  your  dress-maker,  I  will  settle  with  her — beyond 
that  I  recognize  no  obligation  to  assume  your  debts." 

Lily  had  risen,  and  stood  pale  and  quivering  before 
her  aunt.  Pride  stormed  in  her,  but  humiliation  forced 
thecry  from  her  lips:  "Aunt  Julia,  I  ahaJl  be  disgraced — 

I "  But  she  could  go  no  farther.  If  her  aunt  turned 

such  a  stony  ear  to  the  fiction  of  the  gambling  debts,  in 
what  spirit  would  she  receive  the  terrible  avowal  of  the 
I truth  P 

P*  "I  consider  that  you  are  disgraced,  Lily:  disgraced 
by  your  conduct  far  more  than  by  its  results.  You  say 
your  friends  have  persuaded  you  to  play  cards  with  them ; 
well,  they  may  as  well  learn  a  lesson  too.  They  can  prob- 
ably afford  to  lose  a  little  money — and  at  any  rate,  I 
am  not  going  to  waste  any  of  mine  in  paying  them.  And 
now  I  must  ask  you  to  leave  me — this  scene  has  been 
extremely  painfiil,  and  I  have  my  own  health  to  consider. 
Draw  da*-n  the  blinds,  please;  and  tell  Jennings  I  will 

e  no  one  this  afternoon  but  Grace  Stepney." 
(  Lily  went  up  to  her  own  room  and  bolted  the  door, 
e  was  trembling  with  fear  and  anger— 
I*  wings  was  in  her  ears.  She  walked  t: 
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the  room  with  blind  irregulEir  steps.  The  last  door  ot 
escape  was  closed — she  felt  herself  shut  in  with  her  di» 
honour 

Suddenly  her  wild  pacing  brought  her  before  the  clock 
on  the  chimney-piece.  Its  hands  stood  at  half-past  threes 
and  she  remembered  that  Selden  was  to  come  to  her  at 
four.  She  had  meant  to  put  him  off  with  a  word — but 
now  her  heart  leaped  at  the  thought  of  seeing  him. 
Was  there  not  a  promise  of  rescue  in  his  love?  As  she 
had  lain  at  Gert/s  side  the  night  before,  she  had  thought 
of  his  coming,  and  of  the  sweetness  of  weeping  out  h(X 
pain  upon  his  breast.  Of  course  she  had  meant  to  cleac 
herself  of  its  consequences  before  she  met  him — she  had 
never  really  doubted  that  Mrs.  Peniston  would  come  to 
her  wd.  And  she  had  felt,  even  in  the  full  storm  of  her 
misery,  that  Selden's  love  could  not  be  her  ultimate 
refuge;  only  it  would  be  so  sweet  to  take  a  moment's 
shelter  there,  while  she  gathered  fresh  strength  to  go  on. 

But  now  his  love  was  her  only  hope,  and  as  she  sat 
alone  with  her  wretchedness  the  thought  of  confiding  in 
him  became  as  seductive  as  the  river  s  flow  to  the  suicide. . 
The  first  plunge  would  be  terrible — but  afterward,  what 
blessedness  might  come!  She  remembered  Gerty's  wordsi ' 
"I  know  him — he  will  help  you";  and  her  mind  clung 
to  them  as  a  sick  person  might  cling  to  a  healing  relic. 
Oh,  if  he  really  understood — if  he  would  help  her  to 
gather  up  her  broken  life,  and  put  it  together  in  some 
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Dew  semblance  in  which  no  trace  of  the  past  should  re- 
main!  He  had  always  made  her  feel  that  she  was  worthy 
of  better  things,  and  she  had  never  been  in  greater  need 
of  such  solace.  Once  and  again  she  shrank  at  the  thought 
of  imperilling  his  love  by  her  confession:  for  love  was 
what  she  needed — it  would  take  the  glow  of  passion  to 
weld  together  the  shattered  fragments  of  her  self-esteem. 
But  she  recurred  to  Gerty's  words  and  held  fast  to  them. 
She  was  sure  that  Gerty  knew  Selden's  feeling  for  her, 
and  it  had  never  dawned  upon  her  blindness  that  Gerty's 
own  judgmentof  him  was  coloured  by  emotions  farmore 
ardent  than  her  own. 

Four  o'clock  found  her  in  the  drawing-room:  she  was 
lure  that  Selden  would  be  punctual.  But  the  hour  came 
and  passed — it  moved  on  feverishly,  measured  by  her 
impatient  heart-beats.  She  had  time  to  take  a  fresh  sur- 
vey of  her  wretchedness,  and  to  fluctuate  anew  between 
8ie  impulse  to  confide  in  Selden  and  the  dread  of  destroy- 
mg  his  illusions.  But  as  the  minutes  passed  the  need  of 
throwing  herself  on  his  comprehension  became  more  ur- 
gent :  she  could  not  bear  the  weight  of  her  misery  alone. 
There  would  be  a  perilous  moment,  perhaps:  but  could 
she  not  trust  to  her  beauty  to  bridge  it  over,  to  land  her 
safe  in  the  shelter  of  his  devotion? 

But  the  hour  sped  on  and  Selden  did  not  come.  Doubt-  / 
less  he  had  been  detained,  or  had  misread  her  hurriedly 
scrawled  note,  taking  the  four  for  a  five.  The  ringing  of 
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the  door-bell  a  few  minutes  after  five  confirmed  this  sup- 
position, and  made  Lily  hastily  resolve  to  write  more 
legibly  in  future.  The  sound  of  steps  in  the  hall,  and  of 
the  butler's  voice  preceding  them,  poured  fresh  energy 
into  her  veins.  She  felt  herself  once  more  the  alert  and 
competent  moulder  of  emergencies,  and  the  remembrance 
of  her  power  over  Selden  flushed  her  with  sudden  confi- 
dence. But  when  the  drawing-room  door  opened  it  was 
Rosedale  who  came  in. 

The  reaction  caused  her  a  sharp  pang,  but  after  a  pass- 
ing movement  of  irritation  at  the  clumsiness  of  fate,  and 
at  her  own  carelessness  in  not  denjing  the  door  to  all 
but  Selden,  she  controlled  herself  and  greeted  Rosedale 
amicably.  It  was  annoying  that  Selden,  when  he  came^, 
should  find  that  particular  visitor  in  possession,  but  Lily 
was  mistress  of  the  art  of  ridding  herself  of  superfluooft 
company,  and  to  her  present  mood  Rosedale  seemed  di»v 
tinctly  negligible. 

His  own  view  of  the  situation  forced  itself  upon  het 
after  a  few  moments'  conversation.  She  had  caught  at 
Brys'  entertainment  as  an  easy  impersonal  subject,  like^ 
to  tide  them  over  the  interval  till  Selden  appeared,  bid 
Mr,  Rosedale,  tenaciously  planted  beside  the  tea-ta 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  legs  a  little  too  freely  eXi 
tended,  at  once  gave  the  topic  a  personal  turn. 

"Pretty  well  done — well,  yes,  I  suppose  it  was:  Well^ 
Bry  's  got  his  back  up  and  don't  mean  to  let  go  till  he 
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r  gat  tile  hang  of  the  thing.  Of  courae,  there  vrrr  U\inp 
I  hat  and  there — things  Mrs.  Fisher  could  n't  be  expected 
to  see  to — the  champagne  was  n't  cold,  and  the  coats  got 
mixed  in  the  coat-room.  I  would  have  spent  more  money 
on  the  music.  But  that's  my  character:  if  I  want  a  thing 
I'm  willing  to  pay:  I  don't  go  up  to  the  counter,  and 
then  wonder  if  the  article's  worth  the  price.  I  would  n"t 
be  satisfied  to  entertain  like  the  Welly  Brys;  I'd  want 
something  that  would  look  more  easy  and  natural,  more 
as  if  I  took  it  in  my  stride.  And  it  takes  juat  two  thing* 
to  do  that.  Miss  Bart:  money,  and  the  right  woman  to 
spend  it," 

He  paused,  and  examined  her  attentively  while  she 
affected  to  rearrange  the  tea-cups. 
,  "I'vegot  the  money,"  he  continued,  clearing  his  throat, 

ind  what  I  want  is  the  woman — and  I  mean  to  have 

p  too." 

He  leaned  forward  a  little,  resting  his  handit  on  the 
head  of  his  walking-stick.  He  had  seen  men  of  Nm]  Van 
Alstyne's  type  bring  their  hats  and  atickn  into  a  draw- 
iog^room,  and  he  thought  it  added  a  tout^h  of  elegant 
familiarity  to  their  appearance. 

Lily  was  silent,  smiling  faintly,  with  her  cycx  n^menfly 
resting  on  his  face.  She  wa>i  in  reality  reflecting  thnt  a 
declaration  would  take  some  time  to  make,  ar,d  that  Sei- 
dell must  surely  appear  before  the  moment  of  rcf'timl  had 
been  Racked.  Her  brooding  look,  as  of  a  mind  withdraws 
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and  feel  the  sheet  stir  with  it.  As  Lily  turned,  and  set* 
tied  to  completer  rest,  a  strand  of  her  hair  swept  Gerty'a 
cheek  with  its  fragrance.  Everything  about  her  was  warm 
and  soft  and  scented:  even  the  stains  of  her  grief  became 
her  as  rain-drops  do  the  beaten  rose.  But  as  Gerty  lay 
with  arms  drawn  down  her  side,  in  the  motionless  nai> 
rowness  of  an  effigy,  she  felt  a  stir  of  sobs  from  the 
breathing  warmth  beside  her,  and  Lily  flung  out  her 
hand,  groped  for  her  friend's,  and  held  it  fast, 

"  Hold  me,  Gerty,  hold  me,  or  I  shall  think  of  things," 
she  moaned;  and  Gerty  silently  slipped  an  arm  undef 
her,  pillowing  her  head  in  its  hollow  as  a  mother  makes 
a  nest  for  a  tossing  child.  In  the  warm  hollow  Lily  lay 
still  and  her  breathing  grew  low  and  regular.  Her  hand 
still  clung  to  Gerty's  as  if  to  ward  off  evil  dreams,  but 
the  hold  of  her  Angers  relaxed,  her  bead  sank  deeper  into 
its  shelter,  and  Gerty  felt  that  she  slept. 


WHEN  Lily  woke  she  had  the  bed  to  herself,  and 
the  winter  light  was  in  the  room. 
She  sat  up,  bewildered  by  the  strangeness  of  her  sui* 
roundings;  then  memory  returned,  and  she  looked  about 
her  with  a  shiver.  In  the  cold  slant  of  light  reflected  from 
the  back  wall  of  a  neighbouring  building,  she  saw  het 
crening  dress  and  opera  cloak  lying  in  a  tawdry  heap  oa 
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■s  they  pay' — oh,  Gerty,  you  know  him,  you  can  speak 
for  him :  if  I  told  him  everything  would  he  loathe  me? 
Or  would  he  pity  me,  and  understand  me,  and  save  me 

im  loathing  myself?" 

Gerty  stood  cold  and  passive.  She  knew  the  hour  of 
probation  had  come,  and  her  poor  heart  beat  wildly 
against  its  destiny.  As  a  dark  river  sweeps  by  under  a 
lightning  flash,  she  saw  her  chance  of  happiness  surge  past 
under  a  flash  of  temptation.  What  prevented  her  from 
saying:  "He  is  like  other  men"?  She  was  not  so  sure  of 
luin,  after  all!  But  to  do  so  would  have  been  like  bias- 
Iteming  her  love.  She  could  not  put  him  before  herself 
in  any  light  but  the  noblest:  she  must  trust  him  to  the 
height  of  her  own  passion. 

"Yes;  I  know  him;  he  will  help  you,"  she  said;  and  in 
uftmoment  Lily's  passion  was  weeping  itself  out  against 
■ir  breast 

r  There  was  but  one  bed  in  the  little  flat,  and  the  two 
girls  lay  down  on  it  side  by  side  when  Gerty  had  un- 
laced Lily's  dresa  and  persuaded  her  to  put  her  lips  to 
the  warm  tea.  The  Hght  extinguished,  they  lay  still  in  the 
darkness,  Gerty  shrinking  to  the  outer  edge  of  the  nar- 
row couch  to  avoid  contact  with  her  bed-fellow.  Know- 
ing that  Lily  disliked  to  be  caressed,  she  had  long  ago 
learned  to  check  her  demonstrative  impulses  toward  her 
fiiend.  But  tonight  every  fibre  in  her  body  shrank  from 
lily's  neamese:  it  was  torture  to  listen  to  her  breathing, 
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"There  is  kindling  wood  here:  the  fire  will  bum  in  q, 
minute." 

She  knelt  down,  and  the  flame  leapt  under  her  rapidL 
hands.  It  flashed  strangely  through  the  tears  which  still 
blurred  her  eyes,  and  smote  on  the  white  ruin  of  Lily's 
face.  The  girls  looked  at  each  other  in  silence;  then  Lilj; 
repeated:  "I  couldn't  go  home." 

"No — no — you  came  here,  dear!  You're  cold  and 
tired — sit  quiet,  and  I  'II  make  you  some  tea." 

Gerty  had  unconsciously  adopted  the  soothing  note  of 
ber  trade:  all  personal  feeling  was  merged  in  the  sense  of 
ministry,  and  experience  had  taught  her  that  the  bleed- 
ing must  be  stayed  before  the  wound  is  probed. 

Lily  sat  quiet,  leaning  to  the  fire:  the  clatter  of  cups 
behind  her  soothed  her  as  familiar  noises  hush  a  child 
whom  silence  has  kept  wakeful.  But  when  Geity  stood 
at  her  side  with  the  tea  she  pushed  it  away,  and  turned 
an  estranged  eye  on  the  familiar  room. 

"I  came  here  because  I  couldn't  bear  to  be  alone," 
she  said. 

Gerty  set  down  the  cup  and  knelt  beside  her. 

"Lily!  Something  has  happened — can't  you  tell  me?" 

"I  could  n't  bear  to  lie  awake  in  my  room  till  morning, 
I  hate  my  room  at  Aunt  Julia's — so  I  came  here — 

She  stirred  suddenly,  broke  from  her  apatliy,  and  dung 
to  Gerty  in  a  fresh  burst  of  fear. 

"Oh,  Gerty,  the  furies  .  .  .  you  know  the  noise  of 
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a  chair.  Finery  laid  off  is  as  unappetizing  as  the  remuna 
of  a  feast,  and  it  occurred  to  Lily  that,  at  home,  her 
maid's  vigilance  had  always  spared  her  the  sight  of  such 
incongruities.  Her  body  ached  with  fatigue,  and  with  the 
constriction  of  her  attitude  in  Gerty's  bed.  All  through 
her  ti-oubled  sleep  she  had  been  conscious  of  having  no 
space  to  toss  in,  and  the  long  effort  to  remain  motion- 
less made  her  feel  as  if  she  bad  spent  her  night  in  a 
train. 

This  sense  of  physical  discomfort  was  the  first  to  as- 
sert itself;  then  she  perceived,  beneath  it,  a  correspond- 
ing mental  prostration,  a  languor  of  horror  more  insuf- 
ferable than  the  first  rush  of  her  disgust.  The  thought 
of  having  to  wake  evei^  morning  with  this  weight  on 
her  breast  roused  her  tired  mind  to  fresh  effort.  She  must 
find  some  way  out  of  the  slough  into  which  she  had 
stmnbled:  it  was  not  so  much  compunction  as  the  dread 
of  her  morning  thoughts  that  pressed  on  her  the  need 
of  action.  But  she  was  unutterably  tired ;  it  was  weari- 
neas  to  think  connectedly.  She  lay  back,  looking  about 
the  poor  slit  of  a  room  with  a  renewal  of  physical  dis- 
taste. The  outer  air,  penned  between  high  buildings, 
brought  no  freshness  through  the  window;  steam-heat 
was  beginning  to  sing  in  a  coil  of  dingy  pipes,  and  a 
Emell  of  cooking  penetrated  the  crack  of  the  door. 

The  door  opened,  and  Gerty,  dressed  and  hatted,  en- 
tered with  a  cup  of  tea.  Her  face  looked  sallow  and 
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fheir  wings — alone,  at  night,  in  the  dark?  But  you  dont 
know — there  is  nothing  to  make  the  dark  dreadful  to 
you * 

The  words,  flashing  back  on  Grerty's  last  hours,  struck 
from  her  a  faint  derisive  murmur;  but  Lily,  in  the  blaze 
of  her  own  misery,  was  bUnded  to  ever^  Jng  outside  it 

**YouTl  let  me  stay?  I  shan't  mind  when  daylight 
comes —  Is  it  late?  Is  the  night  nearly  over?  It  must 
be  awful  to  be  sleepless — everything  stands  by  the  bed 
and  stares " 

?.fiss  Farish  caught  her  stra3dng  hands.  '^Lily,  look  at 
me!  Something  has  happened — an  accident?  You  have 
been  frightened — what  has  frightened  you?  Tell  me  if 
you  can — a  word  or  two — so  that  I  can  help  you.* 

Lily  shook  her  head. 

"I  am  not  frightened,  that's  not  the  word.  Can  you 
imagine  looking  into  your  glass  some  morning  and  see- 
ing a  disfigurement — some  hideous  change  that  has 
come  to  you  while  you  slept?  Well,  I  seem  to  myself 
like  that — I  can't  bear  to  see  myself  in  my  own  thoughts 
— I  hate  ugliness,  you  know — I've  always  turned  from 
it — but  I  can't  explain  to  you — you  wouldn't  under- 
stand." 

She  lifted  her  head  and  her  eyes  fell  on  the  clock. 

"How  long  the  night  is!  And  I  know  I  shan't  sleep 
tomorrow.  Some  one  told  me  my  father  used  to  lie  sleep- 
less and  think  of  horrors.  And  he  was  not  wicked,  only 
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uifortunate — and  I  see  now  how  he  must  have  •>tifFerea« 
lying  alone  with  his  thoughts!  But  I  am  bad— a  bad  girl 
— all  my  thoughts  are  bad — I  have  always  had  bad 
people  about  me.  Is  that  any  excuse?  I  thought  I  could 
manage  my  own  life — I  was  proud — proud!  but  now 
I'm  on  their  level " 

Sobs  shook  her,  and  she  bowed  to  them  like  a  tree  in 
a  dry  storm. 

Gerty  knelt  beside  her,  waiting,  with  the  patience 
bom  of  experience,  till  this  gust  of  misery  should  loosen 
&esh  speech.  She  had  first  imagined  some  physical  shock, 
some  peril  of  the  crowded  streets,  since  Lily  was  presum- 
ably on  her  way  home  from  Carry  Fisher's;  but  she  now 
saw  that  other  nerve-centrea  were  smitten,  and  her  mind 
trembled  back  from  conjecture. 

Lily's  Bobs  ceased,  and  she  lifted  her  head. 

"Tliere  are  bad  girls  in  your  slums.  Tell  me — do  th^ 
everpick  themselves  up?  Ever  forget,  and  feel  as  they  did 
before?" 

"Lilyl  you  mustn't  speak  so — you're  dreaming." 

"Don't  they  always  go  from  bad  to  worse?  There's  no 
turning  back — your  old  self  rejects  you,  and  shuts  you 
out." 

She  rose,  stretching  her  arms  as  if  in  utter  physical 

weariness.  "Go  to  bed,  dear!  Vou  work  hard  and  get 

up  early.   I'll  watch  here  by  the  fire,  and  you'll  leave 

the  light,  and  yoiu:  door  open.  All  I  want  is  to  feel 
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that  you  are  near  me."  She  laid  both  hands  on  Gerty'a 
Bhmilcters,  with  a  smile  that  was  like  suniise  on  a  sea 
strewn  with  wreckage. 

"I  can't  leave  you,  Lily.  Come  and  he  on  my  bed. 
Your  bands  are  frozen — you  must  undress  and  be  made 
warm."  Gerty  paused  with  sudden  coinpunrtion.  "But 
Mrs.  Peniston — it's  past  midnight!  What  will  she 
think?" 

^'tihe  goes  to  bed.  I  have  a  latch-key.  It  does  n't  mat- 
— I  can't  go  back  there." 
'There's  no  need  to:  you  shall  stay  here.  But  you 
must  tell  me  where  you  have  been.  Listen,  Lily — it 
will  help  you  to  speak!"  She  regained  Miss  I  tart's  hands, 
and  pressed  them  against  her.  "Try  to  tell  me — it  will 
clear  your  poor  head.  Listen — you  were  dining  at  Carry 
^T^sher's,"  Geity  paused  and  added  with  a  flash  of  hero- 
^fhni:  "Lawrence  Selden  went  from  here  to  Hnd  you," 
^V  At  the  word,  Lily's  face  melted  from  locked  anguish 
to  the  open  misery  of  a  child.  Her  lips  trembk-d  and  her 
gaze  widened  with  tears. 

"He  went  to  find  me?  And  I  missed  him!  Oh,  Gerty, 

he  tried  to  help  me.  He  told  me — he  warned  me  long 

ago— he  foresaw  that  I  should  grow  hateful  to  myself!" 

The  name,  as  Gerty  saw  with  a  clutch  at  the  heart, 

had  loosened  the  springs  of  self-pity  in  her  friend's  dry 

^Ijreast,  and  tear  by  tear  Lily  poured  out  the  measure  of 

HBkt  anguish.  She  had  dropped  sideways  in  Gerty's  big 
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RTin-chair,  her  head  buried  where  lately  Selden'a  had 
leaned,  in  a  beauty  of  abandonment  that  drove  home  to 
Gerty's  aching  senses  the  inevitableness  of  her  own  defeat. 
,  Ah,  it  needed  no  deliberate  puipose  on  Lily's  part  to  rob 
her  of  her  dream !  To  look  on  that  prone  loveliness  was  to 
see  in  it  a  natural  force,  to  recognize  that  love  and  power 
I  belong  to  such  as  Lily,  as  renunciation  and  service  are 
the  lot  of  those  they  despoil.  But  if  Selden's  infatuati<Hi 
seemed  a  fatal  necessity,  the  effect  that  his  name  pro- 
duced shook  Gerty's  steadfastness  with  a  last  pang.  Mrai 
pass  through  such  superhuman  loves  and  outlive  them: 
they  are  the  probation  subduing  the  heart  to  humao 
joys.  How  gladly  Gerty  would  have  welcomed  the  min- 
istry of  healing :  how  willingly  have  soothed  the  sufferer 
back  to  tolerance  of  life!  But  Lily's  self-betrayal  took 
this  last  hope  from  her.  The  mortal  maid  on  the  shore  ia 
helpless  against  the  siren  who  loves  her  prey :  such  victims 
are  floated  back  dead  fi-om  their  adventure. 

Lily  sprang  up  and  caught  her  with  strong  faanda. 
"Gerty,  you  know  him — you  understand  him — tell  mej 
if  I  went  to  him,  if  I  told  him  everything — if  I  said:  'I 
am  bad  through  and  through — I  want  admiration,  I 
want  excitement,  I  want  money — '  yes,  money!  That^ 
my  shame,  Gerty — and  it's  known,  it's  said  of  me — it 'a 
what  men  think  of  me —  If  I  said  it  all  to  him — told 
him  the  whole  story — said  plainly: 'I've  sunk  lower  than 
the  lowest,  for  I  Ve  taken  what  they  take,  and  not  paid 
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!!iey  pay' — oh,  Gerty,  you  know  him,  you  can  apeak 
for  him:  if  I  told  him  everything  would  he  loathe  meP 
Or  would  he  pity  me,  and  understand  me,  and  save  me 
from  loathing  myself?" 

Gerty  stood  cold  and  passive.  She  knew  the  hour  of 
her  probation  bad  come,  and  her  poor  heart  beat  wildly 
against  its  destiny.  As  a.  dark  river  sweeps  by  under  a 
lightning  flash,  she  saw  her  chance  of  happiness  surge  past 
under  a  flash  of  temptation.  What  prevented  her  from 
saying:  "He  is  like  other  men"?  She  was  not  so  sure  of 
hun,  after  all!  But  to  do  so  would  have  been  Uke  blas- 
pheming her  love.  She  could  not  put  him  before  herself 
in  any  light  but  the  noblest:  she  must  trust  him  to  the 
height  of  her  own  passion. 

"Yes:  I  know  him;  he  will  help  you,"  she  said;  and  in 
a  moment  Lily's  passion  was  weeping  itfielf  out  against 
her  breast. 

There  was  but  one  bed  in  the  little  flat,  and  the  two 
girls  lay  down  on  it  side  by  side  when  Gerty  had  un- 
laced Lily's  dress  and  persuaded  her  to  put  her  lips  to 
the  warm  tea.  The  light  extinguished,  they  lay  still  in  the 
darkness,  Gerty  shrinking  to  the  outer  edge  of  the  nar- 
row couch  to  avoid  contact  with  her  bed-fellow.  Know- 
ing that  Lily  disliked  to  be  caressed,  she  had  long  ago 
learned  to  check  her  demonstrative  impulses  toward  her 
friend.  But  tonight  every  fibre  in  her  body  shrank  from 
Lily's  nearness:  it  was  torture  to  listen  to  her  breatbingt  ^ 
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and  feel  the  sheet  etir  with  it.  As  Lily  turned,  and  set- 
tled to  completer  rest,  a  strand  of  her  hair  swept  Gertya 
cheek  with  its  fragrance.  Everything  ahout  her  was  warm 
and  soft  and  scented :  even  the  stains  of  her  grief  became 
her  as  rain-drops  do  the  beaten  rose.  But  as  Gerty  lay 
with  arms  drawn  down  her  side,  in  the  motionless  nar^ 
rowneas  of  an  effigy,  she  felt  a  stir  of  sobs  from  the 
breathing  warmth  beside  her,  and  Lily  flung  out  her 
hand,  groped  for  her  friend's,  and  held  it  fast. 

"  Hold  me,  Gerty,  hold  me,  or  I  shall  tliink  of  things," 
she  moaned;  and  Gerty  silently  slipped  an  arm  under 
her,  pillowing  her  head  in  its  hollow  as  a  mother  makes 
a  nest  for  a  tossing  child.  In  the  warm  hollow  Lily  lay 
still  and  her  breathing  grew  low  and  regidar.  Her  bond 
still  clung  to  Gerty's  as  if  to  ward  off  evil  dreams,  but 
the  hold  of  her  fingers  relaxed,  her  head  sank  deeper  into 
its  shelter,  and  Gerty  felt  tliat  she  slept. 

XV 

WHEN  Lily  woke  she  had  the  bed  to  herself,  and 
the  winter  light  was  in  the  room. 
She  sat  up,  bewildered  by  the  strangeness  of  her  sur- 
roundings; then  memory  returned,  and  she  looked  about 
her  with  a  shiver.  In  the  cold  slant  of  light  reflected  from 
the  back  wall  of  a  neighbouring  building,  she  saw  her 
evening  dress  and  opera  doak  lying  in  a  tawdiy  heap  on 
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a  chair.  Finery  laid  off  is  as  unappetizing  as  the  remains 
of  a  feast,  and  it  occurred  to  Lily  tliat,  at  home,  her 
maid's  vigilance  had  always  spared  her  tlie  sight  of  such 
incongruities.  Hei-  body  ached  with  fatigue,  and  with  the 
constriction  of  her  attitude  in  Gerty's  bed.  All  through 
her  troubled  sleep  she  had  been  conscious  of  having  no 
space  to  toss  in,  and  the  long  effort  to  remain  motion- 
less made  her  feel  as  if  she  had  spent  her  night  in  a 
train. 

Tida  sense  of  physical  discomfort  was  the  first  to  ea- 
8CTt  itself;  then  she  perceived,  beneath  it,  a  correspond- 
ing mental  prostration,  a  languor  of  horror  more  insuf- 
ferable than  the  first  rush  of  her  disgust.  The  thought 
of  having  to  wake  evei-y  morning  with  this  weight  on 
her  breast  roused  her  tired  mind  to  fresh  effort.  She  must 
find  some  way  out  of  the  slough  into  which  she  had 
stumbled:  it  was  not  so  much  compunction  as  the  dread 
ot  her  morning  thoughts  that  pressed  on  her  the  need 
of  action.  But  she  was  unutterably  tired ;  it  was  weari- 
Deas  to  think  connectedly.  She  lay  bock,  looking  about 
the  poor  slit  of  a  room  with  a  renewal  of  physical  dis- 
taste. The  outer  air,  penned  between  high  buildings, 
brought  no  freshness  through  tlie  window;  steam-heat 
was  Ix^nning  to  sing  in  a  coil  of  dingy  pipes,  and  a 
smell  of  cooking  penetrated  the  crack  of  the  door. 
_  The  door  opened,  and  Gerty,  dressed  and  hatted,  en- 
Btffed  with  A  cup  of  tea.  Her  face  looked  sallow  and 
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swollen  in  the  dreary  light,  and  her  dull  hair  shaded  in^ 
perceptibly  into  the  tones  of  her  skin. 

She  glanced  shyly  at  Lily,  asking  in  an  embarrassed 
tone  how  she  felt ;  Lily  answered  with  the  same  constrain^ 
and  raised  herself  op  to  drink  the  tea. 

"I  must  have  been  over-tired  last  night;  I  think  I  had 
a  nervous  attack  in  the  carriage,'"  she  said,  as  the  drink 
brought  clearness  to  her  sluggish  thoughts. 

"You  were  not  well;  I  am  so  glad  you  came  here" 
Gerty  returned, 

"But  how  am  I  to  get  home?  And  Aunt  Julia ?" 

"She  knows:  I  telephoned  eariy,  and  your  maid  has 
brought  your  things.  Bat  won't  you  eat  something?  I 
scrambled  tW  eggs  myself." 

Lily  could  not  eat;  but  the  tea  strengthened  her  to 
rise  and  dress  under  her  maid's  searching  gaze.  It  was  a 
relief  to  her  that  Gerty  was  obliged  to  hasten  away:  the 
two  kissed  silently,  but  without  a  trace  of  the  previous 
night's  emotion. 

Lil}  found  Mrs.  Peniston  in  a  state  of  agitation.  She 
had  sent  for  Grace  Stepney  and  was  taking  digitalis: 
Lily  breasted  the  storm  of  enquiries  as  best  she  could, 
explaining  that  she  had  had  an  attack  of  faintness  on 
her  way  back  from  Carry  Fisher's;  that,  fearing  she  would 
not  have  strength  to  reach  home,  she  had  gone  to  MisB 
Parish's  instead ;  but  that  a  quiet  night  had  restored  her, 
and  that  she  had  no  need  of  a  doctor. 
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This  was  a  reliii"  to  Mrs,  Peniston,  who  could  give 
ilf  up  to  her  own  symptoms,  and  Lily  was  advised 
go  and  lie  down,  her  aunt's  pauacea  for  all  physical 
and  moral  disorders.  In  the  solitude  of  her  own  room  she 
was  brought  back  to  a  sharp  contemplation  of  facts.  Her 
daylight  view  of  them  necessaiily  differed  from  the  cloudy 
vision  of  the  night.  The  winged  fiiries  were  now  prowling 
gossips  who  dropped  in  on  each  other  for  tea.  But  her 
seemed  the  uglier,  thus  shorn  of  their  vagueness; 
besides,  she  had  to  act,  not  rave.  For  the  first  time 
Aie  forced  herself  to  reckon  up  the  exact  amount  of  her 
debt  to  Trenor;  and  the  result  of  this  hateful  computa- 
tion was  the  discovery  that  she  had,  in  all,  received  nine 
thousand  dollars  from  him.  The  flimsy  pretest  on  which 
it  had  been  given  and  received  shrivelled  up  in  the  blaze 
of  her  shame:  she  knew  that  not  a  penny  of  it  was  her 
own,  and  that  to  restore  her  self-respect  she  must  at  once 
repay  the  whole  amount.  The  inability  thus  to  solace  her 
outraged  feelings  gave  her  a  paralyzing  sense  of  insignifi- 
cance. She  was  realizing  for  the  first  time  that  a  woman's 
dignity  may  cost  more  to  keep  up  than  her  carriage;  and 
that  the  maintenance  of  a  moral  attribute  should  be  do- 
pendent  on  dollars  and  cents,  made  the  world  appear  a 
ire  sordid  place  than  she  had  conceived  it. 
After  luncheon,  when  Grace  Stepney's  prying  eyes  had 
been  removed,  Lily  asked  for  a  word  with  her  aunt.  The 
two  ladies  went  upstairs  to  the  sitting-room,  where  Mrs. 
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:80  that  eating  actually  became  a  minor  consideration  on 
-the  very  spot  consecrated  to  its  rites. 

"Of  course  one  gets  the  best  things  at  the  Terrasse — 
but  that  looks  as  if  one  had  n't  any  other  reason  for  being 
there :  the  Americans  who  don't  know  any  one  always  rush 
for  the  best  food.  And  the  Duchess  of  Beltshire  haa  taken 
up  Becflssins  lately,"  Mrs.  Bry  earnestly  summed  up. 

Mrs,  Bry,  to  Mra,  Fisher's  despair,  had  not  progressed 
•beyond  the  point  of  weighing  her  social  alternatives  in 
^blic.  She  could  not  acquire  the  air  of  doing  things 
because  she  wanted  to,  and  making  her  choice  the  final 
■seal  of  their  fitness. 

Mr.  Bry,  a  short  pale  man,  with  a  business  face  and 
leisure  clothes,  met  the  dilemma  hilariously. 

"  I  guess  the  Duchess  goes  where  it 's  cheapest,  unless 
she  can  get  her  meal  paid  for.  If  you  offered  to  blow  her 
■off  at  the  Terrasae  she'd  turn  up  fast  enough." 

But  Mrs.  Jack  Stepney  interposed.  "The  Grand  Dukes 
go  to  that  little  place  at  the  Condamine.  Lord  Hubert 
says  it 's  the  only  restaurant  in  Europe  where  they  can 
•cook  peas," 

Lord  Hubert  Dacey,  a  slender  shabby- looking  man, 
with  a  charming  worn  smile,  and  the  air  of  having  spent 
iiis  best  years  in  piloting  the  wealthy  to  the  right  restau- 
rant, assented  with  gentle  emphasis:  "It's  quite  that" 

"Pias?^  said  Mr,  Bry  contemptuously,  "Can  they  cook 
(terrapin?  It  just  shows,"  he  continued,  "what  these  Euro- 
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This  was  a  relii^  to  Mrs.  Peniston,  who  could  give 
herself  up  to  her  own  sj-mptoms,  and  Lily  was  advised 
to  go  and  lie  down,  her  aunt's  pauacea  for  all  physical 
and  moral  disorders.  In  the  solitude  of  her  own  room  she 
was  brought  back  to  a  sharp  contemplation  of  facts.  Her 
daylight  view  of  them  necessarily  differed  from  the  cloudy 
vision  of  the  night.  The  winged  fiiries  were  now  prowling 
gossips  who  dropped  in  on  each  other  for  tea.  But  her 
fears  seemed  the  ugUer,  thus  shoni  of  their  vagueness; 
and  besides,  she  hsd  to  act,  not  rave.  For  the  first  time 
she  forced  herself  to  reckon  up  the  exact  amount  of  her 
debt  to  Trenor;  and  the  result  of  this  hateful  computa- 
tion was  the  discovery  that  she  had,  in  all,  received  nine 
thousand  dollars  from  him.  The  flimsy  pretext  on  which 
it  had  been  given  and  received  shrivelled  up  in  the  blaze 
of  her  shame:  she  knew  that  not  a  penny  of  it  was  her 
own,  and  that  to  restore  her  self-respect  she  must  at  once 
repay  the  whole  amount.  Tlie  inability  thus  to  solace  her 
outraged  feelings  gave  her  a  paralyzing  sense  of  insignifi- 
cance. She  was  realizing  for  the  first  time  that  a  woman's 
dignity  may  cost  more  to  keep  up  than  her  carriage;  and 
that  the  maintenance  of  a  moral  attribute  should  be  de- 
pendent on  dollars  and  cents,  made  the  world  appear  a 
piore  sordid  place  than  she  had  conceived  it. 

After  luncheon,  when  Grace  Stepney's  prying  eyes  had 

been  removed,  Lily  asked  for  a  word  with  her  aunt.  The 

two  ladies  went  upstairs  to  the  sitting-room,  where  Mra, 
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Their  destination  was  one  of  the  little  restaurants 
overhanging  the  boulevard  which  dips  steeply  down 
from  Monte  Carlo  to  the  low  intermediate  quarter  along 
the  quay.  From  the  window  in  which  thev  presently  found 
themselves  installed,  they  overlooked  the  intense  blue 
curve  of  the  harbour,  set  between  the  veiilure  of  twin 
pi-omonturies :  to  the  right,  the  cliff  of  Monaco,  topped 
by  the  mediieval  silhouette  of  its  chureh  and  castle,  to 
the  left  the  terraces  and  pinnacles  of  the  gambling- 
house.  Between  the  two,  the  watere  of  the  bay  were  fiir- 
rowetl  by  a  tight  coining  and  going  of  pleasure-crafty 
through  which,  just  at  the  culminating  moment  of  lunch- 
eon, the  majestie  advance  of  a  great  steam-yacht  Srew 
the  eomj)any''s  attention  from  the  peas. 

"liy  Jiive,  I  believe  that's  the  Doi-sets  back!"  Step- 
ney exclaimed;  and  Lord  Hubert,  dropping  hia  single 
eye-glass,  corroborated:  "It's  the  Sabrina — yes." 

"So  siMjn.^They  were  to  spend  a  month  in  Sicily," 
Mrs.  Fislu'r  obsei-ved. 

"I  f!;w>^  they  feel  as  if  they  had:  there's  only  one 
up-to-il'le  hotel  in  the  whole  place,"  said  Mr,  Biy  di»- 
pamfcmniv. 

•'li  «.«<  Ned  SiKerton's  idea^ — but  piHir  Dorset  and 
I.ilv  I'i't'i  must  have  been  horribly  Iwreft."  Mrs.  F^shef 
aHde<l  ■'■  "ti  undertone  to Selden:  "I  dn  Ki»|n?  there hasnt 
been  «  ""■  " 

**It">  .■....(  i.>>fiiilyj(illv  having  Mi-  I'.rl  back.'sali 
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that  you  are  near  me."  She  laid  both  hands  od  Gerty'g 
shoulders,  with  a  smile  that  was  like  suniise  on  a  sea 
strewn  with  wreckage. 

"I  can't  leave  you,  Lily.  Come  and  lie  on  my  bed. 
pour  hands  are  frozen — you  must  undress  and  be  made 
g,"  Gerty  paused  with  sudden  compnnvtjon.  "But 
Mrs.    Peniston — it'e   past  midnight!   What   will   she 
think?" 

"She  goes  to  bed.  I  have  a  latch-key.  It  does  n't  mat- 
- 1  can't  go  back  there," 

"There's  no  need  to:  you  shall  stay  here.  But  you 
must  tell  me  where  you  have  been.  Listen,  Lily— it 
will  help  you  to  speak!"  She  regained  Miss  Bart's  hands, 
and  pressed  them  against  her.  "Try  to  tell  me — it  will 
dear  your  poor  head.  Listen — you  were  dining  at  Carry 
Fisher's,"  Gerty  paused  and  added  with  a  flash  of  hero- 

ts:  "Lawrence  Selden  went  from  here  to  find  you." 
At  the  word,  Lily's  face  melted  from  hnked  anguish 
to  the  open  misery  of  a  child.  Her  lips  trembled  and  her 
gaze  widened  with  tears. 

"He  went  to  find  me?  And  I  missed  him!  Oh,  Gerty, 

he  tried  to  help  me.  He  told  me — he  warned  me  long 

ago — he  foresaw  thet  I  should  grow  hateful  to  myself!" 

Tlie  name,  as  Gerty  saw  with  a  clutch  at  the  heart, 

had  loosened  the  springs  of  self-pity  in  her  friend's  dry 

breast,  and  tear  by  tear  Lily  poured  out  the  measure  of 

^^KT  anguish.  She  had  dropped  sideways  in  Gerty's  big 
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clear  view  of  his  feelings,  and  he  was  sincerely  surprised 
by  the  disturbance  which  the  sight  of  the  Sabrina  had 
produced  in  him,  He  had  reason  to  think  that  his  three 
months  of  engrossing  professional  work,  following  on  the 
sharp  shock  of  his  disillusionment,  had  cleared  his  mind 
of  its  sentimental  vapours.  The  feeling  he  had  nourished 
and  given  prominence  to  was  one  of  thankfulness  forluB 
escape!  he  was  like  a  traveller  so  grateful  for  rescue  irom 
a  dangerous  accident  that  at  first  he  is  hardly  conscious 
of  his  bruises.  Now  he  suddenly  felt  the  latent  ache,  and 
realized  that  after  all  he  had  not  come  off  unhurt. 

An  hour  later,  at  Mrs.  Fisher's  side  in  the  Casino  gar- 
dens, he  was  trying  to  find  fresh  reasons  for  forgetting 
the  injury  received  in  the  contemplation  of  the  peril 
avoided.  The  party  had  dispersed  with  the  loitering  in- 
decision characteristic  of  social  movements  at  Monte 
Carlo,  where  the  whole  place,  and  the  long  gilded  hours 
of  the  day,  seem  to  offer  an  infinity  of  ways  of  being  idle. 
Lord  Hubert  Bacey  had  finally  gone  off  in  quest  of  the 
Duchess  of  Beltshire,  charged  by  Mrs.  Bry  with  the  deli- 
cate negotiation  of  securing  that  lady's  presence  at  din- 
ner, the  Stepneys  had  left  for  Nice  in  their  motor-car, 
and  Mr.  Bry  had  depari:ed  to  take  his  place  in  the  pigeon- 
shooting  match  which  waa  at  the  moment  engaging  his 
highest  facidties, 

Mrs.  Bry,  who  had  a  tendency  to  grow  red  and  ster- 
torous after  luncheon,  had  been  judiciously  prevailed 
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that  you  are  near  me."  She  laid  both  hands  on  Gerty's 
shoulders,  with  a  smile  that  was  Uke  suiuise  on  a  sea 
strewn  with  wreckage. 

"I  can't  leave  you,  Lily.  Come  and  lie  on  my  bed. 

Your  hands  are  fi'ozen — you  must  nndress  and  be  made 

warm."  Gerty  paused  with  sudden  compunction.  "But 

Peniston — it's   past   midnight!    What   will   she 

nk?" 

She  goes  to  bed.  I  have  a  latch-key.  It  does  n't  mat- 
ter— I  can't  go  back  there." 

"There's  no  need  to:  you  shall  stay  here.  But  you 
must  tell  me  where  you  have  been.  Listen,  Lily — it 
will  help  you  to  speak!"  She  regained  Miss  Hart's  hands, 
and  pressed  them  against  her.  "Try  to  tell  me — it  will 
dear  your  poor  head.  Listen — you  were  dining  at  Carry 
Fisher's."  Gei-ty  paused  and  added  with  a  flash  of  hero- 
l^Bm:  "Lawrence  Selden  went  from  here  to  find  you." 
I  At  the  word,  Lily's  face  melted  from  locked  anguish 
to  the  open  misery  of  a  child.  Her  hps  trembled  and  her 
gaze  widened  with  tears. 
_  "He  went  to  find  me?  And  I  missed  him!  Oh,  Gerty, 
tried  to  help  me.  He  told  me — he  warned  me  long 
he  foresaw  that  I  should  grow  hateful  to  myself!" 
The  name,  as  Gerty  saw  with  a  clutch  at  the  heart, 
loosened  the  springs  of  self-pity  in  her  friend's  dry 
it,  and  tear  by  tear  Lily  poured  out  the  measure  of 
anguish.  She  had  dropped  sideways  in  Gerty'a  big 
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aive  glance.  "Well,  what's  the  use  of  mincing  t 
We  all  know  that's  what  Bertha  brought  her  abro 
for.  When  Bertha  wants  to  liave  a  good  time  she  has 
provide  occupation  for  George.  At  first  I  thought  Li 
was  going  to  play  her  cards  well  tha  time,  but  there  a 
rumours  that  Bertha  is  jealous  of  her  success  here  ar 
at  Cannes,  and  I  should  n't  be  surprised  if  there  were 
break  any  day.  Lily's  only  safeguard  is  that  Bertha  neec 
her  badly — oh,  very  badly.  The  Silverton  affair  is  in  th 
acute  stage;  it 'snecessarj' that  George's  attention  shouli 
be  pretty  continuously  distracted.  And  I  'm  bound  to  sai 
Lily  does  distract  it:  I  believe  he'd  marry  her  tomori-ow 
if  he  found  out  there  was  anything  wrong  with  Bertha, 
But  you  know  him — he's  as  blind  as  he's  jealous;  and 
of  course  Lily's  present  business  is  to  keep  him  blind.  A 
clever  woman  might  know  just  the  right  moment  to  tear 
off  the  bandage:  but  Lily  isn't  clever  in  that  way,  and 
when  George  does  open  his  eyes  she'll  probably  con  triva 
not  to  be  in  hia  line  of  vision." 

Selden  tossed  away  his  cigarette.  "By  Juve — it's  time 
for  my  train,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  glance  at  his  watchj 
adding,  in  reply  to  Mrs.  Fisher's  surprised  comment— 
"Why,  I  thought  of  course  you  were  at  Monte!"- 
murmured  word  to  the  effect  that  he  was  making  Nice  ", 
his  head-quarters.  1 

"The  worst  of  it  is,  she  snubs  the  Biys  now,"  he  heard  \ 
irrelevantly  flung  after  him. 
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M  they  pay' — oh,  Gerty,  you  know  him,  you  can  speak 
for  him:  if  I  told  him  everything  would  he  loathe  me? 
Or  would  he  pity  me,  and  understand  me,  and  save  me 
from  loathing  myself?" 

Gerty  stood  cold  and  passive.  She  knew  the  hour  of 
her  probation  had  come,  and  her  poor  heart  beat  wildly 
against  its  destiny.  As  a  dark  river  sweeps  by  under  a 
lightning  flash,  she  saw  her  chance  of  happiness  surge  past 
under  a  flash  of  temptation.  What  prevented  her  from 
saying:  "He  is  like  other  men"?  She  was  not  so  sure  of 
hiin,  aiXev  all!  But  to  do  so  would  have  been  like  blas- 
pheming her  love.  She  could  not  put  him  before  herself 
in  any  hght  but  the  noblest:  she  must  tioist  him  to  the 
beight  of  her  own  passion. 

"Yes:  I  know  him;  he  will  help  you,"  she  said;  and  in 
a  moment  Lily's  passion  was  weeping  itself  out  againet 
her  breast. 

There  was  but  one  bed  in  the  little  flat,  and  the  two 
girb  lay  down  on  it  side  by  side  when  Gerty  had  un- 
laced Lily's  dress  and  persuaded  her  to  put  her  lips  to 
the  warm  tea.  The  light  extinguished,  they  lay  still  in  the 
darkness,  Gerty  shiinking  to  the  outer  edge  of  the  nar- 
row couch  to  avoid  contact  with  her  bed-fellow.  Know- 
ing that  Lily  disliked  to  be  caressed,  she  had  long  ago 
learned  to  check  her  demonstrative  impulses  toward  her 
aid.  But  tonight  every  fibre  in  her  body  shrank  from 
^y*«  neanieea:  it  was  torture  to  listen  to  her  breathings 
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sive  glance.  "Well,  what's  Qk  use  of  miDcing  matters! 
We  all  know  that's  what  Bertha  brought  her  abroad 
for.  When  Bertha  wants  to  ha^-e  a  good  time  she  has  to 
provide  occupation  for  Geoi^e.  At  first  I  thought  Lily 
was  going  to  play  her  cards  well  Ihw  time,  but  there  are 
rumours  that  Bertha  is  jealous  of  her  success  here  and 
at  Cannes,  and  I  should  n't  be  surprised  if  there  were  a 
break  any  day.  Lily's  only  safeguard  is  that  Bertha  needs 
her  badly— oh,  very  badly.  The  Silverton  affair  is  in  the 
acute  stage:  it's  necessary  that  George's  attention  should 
be  pretty  continuously  distracted.  And  I  'm  bound  to  say 
Ijly  does  distract  itt  I  believe  he  'd  marrj-  her  tomon-ow 
if  he  found  out  there  was  anything  wrong  with  Bertha. 
But  you  know  him — he's  as  blind  as  he's  jealous;  and 
of  course  Lily's  present  business  is  to  keep  him  blind.  A 
dever woman  might  knowjustthe  right  moment  to  tear 
off  the  bandage:  but  Lily  is  n't  clever  in  that  way,  and 
when  George  does  open  his  eyes  she  11  probably  contrive 
not  to  be  in  his  line  of  vision." 

Selden  tossed  away  his  cigarette.  "By  Jove — it's  time 
for  my  train,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  glance  at  his  watchj 
adding,  in  reply  to  Mrs.  Fisher's  surprised  comment — 
"Why,  I  thought  of  course  you  were  at  Monte!" — a 
murmured  word  to  the  effect  that  he  was  making  Ifice ' 
his  head-quarters. 

"The  worst  of  it  is,  she  snubs  the  Brys  now,"  he  heaid 
Irrelevantly  flung  after  him. 
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B  chair,  finery  laid  off  is  as  unappetizing  as  the  remains 
of  a  feast,  and  it  occurred  to  Lily  that,  at  home,  her 
maid's  vigilance  had  always  spared  her  the  sight  of  such 
incongruities.  Her  body  ached  with  fatigue,  and  with  the 
constiiution  of  her  attitude  in  Gerty's  bed.  AH  through 
her  troubled  sleep  she  had  been  conscious  of  having  no 
space  to  toss  in,  and  the  long  effort  to  remain  motion- 
less made  her  feel  as  if  ehe  had  spent  her  night  in  a 
train. 

This  sense  of  physical  discomfort  was  the  iirst  to  as- 
sert itself;  then  she  perceived,  beneath  it,  a  correspond- 
ing mental  prostration,  a  languor  of  horror  more  insuf- 
ferable than  the  first  rush  of  her  disgust.  The  thought 
of  having  to  wake  every  morning  with  this  weight  on 
her  breast  roused  her  tired  mind  to  fresh  effort.  She  must 
find  some  way  out  of  the  slough  into  which  she  had 
stumbled:  it  was  not  so  much  compunction  as  the  dread 
of  her  morning  thoughts  that  pressed  on  her  the  need 
of  action.  But  she  was  unutterably  tired ;  it  was  weari- 
ness to  think  connectedly.  She  lay  back,  looking  about 
the  poor  slit  of  a  room  with  a  renewal  of  physical  dis- 
taste. The  outer  air,  penned  between  high  buildings, 
brought  no  fi-eshneas  through  the  window;  steam-heat 
was  banning  to  sing  in  a  coil  of  dingy  pipes,  and  a 
smell  of  cooking  penetrated  the  crack  of  the  door. 

The  door  opened,  and  Gerty,  dressed  and  hatted,  en- 
I  with  a  cup  of  tea.  Her  face  looked  sallow  and 
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■kill  with  which  she  contrived  to 
&om  which  no  incoovenient  glimpses  of  the  past  we: 
viathle,  suggested  what  opportunities  she  had  bad  f( 
practising  such  arts  since  their  last  meeting.  He  felt  tht 
she  had  at  last  arrived  at  an  understanding  with  herseL 
had  made  a  pact  with  her  rebellious  impulses,  an' 
achieved  a  uniform  system  of  self-government,  unde 
which  all  vagrant  tendencies  were  either  held  captive  o 
forced  into  the  service  of  the  state. 

And  he  saw  other  things  too  in  her  manner:  saw  hoT 
it  had  adjusted  itself  to  the  hidden  intricacies  of  a  situa- 
tion in  whichj  even  after  Mrs.  Fisher's  elucidating  flaaheS| 
he  still  felt  himself  agrope.  Surely  Mrs.  Fisher  could  no 
longer  charge  Miss  Bart  with  neglecting  her  opportuni- 
ties! To  Selden's  exasperated  observation  she  was  only 
too  completely  alive  to  them.  She  was  "perfect"  to  every 
one:  subservient  to  Bertha's  anxious  predominance,  good- 
naturedly  watchiul  of  Dorset's  moods,  brightly  compan- 
ionable to  Silverton  and  Dacey,  the  latter  of  whom  met 
her  on  an  evident  footing  of  old  admiration,  while  young 
Silverton,  portentously  self-absorbed,  seemed  conscious 
of  her  only  aa  of  something  vaguely  obstructive.  And 
suddenly,  as  Selden  noted  the  fine  shades  of  manner  by  , 
which  she  harmonized  herself  with  her  surroundings,  it  ' 
flashed  on  him  that,  to  need  such  adroit  handling,  tha  1 
situation  must  indeed  be  desperate.  She  was  on  the  edge  I 
of  something — that  was  the  impression  1 
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Thia  was  a  reliijf  to  Mra.  Peniston,  who  could  give 
herself  up  to  her  own  symptoms,  and  Lily  was  advised 
to  go  and  lie  down,  her  aunt's  panacea  for  all  physical 
and  moral  disorders.  In  the  solitude  of  her  own  room  she 
was  brought  back  to  a  sharp  contemplation  of  facts.  Her 
daylight  view  of  them  necessarily  differed  from  the  cloudy 
vision  of  the  night.  The  winged  furies  were  now  prowling 
gossips  who  dropped  in  on  each  other  for  tea.  But  her 
fears  seemed  the  uglier,  thus  shorn  of  their  vagueness; 
Bad  besides,  she  had  to  act,  not  lave.  For  the  first  time 
she  forced  herself  to  reclion  up  the  exact  amount  of  her 
debt  to  Trenor;  and  the  result  of  this  hateful  computa- 
tion was  the  discovery  that  she  had,  in  all,  received  nine 
thousand  dollars  from  him.  The  flimsy  pretext  on  which 
lit  had  been  given  and  received  shrivelled  up  in  the  blaze 
of  her  shame;  she  knew  that  not  a  penny  of  it  was  her 
own,  and  that  to  restore  her  self-respect  she  must  at  once 
repay  the  whole  amount.  The  inability  thus  to  solace  her 
outraged  feelings  gave  her  a  paralyzing  sense  of  insignifi- 
cance. She  was  realizing  for  the  first  time  that  a  woman's 
dignity  may  cost  more  to  keep  up  than  her  carriage;  and 
that  the  maintenance  of  a  moral  attribute  should  be  de- 
pendent  on  dollars  and  cents,  made  the  world  appear  a 
^^■lore  sordid  place  than  she  had  conceived  it. 
^H^  After  luncheon,  when  Grace  Stepney's  prying  eyes  had 
^^been  removed,  Lily  asked  for  a  word  with  her  aunt.  The 
two  ladies  went  upstairs  to  the  sitting-room,  where  Mrs. 
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didn't  see!  But  she  could  hold  her  tongue — she'd  hs 
to,  often  enough.  Miss  Bart  was  an  intimate  friend  — at 
would  n't  hear  a  word  against  her.  Only  it  hurts  a  wc 
man's  pride — there  are  some  things  one  does  n't  get  usei 
to  .  .  .  All  this  in  confidence,  of  course?  Ah — and  thep 
were  the  ladies  signalling  firom  the  balcony  of  the  hotel 
. . .  He  plunged  across  the  Promenade,  leaving  Seldei 
to  a  meditative  cigar. 

The  conclusions  it  led  him  to  were  fortified,  later  in 
the  evening,  by  some  of  those  faint  corroborative  hints 
that  generate  a  light  of  their  own  in  the  dusk  of  adoubt- 
ing  mind.  Selden,  stumbling  on  a  chance  acquaintance, 
had  dined  with  him,  and  adjourned,  still  in  his  company,^ 
to  the  brightly  lit  Promenade,  where  a  line  of  crowded 
stands  commanded  the  glittering  darkness  of  the  waters. , 
The  night  was  soft  and  persuasive.  Overhead  hung  a  sum- 
mer sky  furrowed  with  the  rush  of  rockets;  and  from  the; 
east  a  late  moon,  pushing  up  beyond  the  lofty  bend  of 
the  coast,  sent  across  the  bay  a  shaft  of  brightness  which 
paled  to  ashes  in  the  red  glitter  of  the  illuminated  boats. 
Down  the  lantern-hung  Promenade,  snatches  of  band- 
music  floated  above  the  hum  of  the  crowd  and  the  soft 
tossing  of  boughs  in  dusky  gardens;  and  between  these, 
gardens  and  the  hacks  of  the  stands  there  flowed  a  stream 
of  people  in  whom  the  vociferous  carnival  mood  seemed 
tempered  by  the  growing  languor  of  the  season. 

Selden  and  his  companion,  unable  to  get  seats  on  ons 
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tf  the  stands  facing  tlie  bay,  had  wandered  for  a  wbfle 
with  the  throng,  and  then  found  a  point  of  vantage  on 
a  high  garden -pai'apet  above  the  Promenade.  Thence 
they  caught  but  a  triangular  glimpse  of  the  water,  and 
of  the  flashing  play  of  boats  across  its  surface;  but  the 
crowd  in  the  street  was  under  their  immediate  view,  and 
seemed  to  Selden,  on  the  whole,  of  more  interest  than 
the  show  itself.  After  a  while,  however,  he  wearied  of 
his  pei-ch  and,  di'opping  alone  to  the  pavement,  pushed 
his  way  to  the  fii-st  corner  and  turned  into  the  moonlit 
silence  of  a  side  street.  Long  gai'den-walls  overhung  by 
trees  made  a  dark  boundary  to  the  pavement;  an  empty 
cab  trailed  along  the  deserted  thoroughfare,  and  pres- 
ently Selden  saw  two  persons  emerge  from  the  opposite 
shadows,  signal  to  the  cab,  and  drive  off  in  it  toward 
the  centre  of  the  town.  The  moonlight  touched  them  as 
they  paused  to  enter  the  carriage,  and  he  recognized 
Mrs.  Dorset  and  young  Stlverton. 

Beneath  the  nearest  lamp-post  he  glanced  at  his  watch 
and  saw  that  the  time  was  close  on  eleven.  He  took  an- 
other cross  street,  and  without  breasting  the  throng  on 
the  Promenade,  made  his  way  to  the  fashionable  club 
which  overlooks  that  thoroughfai-e.  Here,  amid  the  blaze 
of  crowded  baccarat  tables,  he  caught  sight  of  Lord 
Hubert  Dacey,  seated  with  his  habitual  worn  smile  be- 
hind a  rapidly  dwindling  heap  of  gold.  The  heap  being 
Lie  wiped  out,  Lord  Hubert  rose  with  a  shrug„ 
ran  ] 


J 


THE  HOUSE  OF  MIRTH 
and  joining  Selden,  adjourned  with  him  to  the  deserts 
terrace  of  the  club.  It  was  now  past  midnight,  and  tl 
throng  on  the  stands  was  dispersing,  wliile  the  long  trai 
of  red-lit  boats  scattered  and  faded  beneath  a  sky  n 
possessed  by  the  tranquil  splendour  of  the  moon. 

Lord  Hubert  looked  at  his  watch.  "By  Jove,I  promise! 
to  join  the  Duchess  for  supper  at  the  London  House 
but  it's  past  twelve,  and  I  suppose  they 've  all  scattered 
The  fact  is,  I  lost  them  in  the  crowd  soon  after  dinner, 
and  took  refuge  here,  for  my  sins.  They  had  seats  on  one 
of  the  stands,  but  of  course  they  could  n't  stop  quiet; 
the  Duchess  never  can.  She  and  Miss  Bart  went  oS  in 
quest  of  what  they  call  adventures — gad,  it  ain't  their 
fault  if  they  don't  have  some  queer  ones!"  He  added 
tentatively,  after  pausing  to  grope  for  a  cigarette:  "Miss 
.  Bart's  an  old  friend  of  youi-s,  I  believe? So  she  told  me. 
— Ah,  thanks — I  don't  seem  to  have  one  left."  He  liti 
Selden's  proffered  cigarette,  and  continued,  in  his  high- 'I 
pitched  drawling  tone:  "None  of  my  business,  of  course  y 
but  I  did  n't  introduce  her  to  the  Duchess,  Charming  i 
woman,  the  Duchess,  you  understand;  and  a  very  good  |l 
friend  of  mine;  but  rather  a  liberal  education."  i 

Selden  received  this  in  silence,  and  after  a  few  pufia  I 
Lord  Hubert  broke  out  again :  "Sort  of  thing  one  can't  ' 
communicate  to  the  young  lady — though  young  ladies  ! 
nowadays  are  so  competent  to  judge  for  themselves;  but  ■ 
in  this  case — I  'm  an  old  friend  too,  you  know  . .  .  and   | 
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W  Qiere  seemed  no  one  else  to  speak  to.  The  whole  dtus- 
tion's  a  little  mixed,  as  I  see  it — but  there  used  to  be 
an  aunt  somewhere,  a  diffuse  and  innocent  persou.  who 
was  great  at  bridging  over  chasms  she  did  n't  see  .  ,  , 
Ah,  in  New  York,  is  she?  Pity  New  York 's  such  a  long 
way  ofT!" 

MISS  Babt,  emerging  late  the  next  morning  &am 
her  cabin,  found  hei-self  alone  on  the  deck  of 
the  Sabrina. 

The  cushioned  chairs,  disposed  expectantly  under  the 
wide  awning,  showed  no  signs  of  recent  occupancy,  and 
she  presently  learned  from  a  steward  that  Mrs.  Dorset 
had  not  yet  appeared,  and  that  the  gentlemen — sepa- 
rately— had  gone  ashore  as  soon  as  they  had  break- 
fasted. Supplied  with  these  facts,  Lily  leaned  awhile  over 
the  eide,  giving  herself  up  to  a  leisurely  enjoyment  of 
the  spectacle  before  her.  Unclouded  sunlight  enveloped 
sea  and  shore  in  a  bath  of  purest  radiancy.  The  pur- 
pling waters  drew  a  sharp  white  line  of  foam  at  the  base 
of  the  shore;  against  its  irregular  eminences,  hotels  and 
villas  flashed  from  the  greyish  verdure  of  olive  and  eu- 
calyptus; and  the  background  of  bare  and  finely-pen- 
cilled mountains  quivered  in  a  pale  intensity  of  light. 
,  How  beautiful  it  was-— and  how  she  loved  beauty! 

e  had  always  felt  that  her  sensibility  in  this  direction 
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made  up  for  certain  obtusenesses  of  feeling  of  which  sb 
was  less  proud;  and  during  the  last  three  months  sh 
had  indulged  it  passionately.  The  Dorsets'  in\-itation  t 
go  abroad  with  them  had  come  as  an  almost  mu-aculou 
release  from  crushing  difficulties;  and  her  faculty  fo; 
renewing  herself  in  new  scenes,  and  casting  off  problem] 
of  conduct  as  easily  as  the  surroundings  in  which  thej 
had  arisen,  made  the  mere  change  from  one  place  to  an- 
other seem,  not  merely  a  postponement,  but  a  solution 
of  her  troubles.  Moral  complications  existed  for  her  only 
in  the  environment  that  had  produced  them ;  she  did  not 
mean  to  slight  or  ignore  them,  but  they  lost  their  reali 
ity  when  they  changed  their  backgfouna.  She  could  notl 
have  remained  in  ISew  York  without  repaying  the  monej 
she  owed  to  Trenor;  to  acquit  herself  of  that  odiouv 
debt  she  might  even  have  faced  a  maxriage  with 
dale;  but  the  accident  of  placing  the  Atlantic  betwt 
herself  and  her  obligations  made  them  dwindle  out  o£J 
sight  as  if  they  had  been  milestones  and  she  had  tray< 
elled  past  them. 

Her  two  months  on  the  Sabrina  had  been  especially^ 
calculated  to  aid  this  illusion  of  distance.  She  had  beeiii 
plunged  into  new  scenes,  and  had  found  in  them  a  re* 
newal  of  old  hopes  and  ambitions.  The  cruise  itself^ 
charmed  her  as  a  romantic  adventure.  She  was  vaguely 
touched  by  the  names  and  scenes  amid  which  she  moved, 
and  had  listened  to  Ned  Silverton  reading  TheocritiBi 
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lonlight,  as  the  yacht  rounded  the  Sicilian  pro- 
montories, with  a  thrill  of  the  nerves  that  confirmed  her 
belief  in  her  intellectual  superiority.  But  the  weeks  at 
Cannes  and  Nice  had  really  given  her  more  pleasure. 
The  gratification  of  being  welcomed  in  high  company, 
and  of  making  her  own  ascendency  felt  there,  bo  that 
she  found  herself  figuring  once  more  as  the  "beautiful 
Miss  Bart "  in  the  interesting  journal  devoted  to  record- 
ing the  least  movements  of  her  cosmopolitan  compan- 
ions— all  these  experiences  tended  to  throw  into  the 
extreme  background  of  memory  the  prosaic  and  soidid 
^fBculties  from  which  she  had  escaped. 

If  she  was  faintly  aware  of  fresh  difficulties  ahead, 
she  was  sure  of  her  ability  to  meet  them:  it  was  charac- 
teristic of  her  to  feel  tliat  the  only  problems  she  could 
not  solve  were  those  with  which  she  was  familiar.  Mean- 
while slie  could  honestly  be  proud  of  the  skill  with  which 
she  had  adapted  herself  to  somewhat  delicate  conditions. 
She  had  reason  to  think  that  she  had  made  herself 
equally  necessary  to  her  host  and  hostess;  and  if  only 
she  had  seen  any  perfectly  irreproachable  means  of  draw- 
ing a  financial  profit  from  the  situation,  there  would 
have  been  no  cloud  on  her  horizon.  The  truth  was  that 
her  funds,  as  usual,  were  inconveniently  low;  and  to 
neither  Dorset  nor  his  wife  could  this  vulgar  embarrass- 
^Jient  be  safely  hinted.  Still,  the  need  was  not  a  pressing 
^■jbe;  she  could  worry  along,  aa  she  had  so  often  done 
■  [  816  ] 
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before,  \nih  the  hope  of  some  happy  change  of  fbrtui 
to  Eustain  her;  and  meanwhUe  life  was  gay  and  beaut 
fill  and  easy,  and  she  was  conscious  of  figuring  not  ue 
worthily  in  such  a  setting. 

She  was  engaged  to  breakfast  that  morning  witii  thi 
Duchess  of  Beltshire,  and  at  twelve  o'clock  she  asked  U 
be  set  ashore  in  the  gig.  Before  this  she  had  sent  hei 
maid  to  enquire  if  she  might  see  Mrs.  Dorset;  but  the 
reply  came  back  that  the  latter  was  tired,  and  trying  to 
Bleep.  Lily  thought  she  understood  the  reason  of  the 
rebuff.  Her  hostess  had  not  Ijeen  included  in  the  Duch- 
ess's invitation,  though  she  herself  had  made  the  most 
loyal  eftbrta  in  that  direction.  But  her  grace  was  imper-, 
vious  to  hints,  and  invited  or  omitted  as  she  chose.  Ilj 
was  not  Lily's  fault  if  Mrs.  Dorset's  complicated  atti-.i 
tudes  did  not  fall  in  with  the  Duchess's  easy  gait.  TlWI 
Duchess,  who  seldom  explained  herself,  had  not  formu- i 
lated  her  objection  beyond  saying:  "She's  rather  a  bore,  J 
you  know.  The  only  one  of  your  friends  I  like  is  that  5 
little  Mr.  Bry — /le^s  funny — "  but  Lily  knew  enough  I 
not  to  press  the  point,  and  was  not  altogether  sorry  to  [ 
be  thus  distinguished  at  her  friend's  expense.  Bertha  \ 
certainly  had  grown  tiresome  since  she  had  taken  to  3 
poetry  and  Ned  Silverton. 

On  the  whole,  it  was  a  relief  to  break  away  now  and  ] 
then  from  the  Sabrina;  and  the  Duchess's  little  break- 
Ibst,  organized  by  lard  Hubert  with  all  his  usual  v 
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I 

^—course  made  an  agreeable  change  from  these  complica-  J 

^■£ons,  and  LJly  was  tempted,  after  luncheon,  to  adjourn  I 

^Hb)  the  wake  of  her  companions  to  the  hectic  atmosphere  1 


toosiiy,  was  the  pleasanter  to  Lily  for  not  including  bei 
travelling-companions.  Dorset,  of  late,  had  grown  more 
thaii  usually  morose  and  incalculable,  and  Ned  Silverton 
went  about  with  an  air  that  seemed  to  challenge  the 
universe.  The  freedom  and  lightness  of  the  ducal  inter- 


^Hecl 


of  the  Casino.  She  did  not  mean  to  play ;  her  diminished 
pocket-money  offered  small  scope  for  the  adventure ;  but 
,t  amused  her  to  sit  on  a  divan,  under  the  doubtful  pro- 

;tion  of  the  Duchess's  back,  while  the  latter  hung 

lOve  her  stakes  at  a  neighbouring  table. 

The  rooms  were  packed  with  the  gazing  throng  which, 
in  the  afternoon  hours,  trickles  heavily  between  the  tables, 
like  the  Sunday  crowd  in  a  lion-house.  In  the  stagnant 
flow  of  the  mass,  identities  were  hardly  distinguishable; 
but  Lily  presently  saw  Mrs.  Bry  cleaving  her  detennined 
way  through  the  doors,  and,  in  the  broad  wake  she  left, 
the  light  figure  of  Mrs.  Fisher  bobbing  after  her  like  a 
row-boat  at  the  stem  of  a  tug.  Mrs.  Bry  pressed  on,  evi- 
dently animated  by  the  resolve  to  reach  a  certain  point 
in  the  rooms;  but  Mrs.  Fisher,  as  she  passed  Lily,  broke 
from  her  towing-line,  and  let  herself  float  to  the  girl's 
side. 

"Lose  her?"  she  echoed  the  latter's  query,  with  an 

indiflerent  glance  at  Mrs.  Dry's  retreating  back.  "I  dare- 
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■ay — it  doesn't  matter:  I  have  lost  her  a 
as  Lily  exclaimed,  she  added:  "We  had  i 
this  morning.  You  know,  of  course,  that  the  Dm 
cbiicked  her  at  dinner  last  night,  and  she  thinks  it 
my  fault — my  want  of  management.  The  worst  of  i 
the  message — JTist  a  mere  word  by  telephone — cami 
late  that  the  dinner  had  to  be  paid  for;  and  Becai 
had  run  It  up — it  had  been  so  drummed  into  him  ti 
the  Duchess  was  coming !"  Mrs.  Fisher  indulged  in  a  fa 
laugb  at  the  remembrance.  "Pajing  for  what  she  does 
get  rankles  so  dreadfully  with  Louisa;  I  can't  make  h 
see  that  it 's  one  of  the  preliminary  steps  to  getting  wh 
you  have  n't  paid  for — and  as  I  was  the  nearest  thing  ■. 
smash,  she  smashed  me  to  atoms,  poor  dear!"* 

IJIy  murmured  her  commiseration.  Impulses  of  syit 
pathy  came  naturally  to  her,  and  it  was  instinctive  t 
proffer  her  help  to  Mrs.  Fisher. 

"If  there's  anything  I  can  do — if  it'sonlyaquestioi 
of  meeting  the  Duchess  I  I  heard  her  say  she  thought 
Mr.  Bry  amusing— — -" 

But  Mrs.  Fisher  interposed  with  a  decisive  gesture* 
"My  dear,  I  have  my  pride:  tlie  pride  of  my  trade,  I^ 
couldn't  manage  the  Duchess,  and  I  can't  palm  offyouri 
arts  on  Louisa  Bry  as  mine,  I've  taken  the  final  step:  I; 
go  to  Paris  tonight  with  the  Sam  Gormers.  TA^  V^stilK 
in  the  elementary  stage;  an  Italian  Prince  is  a  great  deal '. 
more  than  a  Prince  to  them,  and  they're  always  on  Qm\ 
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brink  of  taking  a  courier  for  one.  To  save  them  from 
that  is  my  present  mission."  She  laughed  again  at  the 
picture.  "But  before  I  go  I  want  to  make  my  last  will 
and  testament — I  want  to  leave  you  the  Brys." 

"Me?"  Miss  Bart  joined  in  her  amusement.  "It's 

charming  of  you  to  remember  me,  dear;  but  really " 

*'You're  already  so  well  provided  for?"  Mrs.  Fisher 
flashed  a  sharp  glance  at  her.  "Are  you,  though,  Lily — 
to  the  point  of  rejecting  my  offer?" 

Miss  Bart  coloured  slowly,  "What  I  really  meant  waa, 
that  the  Brys  would  n't  in  the  least  care  to  be  so  dis- 
posed of." 

Mrs.  Fisher  continued  to  probe  her  embarrassment 
with  an  unflinching  eye.  "What  you  really  meant  was 
that  you've  snubbed  the  Biys  horribly;  and  you  know 

that  they  know  it " 

"Carry!" 

"Oh,  on  certain  sides  Louisa  bristles  with  perceptions. 

If  you'd  even  managed  to  have  them  asked  once  on  the 

Sabrina — especially  when  royalties  were  coming!  But  it's 

not  too  late,"  she  ended  earnestly,  "it's  not  too  late  for 

■lather  of  you." 

Lily  smiled.  "Stay  over,  and  I'll  get  the  Duchess  to 
ffftne  with  them." 

I  shan't  stay  over — the  Gormers  have  paid  for  my 
rt-/i;,"said  Mrs.  Fisher  with  simplicity.  "But  get 
«  to  dine  with  them  all  the  same." 
[319] 
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Lily's  smile  again  flowed  into  a  slight  lau^in 
friend's  importunity  was  beginning  to  strike  her  as 
relevant.  "I'm  sorry  I  have  been  negligent  about  t 
Brys "she  b^an. 

"Oh,  as  to  the  Brys — it's  you  I'm  thinking  of,"  sa 
Mrs.  Fiaher  abruptly.  She  paused,  and  then,  bendii 
forward,  with  a  lowered  voice:  "You  know  we  all  wei 
on  to  Nice  last  night  when  the  Duchess  chucked  us,  1 
was  Louisa's  idea — I  told  her  what  I  thought  of  it." 

Miss  Bart  assented.  "Yes — I  caught  sight  of  you  01 
the  way  back,  at  the  station." 

"Well,  the  man  who  was  in  the  carriage  with  you  ant 
George  Dorset — that  honid  little  Dabham  who  doa 
•Society  Notes  from  the  Riviera' — had  been  dining  with 
us  at  Nice.  And  he's  telling  everybody  that  you  and 
Dorset  came  back  alone  after  midnight." 

"Alone — ?  When  he  was  with  us?"  Lily  laughed,  but 
her  laugh  faded  into  gravity  under  the  prolonged  impli- 
cation of  Mrs.  Fisher's  look.  "We  did  come  hack  aloQ^, 
— if  that's  so  very  dreadful!  But  whose  fault  was  itr) 
The  Duchess  was  spending  the  night  at  Cimiez  with  the'| 
Crown  Princess;  Bertha  got  bored  with  the  show,  andi 
went  off  early,  promising  to  meet  us  at  the  station.  We  j 
turned  up  on  time,  but  she  did  n't — she  did  n't  turn  up  ,! 
at  all!" 

Miss  Bart  made  this  announcement  in  the  tone  of  one  I 

who  presents,  with  careless  assurance,  a  complete  vindi'  | 
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|fttion;  but  Mrs.  Fisher  received  it  ia  a  manner  almost 
Konsequent.  She  seemed  to  have  lost  sight  of  her  friend's 
t  iD  the  incident:  her  inward  vision  had  taken  an- 
other slant. 

"Bertha  never  turned  up  at  all?  Then  how  on  earth 
did  she  get  back?" 

"Oh,  by  the  next  train,  I  suppose;  there  were  two  ex- 
tra ones  for  the^(c.  At  any  rate,  I  know  she 's  safe  on 
the  yacht,  though  I  have  n't  yet  seen  her;  but  you  see  it 
was  not  my  fault,"  Lily  summerl  up, 

"Not  your  fault  that  Bertha  did  n't  turn  up?  My  poor 
child,  if  only  you  don't  have  to  pay  for  it!"  Mrs.  Fisher 
rose — she  had  seen  Mrs.  Bry  surging  back  in  her  direc- 
tion. "There's  Louisa,  and  I  must  be  off — oh,  we're  on 
the  best  of  terms  externally;  we're  lunching  together; 
but  at  heart  it's  me  she's  lunching  on,"  she  explained: 
and  with  a  last  hand-clasp  and  a  last  look,  she  added: 
"Remember,  I  leave  her  to  you;  she's  hovering  now, 
jady  to  take  you  in." 


aly  carried  the  impression  of  Mrs.  Fisher's  leave-taking 
piray  with  her  from  the  Casino  doors.  She  had  accom- 
ihed,  before  leaving,  the  first  step  toward  her  rein- 
statement in  Mrs.  Bry's  good  graces.  An  affable  advance 
— a  vague  murmur  that  they  must  see  more  of  each 
_  ,  other— an  allusive  glance  to  a  near  future  that  was  felt 
K^  include  tlie  Duchess  as  well  as  the  Sabrina — bow 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH  ^H 
easily  it  was  aU  done,  if  one  possessed  the  knack  offloH 
it!  She  wondered  at  herself,  as  she  had  so  often  wondere 
that,  possessing  the  knack,  she  did  not  more  consistenti 
exercise  it.  But  sometimes  she  was  forgetfiil — and  somi 
times,  could  it  be  that  she  was  proud?  Today,  at  an 
rate,  she  had  been  vaguely  conscious  of  a  reason  for  sinl 
ing  her  pride,  had  in  fact  even  sunk  it  to  the  point  o 
suggesting  to  Lord  Hubert  Dacey,  whom  she  ran  acros 
on  the  Casino  steps,  that  he  might  really  get  the  Duch 
ess  to  dine  with  the  Brj-s,  if  she  undertook  to  have  then 
asked  on  the  Sabrina.  Lord  Hubert  had  promised  hi 
help,  with  the  readiness  on  which  she  could  alwaj's  count 
it  was  his  only  way  of  ever  reminding  her  that  he  hac 
once  been  ready  to  do  so  much  more  for  her.  Her  path, 
in  short,  seemed  to  smooth  itself  before  her  as  she  ad- 
vanced; yet  the  faint  stir  of  uneasiness  persisted.  Had 
it  been  produced,  she  wondered,  by  her  chance  meeting 
with  Selden?  She  thought  not — time  and  change  seemed 
so  completely  to  have  relegated  him  to  his  proper  dis- 
tance. The  sudden  and  exquisite  reaction  from  her  anxi- 
eties had  had  the  effect  of  throwing  the  recent  past  so  far 
back  that  even  Selden,  as  part  of  it,  retained  a  certain 
air  of  unreality.  And  he  had  made  it  so  clear  that  they 
were  not  to  meet  again;  that  he  had  merely  dropped' 
down  to  Nice  for  a  day  or  two,  and  had  almost  his  foot; 
on  the  nest  steamer.  No — that  part  of  the  past  badl 
merely  surged  up  for  a  moment  on  the  fleeing  surface  atl 
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events:  and  now  that  it  was  submerged  again,  the  ua* 
certainty,  the  apprehension  persisted. 

They  grew  to  sudden  acuteness  as  she  caught  sight  of 
Geoi^  Dorset  descending  the  steps  of  the  Hotel  de  Faria 
and  luaking  for  her  across  the  square.  She  had  meant  to 
drive  down  to  the  quay  and  regain  the  yacht;  but  she 
now  had  the  immediate  impression  that  something  more 
was  to  happen  lirst. 

"Which  way  are  you  goingPShall  we  walk  a  bit?"  he 
began,  putting  the  second  question  before  the  first  waa 
answered,  and  not  waiting  for  a  reply  to  either  before 
he  directed  her  silently  toward  the  comparative  seclusion 
of  the  lower  gardens. 

She  detected  in  him  at  once  all  the  signs  of  extreme 
nervous  tension.  The  skin  was  puffed  out  under  his  smiken 
eyes,  and  its  sallowness  had  paled  to  a  leaden  white 
against  which  his  irregular  eyebrows  and  long  reddist^ 
moustache  were  relieved  with  a  saturnine  effect.  Hia  ap> 
pearance,  in  short,  presented  an  odd  mixture  of  the  be- 
draggled and  the  ferocious. 

He  walked  beside  her  in  silence,  with  quick  precipi- 
tate steps,  till  they  reached  the  embowered  slopes  to  the 
east  of  the  Casino;  then,  pulling  up  abruptly,  he  saiif : 

^■ftHave  you  seen  Bertha  ?" 

^H  "No — when  I  left  the  yacht  she  was  not  yet  up." 

^B  He  received  this  with  a  laugh  like  the  whirring  sound. 

^Bjii  a  disabled  clock.  "Not  yet  upP  Had  she  gone  to  bed? 
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Do  you  know  at  what  time  ahe  came  on  board.' ', 
momiug  at  sevenl"  he  exclaimed. 

"At  seven?"  Lily  started.  "What  happened — an 
cident  to  the  train  P" 

He  laughed  again.  "They  missed  the  train — all 
trains — they  had  to  drive  back." 

"  Well ?"  She  hesitated,  feeling  at  once  how  lit 

even  this  necessity  accounted  for  the  fatal  lapse  of  hou: 

"Well,  they  could  n't  get  a  carriage  at  once — at  th, 
time  of  niglit,  you  know — "  the  explanatory  note  mac 
it  almost  seem  as  though  he  were  putting  the  case  tc 
his  wife — *'and  when  they  finally  did,  it  was  only 
one-horse  cab,  and  the  horse  was  lame!" 
L,    "How  tiresome!  I  see,"  she  affirmed,  with  the  mors 
earnestness  because  she  was  so  nervously  conscious  thiil 
ahe  did  not;  and  after  a  pause  she  added:  "I'm  so  sorry 
— but  ought  we  to  have  waited?" 

"Waited  for  the  one-horse  cab?  It  would  scarcely  have 
carried  the  four  of  us,  do  you  think?" 

She  took  this  in  what  seemed  the  only  possible  way, 
with  a  laugh  intended  to  sink  the  question  itself  in  his 
humorous  treatment  of  it.  "Well,  it  would  ha\e  been  difG- 
cult;  we  should  have  had  to  walk  by  tuiTis.  But  it  would 
have  been  jolly  to  see  the  sunrise." 

"Yes:  the  sunrise  rcoj  jolly,"  he  agreed.  \ 

"Was  itr  You  saw  it,  then?" 

**!  saw  it,  yes;  from  tlie  deck.  I  waited  up  for  them." 
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"Naturally — I  suppose  you  were  worried.  Why  did  nt 
you  call  on  me  to  share  your  vigil?" 

He  stood  still,  diagging  at  his  moustache  with  a  lean 
weak  hand.  "I  don't  think  you  would  have  cared  for  its 
dfnmtement"  he  said  with  sudden  grimness. 

Again  she  was  disconcerted  by  the  abrupt  change  Ja 
his  tone,  and  as  in  one  flash  she  saw  the  peril  of  the  mo- 
ment, and  the  need  of  keeping  her  sense  of  it  out  of  her 
•yes. 

"DSnouement — is  n't  that  too  big  a  word  for  such  a 
tmall  incident?  The  worst  of  it,  after  all,  is  the  fatigue 
which  Bertha  has  probably  slept  off  by  this  time." 

She  clung  to  the  note  bravely,  though  its  futility  wa« 
now  plain  to  her  in  the  glare  of  his  miserable  eyes. 

"Don't — don't !"  he  broke  out,  with  the  hurt  cry 

of  a  child;  and  while  she  tried  to  merge  her  sympathy, 
and  her  resolve  to  ignore  any  cause  for  it,  in  one  arnbig- 
■jous  murmur  of  deprecation,  he  dropped  down  on  the 
bench  near  which  they  had  paused,  and  poured  out  the 
wretchedness  of  his  soul. 

It  was  a  dreadful  hour — an  hour  from  which  she 
emerged  shrinking  and  seared,  as  though  her  lids  had 
been  scorched  by  its  actual  glare.  It  was  not  that  she  had 
never  had  premonitoiy  glimpses  of  such  an  outbreak; 
but  rather  because,  here  and  there  throughout  the  three 
months,  the  surface  of  life  had  shown  such  ominous  cracks 
and  vapours  that  her  fears  had  always  been  on  the  alert 
[  825  ] 
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for  an  upheaval.  There  had  been  moments  when  the  situ 
ation  had  presented  itself  under  a  homelier  yet  more  vivit 
image — that  of  a  shaky  vehicle,  dashed  by  unbrokec 
steeds  over  a  bumping  road,  while  she  cowered  within, 
aware  that  the  harness  wanted  mending,  and  wondering 
what  would  give  way  first.  Well— everything  had  given 
way  now;  and  the  wonder  was  that  the  crazy  outfit  had 
held  together  so  long.  Her  sense  of  being  involved  in  the. 
CTRsh,  instead  of  merely  witnessing  it  from  the  road,  waa^ 
intensified  by  the  way  in  which  Dorset,  through  his  furies  > 
of  denunciation  and  wild  reactions  of  self-contempt,  made^) 
her  feel  the  need  he  had  of  her,  the  place  she  had  taken '; 
in  his  life.  But  for  her,  what  ear  would  have  bees  open  '• 
to  his  cries  ?  And  what  hand  but  hei-s  could  drag  him  up  | 
again  to  a  footing  of  sanity  and  self-respect?  All  through    ■ 
the  stress  of  the  struggle  with  him,  she  had  been  con- 
scious of  something  faintly  maternal  in  her  efforts  to 
guide  and  uplift  him.  But  for  the  present,  if  he  clung  tO' 
her,  it  was  not  in  order  to  be  dragged  up,  but  to  feel 
some  one  floundering  in  the  depths  with  him ;  he  wanted 
her  to  sufTer  with  him,  not  to  help  him  to  suffer  less. 

Happily  for  both,  there  was  little  physical  strength  to 
sustain  his  frenzy.  It  left  him,  collapsed  and  breathing 
heavily,  to  an  apathy  so  deep  and  prolonged  that  Lily 
almost  feared  the  passers-by  would  think  it  the  result  of 
a  seizure,  and  stop  to  offer  their  aid.  But  Monte  Carlo  ia^ 
of  all  places,  the  one  where  the  human  bond  is  least  dose, 
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and  odd  sights  are  the  leaist  arresting.  If  a  glance  or  two 
lingei-ed  on  the  couple,  no  intrusive  sympathy  disturbed 
them;  and  it  was  Lily  herself  who  broke  the  silence  by 
rising  from  her  seat.  With  the  clearing  of  her  vision  the 
sweep  of  peril  had  extended,  and  she  saw  that  the  post 
of  danger  was  no  longer  at  Doreet's  side. 

"If  you  won't  go  back,  I  must — don't  make  me  leave 
you!"  she  urged. 

■  But  he  remained  mutely  resistant,  and  she  added: 
PWhat  are  you  going  to  do?  You  really  can't  sit  here 
all  night." 

"I  can  go  tc  an  hotel,  I  can  telegraph  my  lawyers."  He 
sat  up,  roused  by  a  new  thought.  "By  Jove,  Selden'sat 
Nice — 111  send  for  Selden!" 

Lily,  at  this,  reseated  herself  with  a  cry  of  alarm.  "No, 

she  protested. 
He  swung  round  on  her  distrustfully,  "Why  not  Sel- 
He's  a  lawyer,  is  n't  he?  One  will  do  as  well  as  an- 
ler  in  a  case  like  this." 

Ah  badly  as  another,  you  mean.  I  thought  you  re- 
ied  on  me  to  help  you." 

"You  do — by  being  so  sweet  and  patient  with  me.  If 
it  hadn't  been  for  you  I'd  have  ended  the  thing  long  ago, 
t  now  it  'b  got  to  end."  He  rose  suddenly,  straighten- 
himself  with  an  effort.  "You  can't  want  to  see  me 
ridiculous." 

She  looked  at  him  kindly."That'sjnstit."Then.  after 
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■  momeDt's  pondering,  almost  to  her  own  surpfflHi 
broke  out  with  a  flash  of  inspiration :  "Well,  go  over  ar 
•ee  Mr.  Selden.  You  '11  have  time  to  do  it  before  dinner 

"Oh,  dinner "  he  mocked  her;  but  she  left  hit 

with  the  smiling  rejoinder:  "Dinner  on  board,  remembei 
we'll  put  it  off  till  nine  if  you  like." 

It  was  past  four  already;  and  when  a  cab  had  droppet 
her  at  the  quay,  and  she  stood  waiting  for  the  gig  t( 
put  ofi^for  her,  she  began  to  wonder  what  had  been  hap 
pening  on  the  yaclit.  Of  Silverton's  whereabouts  then 
had  been  no  mention.  Had  be  returned  to  the  Sabrinai 
Or  could  Bertlia — the  dread  alternative  sprang  on  ha 
suddenly  — could  Bertha,  left  to  herself,  have  gone  ashore 
to  rejoin  him?  Lily's  heart  stood  still  at  the  thought. 
All  her  concern  had  hitherto  been  for  young  Silverton, 
not  only  bei:ause,  in  such  affairs,  the  woman's  instinct  ia 
to  side  with  the  man,  but  becausehiscase  made  a  peculiar 
appeal  to  her  sympathies.  He  was  so  desperately  in  earn- 
est, poor  youth,  and  his  earnestness  was  of  so  diflerent' 
a  quality  from  Bertha's,  though  hers  too  was  desperate! 
enough.  The  different^  was  that  Bertha  was  in  earnest  j 
only  about  herself,  while  lie  was  in  eamest  about  hec  j 
But  now,  at  the  actual  crisis,  this  difference  seemed  to  ■ 
throw  the  weight  of  destitution  on  Bertlia'a  side,  since  at  1 
least  he  had  her  to  suffer  for,  and  she  had  only  herselfl  1 
At  any  rate,  viewed  less  ideally,  all  the  disadvantages  of  j 
such  a  situation  were  for  the  woman ;  and  it  was  to  fier*,| 
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tha  that  Lily's  sympathies  now  went  out.  She  was  not 
fond  of  Bertha  Dorset,  but  neither  was  she  without  a 
sense  of  obligation,  the  heavier  for  having  so  httie  per- 
sonal liking  to  sustain  it.  Bertha  had  been  kind  to  her, 
thej  had  lived  together,  during  the  last  months,  on  term* 
of  easy  friendship,  and  the  sense  of  friction  of  which  Lily 
had  recently  become  aware  seemed  to  make  it  the  more 
uigent  that  she  should  work  undividedly  in  her  friend's 
interest. 

It  was  in  Bertha's  interest^  certainly,  that  she  had  d&- 
spatched  Dorset  to  consult  with  Lawrence  Selden,  Once 
the  grotesqueness  of  the  situation  accepted,  she  had  seen 
at  a  glance  that  it  was  the  safest  in  which  Dorset  could 

(Dd  himself.  Who  but  Selden  could  thus  miraculously 
^bine  the  skill  to  save  Bertha  with  the  obligation  of 
oing  so?  The  consciousness  that  much  skill  would  be 
required  made  Lily  rest  thankfully  in  the  greatness  of  the 
obligation.  Since  he  would  have  to  pull  Bertha  through 
she  could  trust  him  to  find  a  way ;  and  she  put  the  ful- 
ness of  hertrust  in  the  telegram  she  managed  to  send  him 
on  her  way  to  the  quay. 

Thus  far,  then,  Lily  felt  that  she  had  done  well;  and 

the  convit:tion  strengthened  her  for  the  task  that  re- 

Lmained.  She  and  Bertha  had  never  been  on  confidential 

Bi terms,  but  at  such  a  crisis  the  barriers  of  reserve  must 

(uiely  fall:  Dorset's  wild  allusions  to  the  scene  of  the 

morning  mode  Lily  feel  that  they  were  down  already,  and 
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that  any  attempt  to  rebuild  them  would  be  beyond  Bt 
tha's  strength.  She  pictured  the  poor  creature  shiverii 
behind  her  fallen  defences  and  awaiting  with  suspem 
the  moment  when  she  could  take  refuge  in  the  first  sbelb 
that  offered.  If  only  that  shelter  had  not  already  offere 
itself  elsewhere!  Aa  the  gig  traversed  the  short  distanc 
between  the  quay  and  the  yacht,  Lily  grew  more  thai 
ever  alarmed  at  the  possible  consequences  of  her  long  ab 
sence.  What  if  the  wretched  Bertha,  finding  in  all  tht 
long  hours  no  soul  to  turn  to — but  by  this  time  Lily's 
eager  foot  was  on  the  side-ladder,  and  her  first  step  on  the 
Sabrina  showed  the  woi-st  of  her  apprehensions  to  be  un- 
founded; for  there,  in  the  luxurious  shade  of  the  after- 
deck,  the  wretched  Bertha,  in  full  command  of  her  usual, 
attenuated  elegance,  sat  dispensing  tea  to  the  Duchess  of 
Beltshire  and  Lord  Hubert.  ^ 

The  sight  filled  Lily  with  such  surprise  that  she  felt  that  ,i 
Bertha,  at  least,  must  read  its  meaning  in  her  look,  and  \ 
she  was  proportionately  disconcerted  by  the  blankneas  of  ' 
the  look  returned.  But  in  an  instant  she  saw  that  Mrs.Dop-  } 
set  had,  of  necessity,  to  look  blank  before  the  others,  and  \ 
that,  to  mitigate  the  effect  of  her  own  surprise,  she  must  I 
at  once  produce  some  simple  reason  for  it.  Tlie  long  habit ,  S 
of  rapid  transitions  made  it  easy  for  her  to  exclaim  to  the  * 
Duchess:"Why,  I  thought  you 'd  gone  back  to  the  Pi 
cess!"  and  this  sufliced  for  the  lady  she  addressed,  ij 
waa  hardly  enough  for  Lord  Hubert. 
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At  lea^  it  opened  the  wav  to  a  lively  explanation  ol 
how  the  Duchess  was,  in  fact,  going  back  the  next  mo- 
ment, but  had  first  rushed  out  to  the  yacht  for  a  word 
with  Mrs.  Dorset  on  the  subject  of  tomorrow's  dinner — 
the  dinner  with  the  Brys,  to  which  Lord  Hubert  had 
finally  insisted  on  drawing  them. 

*'To  save  my  neck,  you  know'"  he  explained,  with  a 
glance  that  appealed  to  IJly  for  some  recognition  of  hib 
promptness;  and  the  Duchess  added,  with  her  noble  can- 
dour: "Mr.  Bry  has  promised  him  a  tip,  and  he  says  if 
we  go  he  '11  pass  it  on  to  us." 

This  led  to  some  final  pleasantries,  in  which,  as  it 
seemed  to  Lily,  Mrs.  Dorset  bore  her  part  with  astound- 
ing bravery,  and  at  the  close  of  which  Lord  Hubert,  &OUi 
half  way  down  the  side-ladder,  called  back,  with  an  air 
of  numbering  beads;  "And  of  course  we  may  count  on 
Dorset  too?" 

*'Oh,  count  on  him,"  his  wife  assented  gaily.  She  was 
keeping  up  well  to  the  last — but  as  she  turned  back  from 
waving  her  adieux  over  the  side,  Lily  said  to  herself  that 
the  mask  must  drop  and  the  soul  of  fear  look  out. 

Mrs.  Dorset  turned  back  slowj.y;  perhaps  she  wanted 

time  to  steady  her  muscles;  at  any  rate,  they  were  still 

under  perfect  control  when,  dropping  once  more  into 

her  seat  behind  the  tea-table,  she  remarked  to  Miss  Bart 

^^witb  a  faint  touch  of  irony;  "I  suppose  I  ought  to  t&y 

^btrnd  morning." 
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If  it  was  a  cue,  Lily  was  ready  to  talte  it,  thou^  wi 
only  the  vaguest  sense  of  what  was  expected  of  her 
return.  There  was  something  unnerving  in  the  contei 
plation  of  Mrs.  Dorset's  composure,  and  she  bad  to  foi 
the  light  tone  in  which  she  answered:"!  tried  to  seeyt 
this  morning,  but  you  were  not  yet  up." 

"No — I  got  to  bed  late.  After  we  missed  you  at  tl 
station  I  thought  we  ought  to  wait  for  you  till  the  lai 
train."  She  spoke  very  gently,  but  with  just  the  leaf 
tinge  of  reproach. 

"You  missed  us?  You  waited  for  us  at  the  station?' 
Now  indeed  Lily  was  too  far  adrift  in  bewilderment  U 
measure  the  other's  words  or  keep  watch  on  her  own. 
"  But  I  thought  you  did  nt  get  to  the  station  till  aftd 
the  last  train  had  left!" 

Mrs.  Dorset,  examining  her  between  lowered  lids,  mek 
this  with  the  immediate  query:  "Who  told  you  that?" 

"George — I  saw  him  just  now  in  the  gardens." 

"Ah,  is  that  George's  version?  Poor  George — he  was 
in  no  state  to  remember  what  I  told  him.  He  had  one 
of  his  worst  attacks  this  morning,  and  I  packed  him  otF 
to  see  the  doctor.  Do  you  know  if  he  found  him?" 

Lily,  still  lost  in  conjecture,  made  no  reply,  and  Mrs, 
Dorset  settled  herself  indolently  in  her  seat  "  He  11  wait 
to  see  him;  he  was  horribly  frightened  about  himself.  I 
It's  very  bad  for  him  to  be  worried,  and  whenever  any-  i 
thing  upsetting  happens,  it  always  brings  on  an  attack  * 
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lUs  time  lj]y  felt  sure  that  a  cue  was  being  pressed 
on  her;  but  it  was  put  forth  with  such  startliug  sudden- 
.nd  with  so  incredible  an  air  of  igDoring  what  it 
up  to,  that  she  could  onl^  falter  out  doubtfully: 
lything  upsetting?" 

Yes — such  as  having  you  so  conspicuously  on  hb 
hands  in  the  small  hours.  You  know,  my  dear,  you're 
rather  a  big  responsibility  in  sudi  a  scandalous  place 
after  midnight." 

At  that — at  the  complete  unexpectedness  and  the  in- 
conceivable audacity  of  it — Lily  could  not  restrain  the 
tribute  of  an  astonished  laugh. 

"Well,  really — considering  it  was  you  who  burdened 
him  with  the  responsibility!" 

Mrs.  Dorset  took  this  with  an  exquisite  mildness.  "By 
not  having  the  superhuman  cleverness  to  discover  you  in 
that  frightful  rush  for  the  train?  Or  the  imagination  to 
believe  that  you'd  take  it  without  us — you  and  he  all 
alone — instead  of  waiting  quietly  in  the  station  till  we 
did  manage  to  meet  you?" 

Lily's  colour  rose:  it  was  growing  clear  to  her  that 
Bertha  was  pursuing  an  object,  following  a  line  she  had 
marked  out  for  herself.  Only,  with  such  a  doom  impend- 
ing, why  waste  time  in  these  childish  effoi-ta  to  avert  it? 
The  puerility  of  the  attempt  disarmed  Lily's  indigna- 
tion: did  it  not  prove  how  horribly  the  poor  creature 
was  frightened? 
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"No;  by  our  simply  all  keeping  together  at  9 
returned. 

"Keeping  together?  When  it  was  you  who  seized  tl 
first  opportunity  to  rush  off  with  the  Duchess  and  b 
friends?  My  dear  Lily,  you  are  not  a  child  to  be  led  I) 
the  hand!" 

"No — nor  to  be  lectured.  Bertha,  really;  if  that  "s  whs 
you  are  doing  to  me  now," 

Mrs.  Dorset  smiled  on  her  reproachfully.  "Lectun 
you — I?  Heaven  forbid!  I  was  merelv  trying  to  giveyoi 
a  friendly  hint.  But  it's  usually  the  other  way  round, 
isn''t  it?  I  'm  expected  to  take  hints,  not  to  give  them; 
I've  positively  Uved  on  them  all  these  last  mooths." 

"Hints — from  me  to  you?'"  Ijlv  repeated. 

"Oh,  negative  ones  merelv — what  not  to  be  and  to 
do  and  to  see.  And  I  think  I  \e  taken  them  to  admira- 
tion. Only,  my  dear,  if  you'll  let  me  say  so,  I  didnf 
understand  that  one  of  my  n^^ative  duties  was  not  to{ 
mm  you  whea  you  carried  your  imprudence  too  far."    I 

A  chill  of  fear  passed  over  Miss  Bart :  a  sense  of  re-l 
membered  treadterr  that  was  like  the  gleam  of  a  knifef 
in  the  dusk.  But  compassion,  in  a  moment,  got  the  bet-  . 
ter  of  her  instinctive  recoiL  "WTiat  was  thi?  outpouring  | 
of  senseless  bitterness  but  the  tracked  creature's  attempt  | 
to  doud  the  medium  through  which  it  was  fleeing?  It  I 
was  Ml  lily's  lips  to  exclaim:  "Vou  poor  soul,  dont  I 
doable  and  turn — cxxne  straight  back  to  me,  aad  well  | 
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'find  a  way  out!"  But  the  words  died  under  the  impene- 
trable insolence  of  Bertha's  smile,  Lily  sat  silent,  taking 
the  brunt  of  it  tjuietlj,  letting  it  spend  itself  on  her  to 

t,e  last  drop  of  its  accumulated  falseness;  then,  without 
word,  she  rose  and  went  down  to  her  cabin. 

MISS  BAaT''8  telegram  caught  Lawrence  Selden  at 
tiie  door  of  his  hotel;  and  having  read  it,  he 
turned  back  to  wait  for  Dorset,  The  message  necessarily 
left  large  gaps  forconjecture;  but  all  that  he  had  recently 
heard  and  seen  made  these  but  too  easy  to  fill  in.  On  the 
whole  he  was  surprised;  for  though  he  had  perceived  that 
the  situation  contained  all  the  elements  of  an  explosion, 
he  had  often  enough,  in  the  range  of  his  personal  expe- 
rience, seen  just  such  combinations  subside  into  harm- 
lessness.  Still,  Dorset's  spasmodic  temper,  and  his  wife's 
reckless  disregard  of  appearances,  gave  the  situation  a 
peculiar  insecurity;  and  it  was  less  from  the  sense  of  any 
special  relation  to  the  case  than  from  a  purely  profes- 
sional zeal,  that  Selden  resolved  to  guide  the  pair  to 
safety.  Whether,  in  the  present  instance,  safety  for  either 
lay  in  repairing  so  damaged  a  tie,  it  was  no  business  of 
bis  to  consider:  he  had  only,  on  general  principles,  to 

Ek  of  averting  a  scandal,  and  hb  desire  to  avert  it  was 
ssed  by  his  fear  of  its  involving  Miss  Bart.  There 
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was  nothing  specific  in  this  apprdienstoD;  liel 
wufaed  to  spai^  her  the  embtuTassoient  of  beiiig  ever  i 
lemoteljr  connected  with  tbe  public  vashing  of  the  Dcna 
liDen. 

How  exhaustive  and  ati|^e«$ant  vath  a  procoa  woul 
be,  he  saw  even  more  vividly  after  his  two  hours*  tali 
witli  poor  Dorset.  If  anvthisg  came  out  at  all,  it  woult 
be  9Kh  a  vast  ODpadcicg  of  accumulated  mwal  rags  ai 
left  him,  after  his  ristor  had  gone,  with  the  feding  thai 
he  must  fling  open  the  windows  and  have  his  room  swept 
oat.  But  nothing  ^Ktuld  come  out ;  and  hapfnlv  for  hii 
side  of  the  case,  tbe  dirty  rags,  however  pieced  togethet^ 
could  not,  without  coondenUe  difficultr,  be  turned  intG 
•  bomogeneoai  griertanee.  Tbe  torn  edges  did  not  ahrava 
6t — tbere  were  mJMng  bits,  tbere  were  disparities  of 
nae  and  colour,  all  of  wbidi  it  was  nahiraUj  Selden'i 
business  to  make  Qie  most  of  in  putting  them  under  hii 
dient's  ere.  But  to  a  man  in  Dorset's  mood  tbe  oom- 
pletest  demonstration  coold  not  carry  coavictiaa,  and  ' 
Selden  saw  tbat  for  tbe  rocHnent  all  be  coold  do  was  to  < 
soothe  and  temporixe,  to  of&r  srmpathr  and  to  counsel 
pmlence;  He  let  Doraet  depart  charged  to  tbe  brim  with 
tbe  sense  that,  tUl  tbnr  next  meeting,  be  must  maintain  : 
a strictlv  noocommittal  attitude;  that,  in  short,  hi^  share 
in  tbe  game  consisted  for  the  present  in  lookii^  on.  | 
Selden  knew,  however,  that  he  could  not  long  keep  such 
B  in  equilibrium ;  and  be  promised  to  meet  Oat- 
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Mt,  the  next  morning,  at  an  hotel  in  Monte  Carlo.  Mean- 
while he  counted  not  a  little  on  the  reaction  of  weakness 
and  aelf-distrust  that,  in  such  natures,  follows  on  every 
wonted  expenditure  of  moral  force;  and  his  telegraphic 
^ly  to  Miss  Bart  consisted  simply  in  the  injunction: 
"Assume  tbat  everything  is  aa  usual." 

On  this  assumption,  in  fact,  the  early  part  of  the  fol- 
lowing day  was  lived  through,  Dorset,  as  if  in  obedience 
to  Lily's  imperative  bidding,  had  actually  returned  in 
time  for  a  late  dinner  on  the  yacht.  The  repast  had  been 
the  most  difficult  moment  of  the  day,  Dorset  was  sunk 
in  one  of  the  abysmal  silences  which  so  commonly  fol- 
lowed on  what  his  wife  called  his  "attacks"  that  it  was 
easy,  before  the  servants,  to  refer  it  to  this  cause;  but 
Bertha  herself  seemed,  perversely  enougli,  little  disposed 
to  make  iise  of  this  obvious  means  of  protection.  She 
simply  left  the  bnmt  of  the  situation  on  her  husband's 
bands,  as  if  too  absorbed  in  a  grievance  of  her  own  to 
suspect  that  she  might  be  the  object  of  one  herself.  To 
Lily  this  attitude  was  the  most  ominous,  because  the 
most  perplexing,  element  in  the  situation.  As  she  tried 
to  fan  the  weak  flicker  of  talk,  to  build  up,  again  and 
again,  the  crumbling  structure  of  "appearances,"  her  own 
atteaUon  was  perpetually  distracted  by  the  question  i 
**What  on  earth  can  she  be  di-iving  at?"  There  was 
M  •omething  positively  exasperating  in  Bertha's  attitude 
H  of  isolated  defiance.  If  only  she  would  have  given  her 
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1%,  goti^  to  bed  euty.  b«l  left  the  cnaple  to  thcm- 
■drc*;  sad  H  *eemed  pot  of  the  geoeml  njitoj  m  | 
vfakfadie  moved  that  more  Qma  «■  hnnr  nhnmH  i  k|wi'| 
Wore  At  heud  Bertha  walk  down  tiw  alent  pn^e^ 
aad  r^aia  her  room.  The  etoiTow,  rini^  oo  an  appsr-    '. 
cut  continuance  of  the  aame  copdition%  repealed  pothh^    ' 
of  what  had  occurred  between  the  confronted  pair.  One 
fiut  aJmie  ootvaidlT  proclaimed  the  Aange  thev  were     I 
«n  conspiring  to  ignore;  and  that  was  the  non-Appear- 
Boce  of  Ned  ^Tertoo.  No  ooe  referred  to  it,  and  this 
tacit  KToidaoce  of  the  ubject  kept  it  in  the  immediate 
Ibr^rouDd   of  cooscioasness.   Bat  there   was  aootha 
'baage,  pCTceptihle  only  to  Lily;  and  that  was  that  Dm^ 
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avoided  ber  almost  as  pointedir  as  his  wife.  Per- 
haps be  was  repentiDg  his  rash  outpourings  of  the  pre- 
vious day ;  perhaps  onlv  trying,  in  his  clumsy  way,  to 
conform  to  Selden's  counsel  to  behave  *'as  usual."  Such 
instnictions  no  more  make  for  easiness  of  attitude  than 
the  photographer's  behest  to  "look  natural'";  and  in  a 
creature  as  uncousoious  as  poor  Dorset  of  the  appear- 
ance he  habitually  presented,  the  stm^le  to  maintain  a 
pose  was  sure  to  result  in  queer  contortions. 

It  resulted,  at  any  rate,  in  throwing  Lily  strangely 
on  her  own  resources.  She  had  learned,  on  leaving  her 
room,  that  Mrs,  Dorset  was  still  invisible,  and  that  Dor- 
set had  left  the  yacht  early;  and  feeling  too  restless  to 
remain  alone,  she  too  had  herself  ferried  ashore.  Stray- 
ing toward  the  Casino,  she  attached  herself  to  a  group 
of  acquaintances  from  Nice,  with  whom  she  lunched,  and 
in  whose  company  she  was  returning  to  the  rooms  when 
she  encountered  Selden  crossing  the  square.  She  could 
not,  at  the  moment,  separate  herself  definitely  from  her 
party,  who  had  hospitably  assumed  that  she  would  re- 
main with  them  till  they  took  their  departure;  but  she 
found  time  for  a  momentary  pause  of  enquiry,  to  which 
he  promptly  returned :  "I've  seen  him  again — he's  just 
lefl  me." 

She  waited  before  him  anxiously.  "Well?  what  has 
happened?  What  rvill  happen?" 

"Nothing  as  yet — and  nothing  in  the  future,  I  think," 
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"It's  o\'er,  thenP  It's  settled?  You're  sure?' 
He  smiled.  "Give  me  time.  I'm  not  sure — but  I' 
a  good  deal  surer."  And  with  that  she  had  to  contei 
herself,  and  hasten  on  to  the  expectant  group  on  tt 
steps. 

Selden  had  in  lart  given  her  the  utmost  measure  o 
his  sureness,  had  even  stretched  it  a  shade  to  meet  thi 
anxiety  in  her  eyes.  And  now,  as  he  turned  away,  stroll- 
ing down  the  hill  toward  the  station,  that  anxiety  re- 
mained with  him  as  the  nsible  justification  of  his  own. 
It  was  not,  indeed,  anything  specific  that  he  feared: 
there  had  been  a  literal  truth  in  his  declaration  that  he 
did  not  think  anything  tvould  happen.  ^Vhat  troubled 
him  was  that,  though  Dorset's  attitude  had  perceptibly 
changed,  the  change  was  not  clearly  to  be  accounted  for. 
It  had  certainly  not  been  produced  by  Selden's  argu- 
ments, or  by  the  action  of  his  own  soberer  reason.  Five 
minutes'  talk  sufficed  to  show  that  some  alien  influence 
had  been  at  work,  and  that  it  had  not  so  much  subdued  \ 
bis  resentment  as  weakened  his  will,  so  that  he  moved 
under  it  in  a  state  of  apathy,  like  a  dangerous  lunatic  J 
who  has  been  drugged.  Temporarily,  no  doubt,  however  J 
exerted,  it  worked  for  the  general  safety:  the  question  ' 
was  how  long  it  would  last,  and  by  what  kind  of  reac- 
tion it  was  likely  to  be  followed.  On  these  points  Selden 
could  gain  no  light;  for  he  saw  that  one  effect  of  the 
transformation  had  been  to  shut  him  off  from  free  com- 
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munion  with  Dorset.  The  latter,  indeed,  was  still  moved 
by  the  irresistible  desire  to  discuss  his  wrong;  but,  though 
he  revolved  about  it  with  the  same  forlorn  tenacity,  Sel 
was  aware  that  something  always  restrained  him 

m  full  expression.  His  state  was  one  to  produce  first 
weariness  and  then  impatience  in  his  hearer;  and  when 
their  talk  was  over,  Selden  began  to  feel  that  he  had 
done  his  utmost,  and  might  justifiably  wash  his  hands 

the  sequel. 

It  was  in  this  mind  that  he  had  been  making  his  way 

;k  to  the  station  when  Miss  Bart  crossed  hia  path; 
but  though,  after  his  brief  word  with  her,  he  kept  me- 
chanically on  his  course,  he  was  conscious'  of  a  gradual 
change  in  his  purpose.  The  change  had  been  produced 
by  the  look  in  her  eyes;  and  ifi  hia  eagerness  to  define 
the  nature  of  that  look,  he  dropped  into  a  seat  in  the 
gardens,  and  sat  brooding  upon  the  question.  It  was 
natural  enough,  in  all  conscience,  that  she  should  appear 
anxious:  a  young  woman  placed,  in  the  close  '"tim"  ") 
of  a  yachting- cruise,  between  8,  couple  on  the  verge  ol 
disaster,  could  hardly,  aside  ^10111  her  concern  for  her 
friends,  be  insensible  to  th*i  awkwardness  of  her  own 
position.  Tlie  worst  ot  it  wvSa  that,  in  interpreting  Miss 
Bart's  state  of  mind,  so  ma^ny  alternative  readings  were 
possible;  and  one  of  theai^^  in  Seldens  troubled  mind, 
took  the  ugly  form  su^osb  ed  by  Mrs.  Fisber.  If  the  giil 
was  afraid,  was  ^>i  ^ifi^'jad  for  herself  or  for  her  friends? 
1     [  341  ] 


THE    HOUSE    OF   MIRTH     ^ 
And  to  what  degree  was  her  dread  of  a  catastrophe 
tensified  by  the  sense  of  being  fatally  involved  in 
The  burden  of  offence  lying  manifestly  with  Mrs.  D 
set,  this  conjecture  seemed  on  the  fare  of  it  gratuitoui 
unkind:  but  Sclden  knew  that  in  the  most  one-sid 
matrimonial  quarrel  there  are  generally  counter-chai^ 
to  be  brought,  and  that  they  are  brought  with  tl 
greater  audacity  where  the  original  grievance  is  so  en 
pbstic  Mrs.  Fti^hcr  had  not  hesitated  to  suggest  th 
likelihood  of  Dorset's  marrying  Miss  Bart  if  "anythiDf 
b^pened":  and  though  Mrs.  Fisher's  conclusions  wen 
notoriously  rash,  she  was  shrewd  enough  in  reading  tht 
signs  &om  i  'hich  tliey  were  drawn.  Dorset  had  appar- 
ently shown  marked  interest  in  the  girl,  and  this  in- 
terest might  l*  used  to  cruel  advantage  in  his  wife's 
struggle  for  rehabilitation.   Belden  knew  that  Bertha 
would  fight  to  the  last  round  of  powder:  the  rashness 
of  her  conduct  was  illogically  combined  with  a  cold  de- 
termination  to  escape  its  consequences.  She  could  be 
as  unscrupulous  in  figliting  for  herself  as  she  was  reck- 
less in  courting  duager,  .fod  wliatever  came  to  her  band  ' 
at  such  moments  waa  tikeJ^  tn  be  used  as  a  defensive  i 
missile.  He  did  not,  as  yet  i  ■**  clearly  just  what  comae 
she  was  likely  to  take,  but    bia  perplexity  increased  bis 
apprehension,  and  with  jt  ,,Uie  «we  that,  before  Icav- 
ing.  he  must  speak  again  wi.th  Miss  Bart,  Whatever  her 
•tare  m  the  situation  — and  he' J>*d  always  honestly  tn^d 
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to  resist  judging  her  by  her  Hurroiindings — however  ftee 
she  might  be  from  any  personal  connection  with  it,  she 
would  be  better  out  of  the  way  of  a  possible  crash;  and 
jince  she  had  appealed  to  him  for  help,  it  was  clearly 
'iis  business  to  tell  her  so. 

This  decision  at  last  brought  him  to  his  feet,  and  car- 
ried him  back  to  the  gambling  rooms,  within  whose  doors 
he  had  seen  her  disappearing;  but  a  prolonged  explora- 
tion of  the  crowd  failed  to  put  him  on  her  traces.  He 
saw  instead,  to  his  surprise,  Ned  Silverton  loitering  some- 
what ostentatiously  about  the  tables;  and  the  discovery 
that  this  actor  in  the  drama  was  not  only  hovering  in  the 
wings,butactually  inviting  theexposure  of  the  footlights, 
though  it  might  have  seemed  to  imply  that  all  peril  was 
over,  served  rather  to  deepen  Selden's  sense  of  foreboding. 
Chsu-ged  with  this  impression  he  returned  to  the  square 
hoping  to  see  Miss  Bart  move  across  it,  as  every  one  in 
Monte  Carlo  seemed  inevitably  to  do  at  least  a  dozen 
times  a  day;  but  here  again  he  waited  vainly  for  a 
glimpse  of  her,  and  the  conclusion  was  slowly  forced  on 
him  that  she  had  gone  back  to  the  Sabrina.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  follow  her  there,  and  still  more  difficult,  should 
he  do  so,  to  contrive  the  opportunity  for  a  private  won! ; 
and  he  had  almost  decided  on  the  unsatisfactory  alterna- 
tive of  writing,  when  the  ceaseless  diorama  of  the  square 
suddenly  unrolled  before  him  the  figures  of  Ix)rd  Hubert 
and  Mrs.  Biy. 

[343] 


I 


FHB    HOUSE   OF   HIBTH 

flajUng  them  at  once  with  his  question,  he  lean 
from  Lord  Hubert  th&t  Miss  Bart  had  just  returned 
the  Sabrina  in  Dorset's  companv;  an  announcement 
evidentlj  disconcerting  to  him  that  Mrs.  Bry,  aftei 
glance  from  her  companion,  which  seemed  to  act  like  t 
pressure  on  a  spring,  brought  forth  the  prompt  propoe 
that  he  should  come  and  meet  his  &iends  at  dinner  thi 
evening — "At  B^cassin's — a  Uttie  dinner  to  the  Duel 
esa,"  she  flashed  out  before  Lord  Hubert  had  time  to  n 
move  the  pressure. 

Selden's  sense  of  the  privilege  of  being  included  ii 
such  companjT)r6ught  hlnr  atriy-m  the  evening  to  tbi 
door  of  the  restaurant,  where  he  paused  to  scan  the  ranlu 
of  diners  approaching  down  the  brightly  lit  terrace:. 
There,  while  the  Brys  hovered  within  over  the  last  agi- 
tating alternatives  of  the  menu,  he  kept  watch  for  the 
guests  from  the  Sabrina,  who  at  length  rose  on  the  hon- 
zon  in  company  with  the  Duchess,  Lord  and  Lady  Skid- ; 
daw  and  the  Stepneys.  From  this  group  it  was  easy  for  ■ 
him  to  detach  Miss  Bart  on  the  pretext  of  a  moment's  J 
glance  into  one  of  the  brilliant  shops  along  the  terrace^  1 
and  to  say  to  her,  while  they  lingered  together  in  the  ': 
white  dazzle  of  a  jeweller's  window;  "I  stopped  over  to  '; 
see  you — to  beg  of  you  to  leave  the  yacht," 

The  eyes  she  turned  on  him  showed  a  quick  gleam  of  | 
herformerfear.  "To  leave — PWhat  do  you  mean?  What 
has  happened?" 
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"Nothing.  But  if  anything  should,  why  be  in  the  waj 
of  it?" 

The  glare  from  the  jeweller's  window,  deepening  the 
pallour  of  her  face,  gave  to  its  delicate  lines  the  sharp- 
ness of  a  tragic  ma^k.  "Nothing  will,  I  am  sure;  but  while 
there's  even  a  doubt  left,  how  can  you  think  I  would 
leave  Bertha?" 

The  words  rang  out  on  a  note  of  contempt — was  it 
possibly  of  contempt  for  himself?  Well,  he  was  willing 
to  risk  its  renewal  to  the  extent  of  insisting,  with  an 
undeniable  throb  of  added  interest:  "You  have  yourself 
to  think  of,  you  know — "  to  which,  with  a  strange  fall 
of  sadness  in  her  voice,  she  answered,  meeting  his  eyes- 
"If  you  knew  how  little  difference  that  makes!" 

"Oh,  well,  nothing  leiU  happen,"  he  said,  more  for  his 
own  reassurance  than  fcr  hers;  and  "Nothing,  nothing, 
of  course ! "  she  valiantly  assented,  as  they  turned  to  over- 
take their  companions. 
^^L  In  the  thronged  restaurant,  taking  their  places  about 
^Hlis.  Bry's  illuminated  boEird,  their  confidence  seemed  to 
^^ain  support  from  the  familiarity  of  their  surroundings. 
Here  were  Dorset  and  hia  wife  once  more  presenting 
their  customary  faces  to  the  world,  she  engrossed  in  es- 
tablishing her  relation  with  an  intensely  new  gown,  he 
shrinking  with  dyspeptic  dread  from  the  multiplied  so- 
Jiratations  of  the  menu.  The  mere  fact  that  they  thus 
lowed  themselves  together,  with  the  utmost  openness 
[845] 


THE    HOUSE    OF   MIRTH 
the  place  aiTorded,  seemed  to  declai-e  beyond  a  doui 
that  their  differences  were  composed.  How  this  end  ht 
been  attained  was  still  matter  for  wonder,  but  it  wi 
clear  that  for  the  moment  Miss  Bart  rested  confident] 
in  the  result;  and  Selden  tried  to  achie%'e  the  same  vie' 
by  teUing  himself  that  her  opportunities  for  observatioi 
had  been  ampler  than  his  own- 
Meanwhile,  as  the  dinner  advanced  through  a  labyrintli 
of  courses,  in  which  it  became  clear  that  Mrs.  Bry  had 
occasionally  broken  away  from  Lord  Hubert's  restrain- 
ing band,  Selden's  general  watchfulness  began  to  lose  it- 
self in  a  particular  study  of  Miss  Bart.  It  was  one  of  the 
days  when  she  was  so  handsome  that  to  be  handsome  was 
enough,  and  all  the  rest — her  grace,  her  quickness,  her 
social  felicities — seemed  the  overflow  of  a  bounteous  na- 
ture. But  what  especially  struck  him  was  the  way  in  which 
she  detached  herself,  by  a  hundred  undefinable  shades, 
from  the  persons  who  most  abounded  in  her  own  style. 
It  was  in  just  such  company,  the  fine  flower  and  com- 
plete expression  of  the  state  she  aspired  to,  that  the  dif- 
ferences came  out  with  special  poignancy,  her  grace  cheap- 
ening the  other  women's  smartness  as  her  finely -discrimi- 
nated filences  made  their  chatter  dull.  The  strain  of  the 
last  hours  had  restored  to  her  face  the  deeper  eloquence 
which  Selden  had  lately  missed  in  it,  and  the  bravery  of 
her  words  to  him  still  fluttered  in  her  voice  and  eyes. 
Yes,  she  was  matchless — it  was  the  one  word  foil 
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and  he  could  give  his  admiration  the  freer  play  because 
so  little  personal  feeling  i-emained  in  it.  His  real  detach- 
ment  from  her  had  taken  place,  not  at  the  lurid  moment 
of  disenchantment,  but  now,  in  the  sober  after-light  of 
discrimination,  where  he  saw  her  definitely  divided  from 
him  by  the  crudenesa  of  a  choice  which  seemed  to  deny 
the  very  differences  he  felt  in  her.  It  was  before  him  again 
in  its  completeness— the  choice  in  which  she  was  content 
to  rest :  in  the  stupid  costliness  of  the  food  and  the  showy 
dulness  of  the  talk,  in  the  freedom  of  speech  which  ne\-er 
arrived  at  wit  and  the  freedom  of  act  which  never  mode 
for  romance.  The  strident  setting  of  the  restaurant,  in 
which  their  table  seemed  set  apart  in  a  special  glare  of 
publicity,  and  the  presence  at  it  of  little  Dabliam  of  the- 
"Riviera  Notes,"  emphasized  the  ideals  of  a  world  where 
conspicuousness  passed  for  distinction,  and  the  society 
column  had  become  the  roll  of  fame. 

It  was  as  the  inimortalizer  of  such  occasions  that  little 
Dabham,  wedged  in  modest  watchfulness  between  two 
brilliant  neighbours,  suddenly  became  the  centre  of  Sel- 
den's  scrutiny.  How  much  did  he  know  of  what  was  go- 
ing on,  and  how  much,  for  his  purpose,  was  still  worth 
finding  out?  His  little  eyes  were  like  tentacles  thrown 
out  to  catch  the  floating  intimations  with  which,  to  Sel- 
den,  the  air  at  moments  seemed  thick;  then  again  it 
cleared  to  its  normal  emptiness,  and  he  could  see  nothing 
in  it  for  the  journalist  but  leisure  to  note  the  elegance 
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of  the  ladies*  gowns.  Mrs.  Dorset's,  in  partict 
lenged  all  the  wealth  of  Mr.  Dabham's  vocabulary; 
had  surprises  and  subtleties  worthy  of  what  be  wou 
have  called  "the  literary  style."  At  first,  as  Selden  hi 
noticed,  it  had  been  almost  too  preoccupying  to  it 
wearer;  but  now  sbe  was  in  full  command  of  it,  and  wi 
even  producing  her  effects  with  unwonted  freedom,  Wa 
die  not,  indeed,  too  free,  too  fluent,  for  perfect  natural 
ness?  And  was  not  Dorset,  to  whom  his  glance  had  passet 
by  a  natural  transition,  too  jerkily  wavering  between  thi 
same  extremes?  Dorset  indeed  was  always  jerky;  but  il 
seemed  to  Selden  that  tonight  each  vibration  swung  ttiol 
&rther  from  his  centre. 

The  dinner,  meanwhile,  was  moving  to  its  triumphant 
dose,  to  the  evident  satisfaction  of  Mrs.  Brj,  who,  throned 
in  apoplectic  majesty  between  Lord  Skiddaw  and  Lord, 
Hubert,  seemed  in  spirit  to  be  calling  on  Mrs,  Fisher  to' 
witness  her  achievement.  Short  of  Mrs.  Fisher  her  audi-.| 
ence  might  have  been  called  complete;  for  the  restaurant ! 
was  crowded  with  persons  mainly  gathered  there  for  tha  { 
purpose  of  spectatorship,  and  accurately  posted  as  to  the  | 
names  and  faces  of  the  celebrities  they  had  come  to  see,  ; 
Mrs.  Bry,  conscious  that  all  her  feminine  guests  came  | 
under  that  heading,  and  that  each  one  looked  her  part  \[ 
to  admiration,  shone  on  Lily  with  all  the  pent-up  grat-  ] 
itude  that  Mrs.  Fisher  had  failed  to  deserve.  Selden,  j 
catdiing  the  glance,  wondered  what  part  Mi»  Bait'l 
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had  played  in  organizing  the  entertainment.  She  did,  at 
least,  a  great  deal  to  adorn  it;  and  as  he  watched  the 
bright  security  with  which  she  bore  heraelf,  he  smiled 
to  think  that  he  should  have  fancied  her  in  need  of  help. 
Never  had  she  appeared  more  serenely  mistress  of  the 
situation  than  when,  at  the  moment  of  dispersal,  de- 
taching herself  a  httle  from  the  group  about  the  table, 
she  turned  with  a  smile  and  a  graceful  slant  of  the 
shoulders  to  receive  her  cloak  from  Dorset. 

The  dinner  had  been  protracted  over  Mr.  Brj's  ex- 
ceptional cigars  and  a  bewildering  array  of  liqueurs,  and 
many  of  the  other  tables  were  empty;  but  a  sutHcient 
number  of  dinei-s  still  lingered  to  give  relief  to  the  leave- 
taking  of  Mrs.  Bry's  distinguished  guests.  This  ceremony 
was  drawn  out  and  complicated  hy  the  fact  that  it  in- 
volved, on  the  part  of  the  Duchess  and  Lady  Skiddaw, 
definite  farewells,  and  pledges  of  speedy  reunion  in  Paris, 
where  they  were  to  pause  and  replenish  their  wardrobes 
on  the  way  to  England.  The  quality  of  Mrs.  Bry's  hos- 
pitality, and  of  the  tips  her  husband  had  presumably 
imparted,  lent  to  the  manner  of  the  English  ladies  a 
general  effusiveness  which  shed  the  rosiest  light  over 
their  hostess's  future.  In  its  glow  Mrs.  Dorset  and  the 
Stepneys  were  also  visibly  included,  and  the  whole  scene 
had  touches  of  intimacy  worth  their  weight  in  gold  to 
the  watchful  pen  of  Mr,  Dabham. 

glance  at  her  watch  caused  the  Duchess  to  exclaim 
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to  her  sister  that  they  had  just  time  to  dash  for  th«i 
train,  and  the  flurry  of  this  departure  over,  the  Stepneys, 
who  had  their  motor  at  the  door,  offered  to  convey  the 
DoTsets  and  Miss  Bart  to  the  quay.  The  offer  was  ac- 
cepted, and  Mrs,  Dorset  moved  away  with  her  husband 
in  attendance.  Miss  Bart  had  lingered  for  a  last  word  , 
with  Lord  Hubert,  and  Stepney,  on  whom  Mr.  Bry  waa 
pressing  a  final,  and  still  more  expensive,  cigar,  caJled 
out:  "Comeon,Lily,if  you 're  going  back  to  tlie  yacht." 

Lily  turned  to  obey;  but  as  she  did  so,  Mrs.  Doreet, 
who  had  paused  on  her  way  out,  moved  a  few  steps  back 
toward  the  table. 

"Miss  Bart  is  not  going  back  to  the  yacht,"  she  said 
in  a  voice  of  singular  distinctness. 

A  startled  look  ran  from  eye  to  eye;  Mrs.  Bry  crim- 
soned to  the  verge  of  congestion,  Mrs.  Stepney  slipped  • 
_iervously  behind  her  husband,  and  Selden,  in  the  gen- 
e  al  turmoil  of  his  sensations,  was  mainly  conscious  of  a 
longing  to  grip  Babham  by  the  collar  and  fling  hira  out  - 
into  the  street. 

Dorset,  meanwhile,  had  stepped  back  to  his  wife's ) 
side.  His  face  was  white,  and  he  looked  about  him  with 
cowed  angry  eyes,  "Bertha! — Miss  Bart  .  .  .  this  is 
some  misunderstanding  .   .  .  some  mistake  ..." 

"Miss  Bart  remains  here,"  his  wife  rejoined  incisively. 
"And,  I  think,  George,  we  had  better  not  detain  Mn. 
Stepney  any  longer," 
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Miss  Bart,  during  this  brief  exchange  of  words,  re- 

laioed  in  admirable  erectness,  slightly  isolated  from  the 

embarrassed  group  about  her.  She  had  paled  a  little 

under  the  shock  of  the  insult,  but  the  discomposure  of 

the  surrounding  faces  was  not  reflected  in  her  o(vn.  The 

faint  disdain  of  her  smile  seemed  to  lift  her  high  above 

her  antagonist's  reach,  and  it  was  not  till  she  had  given 

Mrs,  Dorset  the  full  measure  of  the  distance  between  them 

,t  she  turned  and  extended  her  hand  to  her  hostess, 

"I  am  joining  the  Duchess  tomorrow,"  she  explained, 

and  it  seemed  easier  for  me  to  remain  on  shore  for 

the  night." 

\  She  held  firmly  to  Mrs.  Bry'a  wavering  eye  while  she 
gave  this  explanation,  but  when  it  was  over  Selden  saw 
her  send  a  tentative  glance  from  one  to  another  of  the 
women's  faces.  She  read  their  incredulity  in  their  averted 
looks,  and  in  the  mute  wi¥tchedness  of  the  men  behind 
them,  and  for  a  miserable  half-second  he  thought  she 
quivered  on  the  brink  of  failure.  Then,  turning  to  him 
with  an  easy  gesture,  and  the  pale  bravery  of  her  recov- 
ered smile — "DearMr.  Selden,"  she  said,  "you  promised 
to  see  me  to  my  eab.'V 

Outside,  the  sky  was  gusty  and  overcast,  and  as  Lily  and 
Selden  moved  toward  the  deserted  gardens  below  the 

Erant,  spiui^  of  warm  rain  blew  fitfully  against  their 
The  fiction  of  the  cab  had  been  tacitly  abandoned  r 
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tbey  walked  on  in  silence,  her  hand  oo  his  arm,  till  il 
deeper  shade  of  the  gardens  received  them,  and  panm 
bedde  a  bench,  he  said:  "Sit  down  a  ntoment." 

She  dropped  to  the  seat  without  answering,  bat  Qi 
electric  lamp  at  the  bend  of  the  path  shed  a  gleam  oi 
the  strugghng  misery  of  her  face.  Selden  sat  down  be 
dde  her,  waiting  far  her  to  speak,  feai^  lest  any  wort 
be  chose  should  touch  too  roughly  on  her  woamd,  and 
kept  also  from  free  utterance  by  the  wretched  doubt 
which  had  slowly  renewed  itself  within  him.  What  baa 
brought  her  to  tliis  pass?  What  weakness  had  placea 
her  so  abominably  at  her  enemy's  mercy?  And  why  shouw 
Bertha  Dorset  have  turned  into  an  enemy  at  the  verjl 
moment  when  she  so  obviously  needed  the  support  o 
her  sex?  Even  while  his  nerves  raged  at  the  subjectiottl 
of  husbands  to  their  wives,  and  at  the  cruelty  of  women  I 
to  their  kind,  reason  obstinately  harped  on  the  proveT'l 
trial  relation  between  smoke  and  fire.  The  memoiy  of  I 
Mrs.  Usher's  hints,  and  the  corroboration  of  his  own  I 
impressions,  while  they  deepened  his  pity  also  increased  I 
his  constraint,  since,  whichever  way  be  sought  a  &ee  out- 1 
let  for  sympathy,  it  was  blocked  by  the  fear  of  commit- 1 
ting  a  blunder. 

Suddenly  it  struck  him  that  his  silence  must  seem  al- 

most  as  accusatory  as  that  of  the  men  he  had  despised  | 

for  turning  from  her;  but  before  he  could  find  the  fitting  ] 

word  she  had  cut  him  short  with  a  question. 
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Miss  Bart,  during  this  brief  exchange  of  words,  re- 
tained in  admirable  erectness,  slightly  isolated  from  the 
imbarrassed  group  about  her.  She  had  paled  a  little 
under  the  shock  of  the  insult,  but  the  discomposure  of 
the  surrounding  faces  was  not  reflected  in  her  own.  The 
faint  disdain  of  her  amile  seemed  to  lift  her  high  above 
her  antagonist's  reach,  and  it  was  not  till  she  had  given 
Mrs.  Dorset  the  full  measure  of  the  distance  between  them 
.t  she  turned  and  extended  her  hand  to  her  hostess. 
am  joining  the  Duchess  tomorrow,"  she  explained, 
**and  it  seemed  easier  for  me  to  remain  on  shore  for 
the  night." 

IShe  held  firmly  to  Mrs.  Dry's  wavering  eye  while  she 
gave  this  explanation,  but  when  it  was  over  Selden  saw 
her  send  a  tentative  glance  from  one  to  another  of  the 
women's  faces.  She  read  their  incredulity  in  their  averted 
looks,  and  in  the  mute  wretchedness  of  the  men  behind 
them,  and  for  a  miserable  half-second  he  thought  she 
quivered  on  the  brink  of  failure.  Then,  turning  to  hira 
with  an  easy  gesture,  and  the  pale  bravery  of  her  recov- 
ered smile — "Dear  Mr.  Selden,"  she  said,  "you  promised 
to  see  me  to  my  cab.'^ 


Outside,  the  sky  was  gusty  and  overcast,  and  as  Lily  and 
Selden  moved  toward  the  deserted  gardens  below  the 
restaurant,  spurts  of  warm  rain  blew  fitfully  against  theii 
fiues.  The  fiction  of  the  cab  had  been  tacitly  abandonedf 

[asi  ] 


* 
1 


* 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 

"Do  you  know  of  &  quiet  hotel?  I  can  send  for  my 
maid  in  the  moming." 

"An  hotel  ^ — here — that  you  can  go  to  alone  Pit 'snot 
possible." 

She  met  this  with  a  pale  gleam  of  her  old  playfulness. 
"What  is,  then?  It's  too  wet  to  sleep  in  the  gardens." 

"But  there  must  be  some  one " 

"Some  one  to  whom  I  can  go?  Of  course — any  num< 
ber — but  at  this  hour?  You  see  my  change  of  plan  was 
rather  sudden " 

"Good  God — if  you'd  listened  to  me!"  he  er\pi\^  wnt- 
ing  his  helplessness  in  a  burst  of  anjp^r. 

She  still  held  him  off  with  the  gentle  mockery  of  her 
smile.  "But  haven't  I?"  she  rejoined,  "You  advised  me 
to  leave  the  yacht,  and  I  'm  leaving  it." 

He  saw  then,  with  a  pang  of  self-reproach,  that  she  , 
meant  neither  to  explain  nor  to  defend  herself;  that  by  | 
bis  miserable  silence  he  had  forfeited  all  chance  of  help-  I 
ing  her,  and  that  the  decisive  hour  was  past.  ' 

She  had  risen,  and  stood  before  him  in  a  kind  of 
clouded  majesty,  like  some  deposed  princess  moving 
tranquilly  to  exile. 

"Uly!"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  note  of  despairing  a|^ 
peal; but — "Oh,  not  now,"  she  gently  admonished  him; 
and  then,  in  all  the  sweetness  of  her  recovered  compo- 

E:  "Since  I  must  find  shelter  somewhere,  and  sine* 
"re  80  kindly  here  to  help  me " 
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He  gathered  himself  up  at  the  challenge.  "  You  w 
do  as  I  tell  you  ?  There 's  but  one  thing,  then ;  you  mu 
go  straight  to  your  cousins,  the  Stepneys." 

"Oh—"  broke  from  her  with  a  movement  of  instio' 
tive  resistance;  but  he  insbted:  "Come — it's  late,  an 
you  must  appear  to  have  gone  there  directly." 

He  had  drawn  her  hand  into  his  arm,  but  she  belt 
him  back  with  a  last  gesture  of  protest.  "I  can't — Ican'i 
— not  that — you  don't  know  Gwen:  you  mustn't  asi 
me  I" 

"I  tmut  ask  you — you  must  obey  me,"  he  persisted, 
though  infected  at  heart  by  her  own  fear. 

Her  voice  sank  to  a  whisper:  "And  if  she  refiises?" 
— but,  "Oh,  trust  me — trust  me!"  he  could  only  insist 
in  return ;  and  yielding  to  his  touch,  she  let  him  lead 
her  back  in  silence  to  the  edge  of  the  square.  i 

In  the  cab  they  continued  to  remain  silent  throngb 
the  brief  drive  which  carried  them  to  the  iUuminated  | 
portals  of  the  Stepneys'  hotel.  Here  he  left  her  outride, 
in  the  darkness  of  the  raised  hood,  while  his  name  was 
sent  up  to  Stepney,  and  he  paced  the  showy  hall,  await- 
ing the  iatter's  descent.  Ten  minutes  later  the  t^  men 
passed  out  together  between  the  gold-laced  custodians 
of  the  threshold;  but  in  the  vestibule  Stepney  drew  up 
vith  a  last  flare  of  reluctance. 

"  It  '5  understood,  then  ?"  he  stipulated  nervously,  with 

his  hand  on  Selden's  arm.  "She  leaves  tomorrow  by  tfaft 
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irly  traiD — and  my  wife's  asleep,  and  cant  be  dia- 


THE  blinds  of  Mrs.  Peniston's  drawing-room  wert 
^^  drawn  down  against  the  oppressive  June  sun,  and 

^Bd  the  sultry  twilight  the  faces  of  her  assembled  rela- 
^Btives  took  on  a  fitting  shadow  of  bereavement. 
^T      They  were  all  there'  Van  Alstynes,  Stepneys  and  Mel- 
P  Bons — even  a  stray  Peniston  or  two,  indicating,  by  a 
greater  latitude  in  dress  and  manner,  the  fact  of  remoter 
relationship  and  more  settled  hopes.  The  Peniston  side 
was,  in  fact,  secure  in  the  knowledge  that  the  bulk  of 
Mr,  Peniston's  property  "went  back";  while  the  direct 
connection  hung  suspended  on  the  disposal  of  his  widow's 
private  fortune  and  on  the  uncertainty  of  its  extent. 
Jack  Stepney,  in  his  new  character  as  the  richest  nephew, 
tacitly  took  the  lead,  emphasizing  his  importance  by  the 
deeper  gloss  of  his  mourning  and  the  subdued  authority 
of  his  manner;  while  his  wife's  bored  attitude  and  frivo- 
lous gown  proclaimed  the  heiress's  disregard  of  the  in- 
■ignificant  interests  at  stake.  Old  Ned  Van  Alstyne,  seated 
next  to  her  in  a  coat  that  made  affliction  dapper,  twirled 
lb  his  white  moustache  to  conceal  the  eager  twitch  of  his 
V  fips;  and  Grace  Stepney,  red-nosed  and  smelling  of  crape, 
irrhispered   emotionally  to   Mrs.   Herbert   Melson:   "I 
oould  n't  bear  to  see  the  Niagara  anywhere  else'" 
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He  gathered  himself  up  at  the  challenge.  "You  will 
do  as  I  tell  you  ?  There 's  but  one  thing,  then ;  you  must 
go  straight  to  your  cousins,  the  Stepneys." 

"Oh — "  broke  from  her  with  a  movement  of  instinc- 
tive resistance;  but  he  insisted:  "Come — it's  late,  and 
you  must  appear  to  have  gone  there  directly." 

He  had  drawn  her  hand  into  his  arm,  but  she  held 
him  back  with  a  last  gesture  of  protest.  "I  can't — -I  can't 
— not  that — you  don't  know  Gwen:  you  mustn't  ask 
me!" 

"I  must  ask  you — you  must  obey  me,"  he  persisted, 
though  infected  at  heart  by  her  own  fear. 

Her  voice  sank  to  a  whisper:  "And  if  she  refuses?** 
— but,  "Oh,  trust  me — trust  me!"  he  could  only  insist 
in  return ;  and  yielding  to  his  touch,  she  let  him  lead 
her  back  in  silence  to  the  edge  of  the  square. 

In  the  cab  they  continued  to  remain  silent  through 
the  brief  drive  which  can-ied  them  to  the  illuminated 
portals  of  the  Stepneys'  hotel,  Here  he  left  her  outside, 
in  the  darkness  of  the  raised  hood,  while  his  name  was 
sent  up  to  Stepney,  and  he  paced  the  showy  hall,  await- 
ing the  latter's  descent.  Ten  minutes  later  the  two  men 
passed  out  together  between  the  gold-laced  custodians 
of  the  threshold;  but  in  the  vestibule  Stepney  drew  up ' 
with  a  last  flare  of  reluctance. 

"It  *8  understood,  then  F"  he  stipulated  nervously,  wiill 
his  hand  on  Selden's  arm.  "She  leaves  tomorrow  by  thi 
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tinued  disapproval  by  not  writing  during  Lily's  absence. 
The  certainty  that  she  had  heard  of  the  rupture  with, 
the  Dorsets  made  the  prospect  of  the  meeting  more  for- 
midable; and  how  should  Lily  have  repressed  a  quick 
sense  of  reUef  at  the  thought  that,  instead  of  undergoing 
the  anticipated  ordeal,  she  had  only  to  enter  gracefully 
on  a  long-assured  inheritance  p  It  had  been,  in  the  conae^  | 
crated  phrase,  "always  understood"  that  Mrs.  Peniston 
was  to  provide  handsomely  for  her  niece;  and  in  the  lat- 
ter's  mind  the  understanding  had  long  since  crystallized 

^iDtofact. 

^^  "She  gets  everything,  of  course — I  don't  see  what 
we're  here  for,"  Mrs.  Jack  Stepney  remarked  with  care- 
less loudness  to  Ned  Van  Alstyne;  and  the  latter's  de- 
precating murmur — "Julia  was  always  a  just  woman" 
— might  have  been  interpreted  as  signifying  either  ac- 
quiescence or  doubt 

"Well,  it's  only  about  four  hundred  thousand,"  Mrs. 

F Stepney  rejoined  with  a  yawn;  and  Grace  Stepney,  ia 
the  silence  produced  by  the  lawyer's  preliminary  cough, 
was  heard  to  sob  out:  "They  won't  find  a  towel  missing 

— I  went  over  them  with  her  the  very  day- -" 

Lily,  oppressed  by  the  close  atmosphere,  and  the  sti- 
fling odour  of  fresh  mourning,  felt  her  attention  stray- 
ing as  Mrs.  Peniston's  lawyer,  solemnly  erect  behind  the 
Buhl  table  at  the  end  of  the  room,  began  to  rattle  through 
the  preamble  of  the  will. 

[  SOT) 
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It's  like  being  in  dmrch,"  she  reflected,  wonda 
vaguely  where  Gwen  Stepnej'  had  got  such  an  awful  1 
Then  she  noticed  how  stout  Jack  had  grown —  he  wo 
.soon  be  almost  as  plethoric  as  Herbert  Melson,  who  . 
a  few  feet  off,  breathing  puflily  as  he  leaned  his  blai 
gloved  hands  on  his  stick. 

"I  wonder  why  rich  people  always  grow  fat — ^I  su 
pose  it 's  because  there 's  nothing  to  worry  them.  If  I  ii 
herit,  I  shall  have  to  be  careful  of  my  figure,"  she  muset 
while  the  lawyer  droned  on  through  a  labyrinth  of  l^^a 
cies.  The  servants  came  first,  then  a  few  charitable  insti 
tutions,  then  several  remoter  Melsons  and  Stepneys,  wht 
stirred  consciously  as  their  names  rang  out,  and  then  aub^ 
sided  into  a  state  of  impassiveness  befitting  the  solemnity 
of  the  occasion.  Ned  V&n  Alstyne,  Jack  Stepney,  and  a 
cousin  or  two  followed,  each  coupled  with  the  mention 
of  a  few  thousands:  Lily  wondered  that  Grace  Stepney 
was  not  among  them.  Then  she  heard  her  own  name — 
"to  my  niece  Lily  Bart  ten  thousand  dollars — "  and  i 
after  that  the  lawyer  again  lost  himself  in  a  coil  of  unin-  | 
telligihle  periods,  from   which  the  concluding  phrase 
flashed  out  with  startling  distinctness:  "and  the  residue   \ 
of  my  estate  to  my  dear  cousin  and  name-sake,  Grace 
Julia  Stepney," 

There  was  a  subdued  gftsp  of  surprise,  a  rapid  turning 
of  heads,  and  a  surging  of  sable  figures  toward  the  cor- 
ner in  which  Miss  Stepney  wailed  out  her  sense  of  un- 
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worthiness  through  the  crumpled  ball  of  a  black-edged 
handkerchief. 

Lily  stood  apart  from  the  general  movement,  feeling 
herself  for  the  first  time  utterly  alone.  No  one  looked  ^t 
her,  no  one  seemed  aware  of  her  presence;  she  was  prob- 
ing the  very  depths  of  insignificance.  And  under  her  sense 


► 


of  the  collective  indim?rence  came  the  acuter  pang  of 
hopes  deceived.  Disinherited — she  had  been  disinherited 
■ — and  for  Grace  Stepney!  She  met  Getty's  lamentable 
iyes,  fixed  on  her  in  a  despairing  effort  at  consolation, 
and  the  look  bi-ought  her  to  herself.  There  was  something 
to  be  done  before  she  left  the  house:  to  be  done  with  all  tlw 
nobility  she  knew  how  to  put  into  such  gestures.  She  ad- 
vanced to  the  group  about  Miss  Stepney,  and  holding  out 
her  hand  said  simply:  "  Dear  Grace,  I  am  so  glad." 

The  other  ladies  had  fallen  back  at  her  approach,  and 
a  space  created  itself  about  her.  It  widened  as  she  turned 
to  go,  and  no  one  advanced  to  fill  it  up.  She  paused  a 
moment,  glancing  about  her,  calmly  taking  the  measure 
of  her  situation.  She  heard  some  one  ask  a  question  about 
thedateof  the  will;  she  caught  a  fragment  of  the  lawyer's 
answer — something  about  a  sudden  summons,  and  an 
"earlier  instrument."  Then  the  tide  of  dispersal  began  to 
drift  past  her;  Mrs,  Jack  Stepney  and  Mrs.  Herbert  Mel- 
son  stood  on  the  doorstep  awaiting  their  motor;  a  sympa- 
thizing group  escorted  Grace  Stepney  to  the  cab  it  was 
felt  to  be  fitting  she  should  take,  though  she  lived  but 
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■ML  street  or  two  away;  and  Mias  Bart  and  Gertj  found  \ 
themselves  almost  alone  in  the  purple  drawing-room,  ' 
which  more  than  ever,  in  its  stuffy  dimness,  resembled  a 
well-kept  family  vault,  in  which  the  last  corpse  had  just  ( 
been  decently  deposited. 

In  Gerty  Parish's  sitting-room,  whither  a  hansom  had 
carried  the  two  friends,  Lily  dropped  into  a  chair  with  a 
faint  sound  of  laughter:  it  struck  her  as  a  humorous  coin- 
•cidence  that  her  aunt's  legacy  should  so  nearly  represent 
the  amount  of  her  debt  to  Trenor,  The  need  of  dischar- 
ging that  debt  had  reasserted  itself  with  increased  ur- 
gency since  her  return  to  America,  and  she  spoke  her 
first  thought  in  saying  to  the  anxiously  hovering  Gertyi 
"I  wonder  when  the  legacies  will  be  paid." 

But  Miss  Farish  could  not  pause  over  the  legacies;  she 
broke  into  a  larger  indignation.  "Oh,  Lily,  it's  unjust; 
it's  cruel — Grace  Stepney  must_/erf  she  has  no  right  to 
all  that  money!" 

"Any  one  who  knew  how  to  please  Aunt  Julia  has  a 
right  to  her  money,"  Miss  Bart  rejoined  philosophically, 

"But  she  was  devoted  to  you — she  led  every  one  to 

think "Gerty  checked  herself  in  evident  embarrass- 

ment,  and  Miss  Bart  turned  to  her  with  a  direct  look. 
"Gerty,  be  honest:  this  will  was  made  only  six  weeksago. 
-She  had  heard  of  my  break  with  the  Dorsets?" 

"Every  one  heard,  of  course,  that  there  had  been 
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;  counsel.  Lily  did  not  need  to  be  told  that  the 
Duchess's  championship  was  not  the  best  road  to  social 
rehabilitation,  and  as  she  was  besides  aware  that  her 
^■pble  defender  might  at  any  moment  drop  her  in  favour 
Bf  a  new  pratigi'e,  she  reluctantly  decided  to  return  to 
America.  But  she  had  not  been  teu  minutes  on  her  na- 
tive  shore  before  she  realized  that  she  had  delayed  too 
long  to  regain  it.  Tlie  Dorsets,  the  Stepneys,  the  Brys — 
all  the  actors  and  witnesses  in  the  miserable  drama — 
had  preceded  her  with  their  version  of  the  case;  and, 
even  had  she  seen  the  least  chance  of  gaining  a  hearing 
for  her  own,  some  obscure  disdain  and  reluctance  would 
have  restrained  her.  She  knew  it  was  not  by  explanations 
and  counter-charges  that  she  could  ever  hope  to  recover 
her  lost  standing;  but  even  had  she  felt  the  least  trust 
in  their  efficacy,  she  would  still  have  been  held  back  by 
the  feeling  which  had  kept  her  from  defending  herself  to 
Gerty  Farish — a  feeling  that  was  half  pride  and  half 
humiliation.  For  though  she  knew  she  had  been  ruth- 
lessly sacrificed  to  Bertha  Dorset's  determination  to  win 
back  her  husband,  and  though  her  own  relation  to  Dor- 
et  had  been  that  of  the  merest  good-fellowship,  yet  she 
nad  been  perfectly  aware  from  the  outset  that  her  part 
I  the  affair  was,  as  Carry  Fisher  brutally  put  it,  to 
istract  Dorset's  attention  from  his  wife.  That  was  what 
"there  for":  it  was  the  price  she  had  chosen  to  i 
three  months  of  luxury  and  &e«dam  from  care.  I 
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S  street  or  two  away;  and  Miss  Bart  and  Gert^  fouad 
themselves  almost  alone  in  the  purple  drawing-room, 
which  more  than  ever,  in  its  staffy  dimness,  resembled  a 
well-kept  family  vault,  in  which  the  last  corpse  bad  just 
been  deceatly  deposited. 

In  Gerty  Parish's  sitting-room,  whither  a  hansom  had 
carried  the  two  friends,  Lily  dropped  into  a  chair  with  a. 
faint  sound  of  laughter:  it  struck  her  as  a  humorous  coin- 
-cidence  that  her  aunt's  legacy  should  so  nearly  represent 
the  amount  of  her  debt  to  Trenor.  The  need  of  dischar- 
^ng  that  debt  had  reasserted  itself  with  increased  ur- 
gency since  her  return  to  America,  and  she  spoke  her 
first  thought  in  saying  to  the  anxiously  hovering  Gerty: 
"I  wonder  when  the  legacies  will  be  paid." 

But  Miss  Parish  could  not  pause  over  the  l^aciea;  she 
broke  into  a  larger  indignation.  "Oh,  Lily,  it's  unjust; 
it's  cruel — Grace  Stepney  must^eel ehehas  no  right  to 
.all  that  money!" 

"Any  one  who  knew  how  to  please  Aunt  Julia  has  a 
right  to  her  money,"  Miss  Bart  rejoined  philosophically. 

"But  she  was  devoted  to  you — she  led  every  one  to 
think "Gerty  checked  herself  in  evident  embarrass- 
ment, and  Miss  Bart  turned  to  her  with  a  direct  look, 
■"Gerty,  be  honest:  this  will  was  made  only  six  weeksago. 
•She  had  heard  of  my  break  with  the  Dorsets?" 

"Every  one  heard,  of  course,  that  there  had  been 
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some  disagreement — some  misunderstanding " 

"Did  she  hear  that  Bertha  turned  me  off  the  yacht?" 

"Lilyl" 

^^-  "That  was  what  happened,  you  know.  She  said  I  waa 

^^■yjng  to  marry  George  Dorset.  She  did  it  to  make  him 

^wiink  she  was  jealous.  Isn't  that  what  she  told  Gwen 

Stepney  ?" 

"I  don't  know — I  don't  listen  to  such  horrors." 

"I  must  listen  to  them — I  must  know  where  I  stand." 

She  paused,  and  again  sounded  a  faint  note  of  derision. 

"Did  you  notice  the  women?  They  were  afraid  to  snub 

me  while  they  thought  I  was  going  to  get  the  money — 

afterward  they  scuttled  off  as  if  I  had  the  plague."  Gerty 

Btamained  silent,  and  she  continued:  "I  stayed  on  to  see 

^■rhat  would  happen.  They  took  their  cue  &om  Gwen 

Stepney  and  Lulu  Melson — I  saw  them  watching  to  see 

what  Gwen  would  do.  — Gerty,  I  must  know  just  what  is 

being  said  of  me." 

"  I  tell  you  I  don't  listen " 

"One  hears  such  things  without  listening."  She  rose 
and  laid  her  resolute  hands  on  Miss  Farish^s  shoulders. 
"Gerty,  are  people  going  to  cut  me?" 

"  YouT Jriends,  Lily — how  can  you  think  it?" 

^B   "Who  are  one's  friends  at  such  a  time?  Who,  but 

H^nu,  you  poor  trustful  darling?  And  heaven  knows  what 

you  suspect  me  of!"  She  kissed  Gerty  with  a  whimsical 

murmur.  "You'd  never  let  tt  make  any  difference — but 
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then  you're  fond  of  criminals,  Gerty!  How  about 
breclai  III  able  ones,  though?  For  I'm  absolutely  imj: 
tent,  you  know." 

She  drew  herself  up  to  the  full  height  of  her  aler 
majesty,  toweriug  like  some  dark  angel  of  defiance  ab 
the  troubled  Gerty,  who  could  only  falter  out;  "L 
Lily — how  can  you  laugh  about  such  things?" 

"So  as  not  to  weep,  perhaps.  But  no — I'm  not 
the  tearful  order,  I  discovered  early  that  crying  mal 
my  nose  red,  and  the  knowledge  has  helped  me  tbrouj 
several  painful  episodes,"  She  took  a  restless  turn  abo 
the  roon),  and  then,  reseating  herself,  lifted  the  brigl 
mockery  of  her  eyes  to  Gerty's  anxious  countenance. 

"  I  should  n't  have  minded,  you  know,  if  I  'd  got  tfc 
money — "and  at  Miss  Parish's  protesting  "Oh!"  sh 
repeated  calmly:  "Not  a  straw,  my  dear;  for,  in  the  firs 
place,  they  would  n't  have  quite  dared  to  ignore  me 
and  if  tliey  had,  it  would  n't  have  mattered,  because  i 
should  have  been  independent  of  them.  But  now — ["The 
irony  faded  from  her  eyes,  and  she  bent  a  clouded  face 
upon  her  friend, 

"How  can  you  talk  so,  Lily?  Of  course  the  money 
ought  to  have  been  yours,  but  after  all  that  makes  no 

difference.  The  important  thing "  Gerty  paused,  and 

then  continued  firmly:  "The  iniportajit  thing  is  that 
you  should  clear  yourself — should  tell  your  friends  the  ' 
whole  truth." 

r  362  ] 


THE  HOUSE  OF  MIKTH 
I  -The  whole  truth?"  Miss  Bart  laughed.  "What 
wth?  Wlierea  woman  ia  concerned,  it's  the  story  that'i 
Eiest  to  believe.  In  this  case  it's  a  great  deal  easier  to 
believe  Bertha  Dorset's  stoiy  than  mine,  because  she  has 
a  big  bouse  and  an  opera  box,  and  it's  convenient  to  be 
on  good  terms  with  her." 


'b 


fMiss  Furish  still  fixed  her  with  an  anxious  gaze.  "But 
vhat  is  your  story,  Lily  ?  I  don't  believe  any  one  knows  i 

it  yet"  I 

"My  storyP^I  don't  believe  I  know  it  myself.  You  ■ ^1 

'      see  I  never  tliought  of  preparing  a  version  in  advance  as  ^ 

Bertha  did — ^and  if  I  had,  I  don't  think  I  should  take 
the  trouble  to  use  it  now." 

But  Gerty  continued  with  ber  quiet  reasonableness: 
"I  don't  want  a  version  prepared  in  advance— but  I  want 
you  to  tell  me  exactly  what  happened  from  the  begin- 
ning." 

"From  the  beginning?"  Miss  Bart  gently  mimicked 
her.  "  Dear  Gerty,  how  little  imagination  you  good  peo- 
ple have!  Why,  the  beginning  was  in  my  cradle,  I  sup- 
pose— in  the  wf.y  I  was  brought  up,  and  the  things  I 
was  taught  to  care  for.  Or  no — I  won't  blame  anybody 
for  my  faults:  I'll  say  it  Voa  in  my  blood,  that*'!  got  it 
from  some  wic1f5d~pleasure-ioving  ancestress,  who  re- 
acted against  the  homely  virtues  of  New  Amsterdam, 
and  wanted  to  be  back  at  the  court  of  the  Charleses'" 

I  And  aB  MisB  Farish  continued  to  press  her  with  troubled 
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then  you're  fond  of  criminals,  Gerty!  How  about  the 
irreclaimable  ones,  though?  For  I'm  absolutely  impeni- 
tent, you  know." 

She  drew  herself  up  to  the  full  height  <if  her  slender 
majesty,  towering  like  some  dark  angel  of  defiance  above 
the  troubled  Gerty,  who  could  only  falter  out:  "Lily, 
Lily — how  can  you  laugh  about  such  things?" 

"So  as  not  to  weep,  perhaps.  But  no — I'm  not  of 
the  tearful  order.  I  discovered  early  that  crying  makes 
my  nose  reii,  and  the  knowledge  has  hel|>ed  me  through 
several  painful  episodes."  She  took  a  restless  turn  about 
the  room,  and  then,  reseating  herself,  lifted  the  bright 
mockery  of  her  eyes  to  Gerty's  anxious  countenance. 

"  I  should  n't  have  minded,  you  know,  if  I  'd  got  the 
money — "and  at  Miss  Parish's  protesting  "Oh!"  she 
repeated  calmly:  "Not  a  straw,  my  dear;  for,  in  the  first 
place,  they  would  n't  have  quite  dared  to  ignore  me ; 
and  if  they  had,  it  would  n't  have  mattered,  became  I 
should  have  been  independent  of  them.  But  now — 1"  The 
irony  faded  from  her  eyes,  and  she  bent  a  clouded  face 
upon  her  friend. 

"How  can  you  talk  so,  Lily?  Of  course  the  money 
ought  to  have  been  yours,  but  after  all  that  makes  no 

difference,  The  important  thing "  Gerty  paused,  and 

then  continued  firmly:  "The  important  thing  is  that 
you  should  clear  yourself — should  tell  your  friends  the 
whole  truth." 
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■same  counsel.  Lily  did  not  need  to  be  told  that  the 
Duchess's  championship  was  not  the  best  road  to  social 
rehabilitation,  and  as  she  was  besides  aware  that  her 

fcble  defender  might  at  any  moment  drop  her  in  favour 
a  new  protigi-e,  she  reluctantly  decided  to  return  to 
America.  But  she  had  not  been  ten  minutes  on  her  na- 
tive shore  before  she  realized  that  she  had  delayed  too 
long  to  regain  it.  The  Dorsets,  the  Stepneys,  the  Brys — 
-all  the  actors  and  witnesses  in  the  miserable  drama — 
had  preceded  her  with  their  version  of  the  case;  and, 
even  had  she  seen  the  least  chance  of  gaining  a  hearing 
for  her  own,  some  obscure  disdain  and  reluctance  would 
have  restrained  her.  She  knew  it  was  not  by  explanations 
^nd  counter-charges  that  she  could  ever  hope  to  recover 
her  lost  standing;  but  even  had  she  felt  the  least  trust 
in  their  efficacy,  she  would  still  have  been  held  back  by 
the  feeling  which  had  kept  her  from  defending  herself  to 
■Gerty  Parish — a  feeling  that  was  half  pride  and  half 
humiliation.  For  though  she  knew  she  had  been  ruth- 
lessly sacrificed  to  Bertha  Dorset's  determination  to  win 
back  her  husband,  and  though  her  own  relation  to  Dor- 
et  had  been  that  of  tlie  merest  good-fellowship,  yet  she 
nad  been  perfectly  aware  from  the  outset  that  her  part 
in  the  affair  was,  as  Carry  Fisher  brutally  put  it,  to 
jistract  Dorset's  attention  from  his  wife.  That  was  what 

twas  "there  for";  it  was  the  price  she  had  chosen  to 
for  three  months  of  luxury  and  freedom  from  care,  \ 
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•e^fly  she  went  on  impatieDtlv:  "You  asked  me  just  nan 
fiw  the  truth — well,  the  truth  about  any  girl  is  that 
once  she's  talked  about  she's  done  for;  and  the  more 
she  explains  her  case  the  worse  it  looks. — My  good 
Gerty,  you  don't  happen  to  have  a  dgarette  about  you?" 

In  her  stuffy  room  at  tjie  hotel  to  which  she  had  gone 
on  landing,  Lily  Bart  that  evening  rciiewed  her  situa- 
tion.  It  was  the  last  week  in  June,  and  none  of  her  fiiendi 
were  in  town.  The  few  relatives  who  had  stayed  on,  oz 
returned,  for  the  reading  of  Mrs.  Peniston's  will,  had 
taken  flight  again  that  afternoon  to  Newport  or  Long 
Island;  and  not  one  of  them  had  made  any  proffer  at 
hospitality  to  Lily.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  found 
herself  utterly  alone  except  for  Gerty  Parish.  Even  at 
the  actual  moment  of  her  break  with  the  Dorsets  she 
had  not  had  so  keen  a  sense  of  its  consequences,  for  the 
Duchess  of  Beltshire,  hearing  of  the  catastrophe  from 
Lord  Hubert,  had  instantly  offered  her  protection,  and. 
under  her  sheltering  wing  Lily  had  made  an  almost  tri- 
umphant progress  to  London.  There  she  had  been  sorely 
tempted  to  linger  on  in  a  society  which  asked  of  her  only 
to  amuse  and  charm  it,  without  enquiring  too  curiously 
how  she  had  acquired  her  gift  for  doing  so;  but  Selden, 
before  they  parted,  had  pressed  on  her  the  urgent  need 
of  returning  at  once  to  her  aunt,  and  Lord  Hubert,  when 
he  presently  reappeared  in  London,  abounded  in  tia 
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t  hope  of  running  across  her  friends  in  their  Sequent 
usages  through  town. 

'  To  this  end  she  assiduously  showed  herself  at  the  re- 
taurants  they  frequented,  where,  attended  by  the  trou- 
Ued  Gerty,  she  lunched  luxuriously,  as  she  said,  on  her 
expectations. 

"  My  dear  Gerty,  you  would  n't  have  me  let  the  head- 
waiter  see  that  I  've  nothing  to  live  on  but  Aunt  Julia's 
legacy  ?  Think  of  Grace  Stepney's  satisfaction  if  she  came 
in  and  found  us  lunching  on  cold  mutton  and  tea!  What 
sweet  shall  we  have  today,  dear — Coupe  Jacques  or 
Piches  fl  la  Melhar 

She  dropped  the  'menu  abruptly,  with  a  quick  height- 
«Ding  of  colour,  and  Gerty,  following  her  glance,  was 
aware  of  the  advance,  from  an  inner  room,  of  a  party 
headed  by  Mrs,  Trenor  and  Carry  Fisher.  It  was  impossi- 
ble for  these  ladies  and  their  companions — among  whom 
Lily  had  at  once  distinguished  both  Trenor  and  Rose- 
dale — not  to  pass,  in  going  out,  the  table  at  which  the 
two  girls  were  seated;  and  Gerty's  sense  of  the  fact  be- 
trayed itself  in  the  helpless  trepidation  of  her  manner. 
Miss  Bart,  on  the  contrary,  borne  forward  on  the  wave  of 
her  buoyant  grace,  and  neither  shrinking  from  her  friends 
nor  appearing  to  lie  in  wait  for  them,  gave  to  the  en- 
counter the  touch  of  naturalness  which  she  could  im- 
part to  the  most  strained  situations.  Such  embarrassment 
as  was  shown  was  on  Mrs.  Trenor's  side,  and  manifested 
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swept  along  unheeded  in  the  rush  of  collective  activities, 
Lily  had  fancied  herself  sheltered  from  inconvenient 
scrutiny;  but  if  Judy  knew  when  Mrs,  Fisher  borrowed 
money  of  her  husband,  was  she  likely  to  ignore  the  same 
transaction  on  Lily's  part?  If  she  was  careless  of  hia 
affections  ehe  was  plainly  jealous  of  his  pocket;  and  in 
that  fact  Lily  read  the  explanation  of  her  rebuff.  The 
immediate  result  of  these  conclusions  was  the  passion- 
ate resolve  to  pay  back  her  debt  to  Trenor,  That  obli- 
gation discharged,  she  would  have  but  a  thousand  dol- 
of  Mrs,  Peniston's  legacy  left,  and  nothing  to  live 
but  her  own  small  income,  which  was  considerably 
than  Gerty  Parish's  wretched  pittance;  but  this 
consideration  gave  way  to  the  imperative  claim  of  her 
wounded  pride.  She  must  be  quits  with  the  Trenors  first ; 
after  that  she  would  take  thought  for  the  future. 

In  her  ignorance  of  legal  procrastinations  she  had  sup- 
posed that  her  legacy  would  be  paid  over  within  a  few 
^ys  of  the  reading  of  her  aunt's  wiU;  and  after  an  in- 
terval of  anxious  suspense,  she  wrote  to  enquire  the 
cause  of  the  delay.  There  was  another  interval  before 
Mrs.  Peniston's  lawyer,  who  was  also  one  of  the  execu- 
tors, replied  to  the  effect  that,  some  questions  having 
arisen  relative  to  the  interpretation  of  the  will,  he  and 
hia  associates  might  not  be  in  a  position  to  pay  the  lega- 
cies till  the  close  of  the  twelvemonth  legally  allotted  for 
their  settlement.  Bewildered  and  indignant,  Lily  resolved 
[  369  1 


> 


H  was 

^1         livii 

1^ 


THE    HOUSE    OP    MIRTH    T 
to  try  the  effect  of  a  personal  appeal;  but  she  retui 
from  her  expedition  with  a  sense  of  the  powerlessnes 
beauty  ani^  charm  against  the  unfeeling  processes  of 
hrf.  It  seemed  intolerable  to  live  on  for  another  y 
under  the  weight  of  her  debt;  and  in  her  extremity  : 
decided  to  turn  to  Miss  Stepney,  who  stiU  lingered 
town,  immersed  in  the  delectable  duty  of  "going  ovt 
her  benefactress's  effects.  It  was  bitter  enough  for  Lily 
ask  a  favour  of  Grace  Stepney,  but  the  alternative  w 
bitterer  still ;  and  one  morning  she  presented  herself  . 
Mrs.  Peniston's,  where  Grace,  for  the  facilitation  of  h' 
pious  task,  had  taken  up  a  provisional  abode. 

The  strangeness  of  entering  as  a  suppliant  the  hoiM 
where  she  had  so  long  commanded,  increased  Lily's  de 
sire  to  shorten  the  ordeal;  and  when  Miss  Stepney  en 
tered  the  darkened  drawing-room,  rustling  with  the  bea^ 
quality  of  crape,  her  visitor  went  straight  to  the  point 
would  she  be  willing  to  advance  the  amount  of  the  ex- 
pected legacy? 

Grace,  in  reply,  wept  and  wondered  at  the  request, 
bemoaned  the  inexorable  ness  of  the  law,  and  was  aston- 
ished  that  Lily  had  not  realized  the  exact  similarity  of 
their  positions.  Did  she  think  that  only  the  payment  of 
the  legacies  had  been  delayed?  Why,  Miss  Stepney  her- 
self had  not  received  a  penny  of  her  inheritance,  and 
was  paying  rent — yes,  actually ! — for  the  privilege  of' 
living  in  a  house  that  belonged  to  her.  She  was  sure  iti  { 
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K>me  disagreement — some  misunderstanding " 

"Did  she  hear  that  Bertha  turned  me  off  the  yacht  ?" 

••L%!" 

^K^  "That  was  what  happened,  you  know.  She  said  1  was 

^^Bjing  to  marry  George  Dorset.  She  did  it  to  make  him 

^ttink  she  was  jealous.  Isn't  that  what  she  told  Gwen 

Stepney  ?" 

"I  don't  know — -I  don't  listen  to  such  horrors." 

^^L  "I  must  listen  to  them — ^I  must  know  where  I  stand." 

^Hbe  paused,  and  again  sounded  a  faint  note  of  derision. 

^^Did  you  notice  the  women?  They  were  afraid  to  snub 

me  while  they  thought  I  was  going  to  get  the  money — 

afterward  they  scuttled  off  as  if  I  had  the  plague."  Gerty 

remained  silent,  and  she  continued:  "I  stayed  on  to  see 

what  would  happen.  They  took  their  cue  from  Gwen 

Stepney  and  Lulu  Melson — I  saw  them  watching  to  see 

what  Gwen  would  do. — Gerty,  I  must  know  just  what  is 

being  said  of  me," 

"I  tell  you  I  don't  listen " 

"One  hears  such  things  without  listening."  She  rose 
and  laid  her  resolute  hands  on  Miss  Parish's  shoulders. 
"Gerty,  are  people  going  to  cut  me?" 

"  YouT Jriends,  Lily^how  can  you  think  it?" 

"Who  are  one's  friends  at  such  a  time?  Who,  but 

you,  you  poor  trustful  darling?  And  heaven  knows  what 

you  suspect  me  of!"  She  kissed  Gerty  with  a  whimsical 

murmur.  "You'd  never  let  it  make  any  difference — but 
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IT  seemed  to  Lily,  as  Mrs.  Peniston's  door  close 
her,  that  she  was  taking  a  final  leave  of  her  o\d 
The  future  stretched  before  her  dull  and  bare  as 
deserted  length  of  Fifth  Avenue,  and  opportun 
showed  as  meagrely  as  the  few  cabs  trailing  in  qiies 
fares  that  did  not  come.  The  completeness  of  the  a 
logy  was,  however,  disturbed  as  she  reached  the  sidew 
by  the  rapid  approach  of  a  hansom  which  puUed  up 
sight  of  her. 

From  beneath  its  luggage-laden  top,  she  caught  t 
wave  of  a  signalling  hand;  and  the  next  moment  M 
Fisher,  springing  to  the  street,  had  folded  her  in  a  d 
monstrative  embrace. 

"Mydear,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you 're  still  in  towr 
When  I  saw  you  the  other  day  at  Sherry's  I  did  n't  hav 

time  to  ask "  She  broke  off,  and  added  with  a  burs 

of  frankness:  "The  truth  b  I  was  horrid,  Lily,  and  I V 
iranted  to  tell  you  so  ever  since." 

"Oh "  Miss  Bart  protested,  drawing  back  from 

her  penitent  clasp;  but  Mrs,  Fisher  went  on  with  her 
usual  directness : "  Look  here,  Lily,  don't  let 's  beat  about 
the  bush:  half  the  trouble  in  life  is  caused  by  pretend- 
ing there  is  n't  any.  That 's  not  my  way,  and  I  can  only 
say  I  'm  thoroughly  ashamed  of  myself  for  following  th* 
other  women's  lead.  But  we'll  talk  of  that  by  and  bjOj 
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U  me  now  where  you're  staying  and  what  your 
I  are.  I  don't  suppose  you  're  keeping  house  in  there 
Grace  Stepney,  eh? — and  it  struck  me  you  might 
rather  at  loose  ends." 

In  Lily's  present  mood  there  was  no  resisting  the 
honest  friendliness  of  this  appeal,  and  she  said  with  a 
smile:  "I  am  at  loose  ends  for  the  moment,  but  Gerty 
farish  is  still  in  town,  and  she's  good  enough  to  let  me 
be  with  her  whenever  she  can  spare  the  time." 

Mrs.  Fisher  made  a  slight  grimace.  "H'm — that's  a 
temperate  joy.  Oh,  I  know  — Gerty  's  a  trump,  and  worth 
all  the  rest  of  us  put  together;  but  a  la  longve  you're 
used  to  a  Httle  higher  seasoning,  are  n't  you,  dear?  And 
besides,  I  suppose  she'll  be  off  herself  before  long — the 
first  of  August,  you  say?  Well,  look  here,  you  can't  spend 
your  summer  in  town;  we'll  talk  of  that  later  too.  But 
meanwhile,  what  do  you  say  to  putting  a  few  things  in 
trunk  and  coming  down  with  me  to  the  Sam  Gormers'' 

ight?" 
And  as  Lily  stared  at  the  breathless  suddenness  of  the 
8u^;estion,  she  continued  with  her  easy  laugh:  "You 
don't  know  them  and  they  don't  know  you;  but  that 
don't  make  a  rap  of  difference.  They  've  taken  the  Van 
Alstyne  place  at  Roslyn,  and  I  \e  got  carte  blanche  to 
bring  my  friends  down  there — the  more  the  merrier. 
They  do  things  awfully  well,  and  there 's  to  be  rather  a 

jolly  party  there  this  week "  she  broke  off,  checked 
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itself  in  the  mingling  of  esaggerated  warmth  witJb  im- 
perceptible reservations.  Her  loudly  affirmed  pleasure  at 
seeing  Miss  Bart  took  the  form  of  a  nebulous  general- 
ization, which  included  neither  enquiries  as  to  her  future' 
nor  the  expression  of  a  definite  wish  to  see  her  again. 
Lily,  well- versed  in  the  language  of  these  omissions,  knev 
that  they  were  equally  intelligible  to  the  other  members 
of  the  party:  even  Roscdale,  flushed  as  he  was  with  the 
importance  of  keeping  such  company,  at  once  took  the 
temperature  of  Mrs.  Trenor's  coi-diality,  and  reflected  it 
in  his  off-hand  greeting  of  Miss  Bart.  Trenor,  red  and 
uncomfortable,  hod  cut  short  his  salutations  on  the  pre- 
text of  a  word  to  say  to  the  head-waiter;  and  the  rest 
of  the  group  soon  melted  away  in  Mrs.  Trenor's  wake. 

It  was  over  in  a  moment — the  waiter,  rnenu  in  hand, 
still  hung  on  the  result  of  the  choice  between  Coupe 
Jacques  and  P^ckca  a  la  Melba — but  Miss  Bart,  in  the 
interval,  had  taken  the  measure  of  her  fate.  Where  Judy 
Trenor  led,  all  the  world  would  follow ;  and  Lily  had  the 
doomed  SKnse  of  the  castaway  who  has  signalled  in  vaio 
to  fleeing  sails. 

In  a  flash  she  remembered  Mrs.  Trenor's  complaints 
of  Carry  Fisher's  rapacity,  and  saw  that  they  denoted 
an  unexpected  acquaintance  with  her  husband's  private 
affairs.  In  the  large  tumultuous  disorder  of  the  life  at 
Bellomont,  where  no  one  seemed  to  have  time  to  observe 
any  one  else,  and  private  aims  and  personal  interests  were 
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deal  better  than  a  broiling  Sunday  in  town,  and  youTl 
find  clever  people  as  well  as  noisy  ones— Morpeth,  who 
•dmires  Mattie  enormously,  always  brings  one  or  two 

Khis  set." 
Mrs.  Fisher  drew  Lily  toward  the  hansom  with  fnendlj? 
thority.  "Jump  in  now,  there's  a  dear,  and  we'll  drive 
round  to  youi-  hotel  and  have  your  things  packed,  and 
then  we  '11  h^ive  tea,  and  the  two  maids  can  meet  us  at 
^^be  train." 

^H|  vas  a  good  deal  better  than  a  broiling  Sunday  in  town 
^^t-of  that  no  doubt  remained  to  Lily  as,  reclining  in  the 
^fb&de  of  a  leafy  verandah,  she  looked  seaward  across  a 
stretch  of  greensward  picturesquely  dotted  with  groups 
of  ladies  in  lace  raiment  and  men  in  tennis  flannels.  The 
huge  Van  Alstyne  house  and  its  rambling  dependencies 
were  packed  to  their  fiillest  capacity  with  the  Gormers' 
week-end  guests,  who  now,  in  the  radiance  of  the  Sunday 
forenoon,  were  dispersing  themselves  over  the  grounds  in 
quest  of  the  various  distmctions  the  place  afFordcd-  dis- 
ti'actions  ranging  from  tcimis-courts  to  shooting-gal- 
leries, from  bridge  and  whiskey  within  doors  to  motors 
and  steam-launches  without.  Lily  had  the  odd  sense  of 
having  been  caught  up  into  the  crowd  as  carelessly  as  a 
passenger  is  gathered  in  by  an  express  train.  The  blonde 
and  genial  Mrs,  Gormer  might,  indeed,  have  figured  the 
conductor,  calmly  assigning  seats  to  the  rush  of  travel- 
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to  try  the  effect  of  a  perstmal  appeal;  but  she  r 
from  her  expedition  with  a  sense  of  the  powerlessnes  of 
beauty  atvi  charm  against  the  unfeeling  processes  of  the 
hw^.  It  seemed  intolerable  to  live  on  for  another  year 
under  the  weight  of  her  debt;  and  in  her  extremity  she 
decided  to  turn  to  Miss  Stepney,  who  still  lingered  in 
toim,  immersed  in  the  delectable  duty  of  "going  over" 
her  benefactress's  eHects.  It  was  bitter  enough  for  Lily  to 
ask  a  favour  of  Grace  Stepney,  but  the  alternative  was 
bitterer  still;  and  one  morning  she  presented  herself  at 
Mrs.  Peniston'g,  where  Grace,  for  the  facilitation  of  her 
pious  task,  had  taken  up  a  provisional  abode. 

The  strangeness  of  entering  as  a  suppliant  the  house 
where  she  had  so  long  commanded,  increased  lily's  de- 
sire to  shorten  the  ordeal;  and  when  Miss  Stepney  en- 
tered the  darkened  drawing-room,  rustling  with  the  best 
quality  of  crape,  her  %'iBitor  went  straight  to  the  point: 
would  she  be  willing  to  advance  the  amount  of  the  ex- 
pected legacy? 

Grace,  in  reply,  wept  and  wondered  at  the  request, 
bemoaned  the  inexorableness  of  the  law,  and  was  aston- 
ished that  Lily  had  not  realized  the  exact  similarity  of 
their  positions.  Did  she  think  that  only  the  payment  of 
the  legacies  had  been  delayed?  Why,  Miss  Stepney  her- 
self had  not  received  a  penny  of  her  inheritance,  and 
was  paying  rent — yes,  actually! — for  the  privilege  of 
living  in  a  house  that  belonged  to  her.  She  was  sure  it 
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was  not  what  poor  dear  cousin  Julia  would  have  wished 
— she  had  told  the  executors  so  to  their  faces;  but  they 
were  inaccessible  to  reason,  and  there  was  nothing  to  do 
but  to  wait.  Let  Lily  take  example  by  her,  and  be  pa- 
tient—  let  them  both  remember  how  beautifully  patient 
cousin  Julia  had  always  been. 

Lily  made  a  movement  which  showed  her  imperfect 
assimilation  of  this  example.  "But  you  will  have  every- 
thing, Grace — it  would  be  easy  for  you  to  borrow  ten 
times  the  amount  I  am  asking  for." 

"Borrow — easy  for  me  to  borrow?"  Grace  Stepney 
rose  up  before  her  in  sable  wrath.  "Do  you  imagine  for 
a  moment  that  I  would  raise  money  on  my  expectations 
from  cousin  Julia,  when  I  know  so  well  her  unspeakable 
horror  of  every  transactionof  thesort?  Why,  Lily,  if  you 
must  know  the  truth,  it  was  the  idea  of  your  being  in 
debt  that  brought  on  her  illness — you  remember  she 
had  a  alight  attack  before  you  sailed.  Oh,  I  don't  know 
the  particulars,  of  course — I  don't  want  to  know  them 
— but  there  were  rumours  about  your  affairs  that  made 
her  most  unhappy — no  one  couid  be  with  her  without 
seeing  that.  I  can't  help  it  if  you  are  offended  by  my 
telling  you  this  now — if  I  can  do  anything  to  make  you 
realize  the  folly  of  your  course,  and  how  deeply  she  dis- 
approved of  it,  I  shall  feel  it  is  the  truest  way  of  making 
\\    ap  to  you  for  her  loss." 
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doubt:  she  was  publicly  branded  as  the  heroine  of  a 
"queer"  episode — but  instead  of  shrinking  fi-om  )},cr  ha 
her  nwn  friends  had  done,  they  received  her  without  ques; 
Hfiti  ififq  thp  ^.(jBy  promiscuity  of  their  lives.  They  swal- 
lowed her  past  as  easily  as  they  did  Miss  Anstell's,  and 
with  no  apparent  sense  of  any  diffei-enee  in  the  size  of  th& 
mouthful:  all  they  asked  was  that  she  should — in  her 
own  way,  for  they  recognized  a  diversity  of  gifts — con- 
^Blpbute  as  much  to  the  general  amusement  as  that  grace- 
^Hbl  actress,  whose  talents,  when  oiF  the  stage,  were  of  tha 
^^nost  varied  order.  Lily  felt  at  once  that  any  tendency 
to  be  "stuck-up,"  to  mark  a  sense  of  diiFerences  and  dis- 
tinctions, would  be  fatal  to  her  continuance  in  the  Gor- 
^Htoer  set.  To  be  taken  in  on  such  terras — and  into  such 
Hfeiworld! — was  hard  enough  to  the  lingering  pride  in 
iier;  but  she  realized,  with  a  pang  of  self-contempt,  that 
to  be  excluded  from  it  would,  after  all,  be  harder  still. 
For,  almost  at  once,  she  had  felt  the  insidious  charm  of 
slipping  hack  into  a  life  where  every  material  difficulty 
was  smoothed  away.  The  sudden  escape  from  a  stifling 
hotel  in  a  dusty  deserted  city  to  the  space  and  luxury 
of  a  great  country-house  fanned  by  sea  breezes,  had  pro- 
duced a  state  of  moral  lassitude  agreeable  enough  after 
the  nervous  tension  and  physical  discomfort  of  the  past 
weeks.  For  the  moment  she  must  yield  to  the  refresh- 

Inetit  her  Benaes  craved— after  that  aho  would  recooaider 
JwT  aituatioD,  and  take  counsel  with  her  dignity.  Her 
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hy  an  undefinable  cfaimge  in  Miss  Bart's  expression.  **Ohi 
I  don't  mean  t/our  p&rtictilar  set,  you  know :  rather  a  dif- 
ferent crowd,  but  very  good  fiin.  The  fact  is,  the  Gormen 
have  struck  oat  od  a  line  of  their  own:  what  they  want 
is  to  have  a  good  time^  and  to  have  it  in  their  own  way. 
They  gave  the  other  thing  a  few  months'  trial,  under  my 
distinguished  auspices,  and  they  were  really  doing  ex- 
tremely well — getting  on  a  good  deal  faster  than  the 
Br^a,  just  because  they  didn't  care  as  much — but  sud- 
denly they  decided  that  the  whole  business  bored  them, 
and  that  what  they  wanted  was  a  crowd  they  could  really 
feel  at  home  with.  Rather  original  of  them,  don't  you 
tiiink  so?  Mattie  Gormer  has  got  aspirations  still ;  women 
always  have;  but  she 's  awfully  easy-going,  and  S&m  won't 
be  bothered,  and  they  both  like  to  be  the  most  impor- 
tant people  in  sight,  so  they  Ve  started  a  sort  of  contin- 
uous performance  of  their  own,  a  kind  of  social  Coney 
Island,  where  everybody  is  welcome  who  can  make  noiss 
enough  and  does  n't  put  on  airs.  /  think  it's  awfully  good 
fun  myself — some  of  the  artistic  set,  you  know,  any 
pretty  actress  that's  going,  and  so  on.  ITiis  week,  for  in* 
stance,  they  have  Audrey  Anstell,  who  made  such  a  hit 
last  spring  in  'The  Winning  of  Winny';  and  Paul  Mor- 
peth — he 's  painting  Mattie  Gonner — and  the  Dick  Bel- 
lingers, and  Kate  Corby — well,  every  one  you  can  think 
of  who's  jolly  and  makes  a  row.  Now  don't  stand  there 
with  your  nose  in  the  air,  my  dear — it  will  be  a  good 
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live,  wants  me  to  go  with  them,  and  relieve  her  of  the 
bother  of  arranging  things;  but  the  Brys  want  me  too 
ih,  yes,  we've  made  it  up;  didn't  I  tell  you? — and, 
put  it  fi-ankly,  though  I  like  the  Gormers  best,  there  'a 
ire  profit  for  me  in  the  Brys.  The  fact  is,  they  want 
to  try  Newport  this  summer,  and  if  I  can  make  it  a  suc- 
cess for  them  they  —  well,  they'll  make  it  a  success  for 
me."  Mrs.  Fisher  clasped  her  hands  enthusiastically. "  Do 
lu  know,  Lily,  the  more  I  think  of  my  idea  the  better 
like  it — quite  as  much  for  you  as  for  myself.  The 
Gormers  have  both  taken  a  tremendous  fancy  to  you, 
and  the  ti-ip  to  Alaska  is — well — the  very  thing  I  should 
want  for  you  just  at  present." 

Miss  Bart  lifted  her  eyes  with  a  keen  glance.  "To  take 
me  out  of  my  friends'  way,  you  mean?"  she  said  quietly; 
and  Mrs.  Fisher  responded  with  a  deprecating  kiss:  "To 
keep  you  out  ai  their  sight  till  they  realize  how  much 
they  miss  yo'j." 


HpIiBB  Bart  went  with  the  Gormera  to  Alaska;  and  the 
expedition,  if  it  did  not  produce  the  effect  anticipated 
Oy  her  friend,  had  at  least  the  negative  advantage  of  re- 
moving her  from  the  fiery  centre  of  criticism  and  discus- 
sion. Gerty  Farish  had  opposed  the  plan  with  all  the 
energy  of  her  somewhat  inarticulate  nature.  She  had 
eren  offered  to  give  up  her  visit  to  Lake  George,  and 

Burauain  in  town  with  Miss  Bart,  if  the  latter  would  re- 
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jounce  herjoumey;  but  Lily  could  disguise  herH 
taste  for  this  plan  under  a  sufficiently'  valid  reason. 

"You  dear  innocent,  don't  you  see,""  she  proteel 
"that  Carry  is  quite  right,  and  that  I  must  take  up 
usual  life,  and  go  about  among  people  as  much  as  f 
Bible?  If  myold  friends  choose  to  beheve  Uea  about 
I  shall  have  totnake  new  ones,  that 's  all ;  and  you  kn 
beggars  must  n't  be  choosers.  Not  that  I  don't  like  M 
tie  iiormer — I  do  like  her:  she's  kind  and  honest  a 
unaffected;  and  don't  you  suppose  I  feel  grateful  to  1 
for  making  me  welcome  at  a  time  when,  as  you  've  yoi 
self  seen,  jny  own  ftimily  have  unanimously  washed  tb 
hands  of  me?" 

Gerty  shook  her  head,  mutely  unconvinced.  She  fi 
not  only  that  Lily  was  cheapening  herself  by  makii 
use  of  an  intimacy  she  would  never  have  cultivated  fro 
choice,  but  that,  in  drifting  back  now  to  her  former  ma 
ner  of  life,  she  was  forfeiting  her  last  chance  of  ever  e 
caping  from  it,  Gerty  had  but  an  obscure  conception  i 
what  Lily's  actual  experience  bad  been:  but  its  cona 
quences  had  established  a  lasting  hold  on  her  pity  sim 
the  memorable  night  when  she  had  offered  up  her  ow 
secret  hope  to  her  friend's  extremity.  To  characters  lili 
Gerty'a  such  a  sacrifice  constitutes  a  moral  claim  on  ti 
part  of  the  person  in  whose  behalf  it  has  been  ma(£ 
Having  once  helped  Lily,  she  must  continue  to  help  bed 
and  helping  her,  must  believe  in  her,  because  faith  is  th 
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in-spring  of  such  natures.  But  even  if  Miss  Bart,  afta 
r  renewed  taste  of  the  amenities  of  life,  could  have  re- 
"ned  to  the  barrenness  of  a  New  York  August,  miti- 
gated only  by  poor  Gerty'a  presence,  her  worldly  wisdom 
would  have  counselled  her  against  such  an  act  of  abne- 
gation. She  knew  that  Carry  Fisher  was  right:  that  an 
opportune  absence  might  be  the  first  step  toward  re- 
habilitation, and  that,  at  any  rate,  to  linger  on  in  town 
pit  of  season  was  a  fatal  admission  of  defeat. 

1  the  Gormers'  tumultuous  progress  across  their 
lative  continent,  she  retumEMi  with  an  altered  view  of 
her  situation,  ITie  renewed  habit  of  luxury — the  daily 
waking  to  an  assured  absence  of  care  and  presence  of  ' 
material  ease — gi-adua!ly  blunted  her  appreciation  of 
these  values,  and  left  her  uiore  conscious  of  the  void 
they  could  not  fill,  Mattie  Gormer's  undiscriminating 
good-natui-e,  and  the  slap-dash  sociability  of  her  friends, 
who  treated  Lily  precisely  as  they  treated  each  other  — 
all  these  characteristic  notes  of  dlfitrence  began  to  wear 
upon  her  endurance ;  and  the  more  she  saw  to  criticize 
mpanions,  the  less  justification  she  found  for 
Jting  use  of  them.  The  longing  to  get  back  to  her  for- 
r  surroundings  hardened  to  a  fixed  idea;  but  with  the 
strengthening  of  her  purpose  came  the  inevitable  per-  \ 

ception  that,  to  attain  it,  she  must  exact  fresh  conces- 

Ins  from  her  pride.  These,  for  the  moment,  took  the 
pleasant  form  of  continuing  to  cling  to  her  hosts  after   ' 
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1  in  Mattie  Gormer's  dishevelled  drawing-room. 
,  Lily  had  thus  formed,  in  the  tumult  of  her  surround- 
a  little  nucleus  of  friendly  relations  which  mitigated 
e  cmdenesa  of  her  course  in  lingering  with  the  Gror- 
"3  after  their  return.  Nor  waa  she  without  pale  glimpses 
f  her  own  world,  especially  since  the  breaking-upof  the 
pewport  season  had  set  the  social  current  once  more  to- 
t  Long  Island,  Kate  Corby,  whose  tastes  made  her 
as  promiscuous  as  Carry  Fisher  was  rendered  by  her  ne- 
cessities, occasionally  descended  on  the  Gormers,  where, 
after  a  first  stare  of  surprise,  she  took  Lily's  presence 
almost  too  much  as  a  matter  of  course.  Mrs.  Fisher,  too, 
appearing  frequently  in  the  neighbourhood,  drove  over 
to  impart  her  experiences  and  give  Lily  what  she  called 
the  latest  report  from  the  weather-bureau;  and  the  latter, 
who  had  never  directly  invited  her  confidence,  could  yet 
talk  with  her  more  freely  than  with  Gerty  Farish,  in 
whose  presence  it  was  impossible  even  to  admit  the  ex- 
istence of  much  that  Mrs,  Fisher  conveniently  took  for 
granted. 

Mrs.  Fisher,  moreover,  had  no  embarrassing  curiosity. 
She  did  not  wish  to  probe  the  inwardness  of  Lily's  situa- 
tion, but  simply  to  view  it  from  the  outside,  and  draw 
her  conclusions  accordingly;  and  these  conclusions,  at 
the  end  of  a  confidential  talk,  she  summed  up  to  her 
friend  in  the  succinct  remark:  "You  must  marry  as  soon 
AS  you  can." 
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tBjofmaii  of  her  KirrauDdiiiga  wai,  iodeed,  tinged  by 

tbt  unpJesaant  ooiudderatioo  thftt  >be  vas  accepting  tfas 

boipitalit^  and  eotntiiig  the  ap{»OTal  d  people  she  bad 

dudained  under  other  oonditJonsL  Bnt  she  waa  grawing 
leM  HeiiHitive  oo  Rich  points:  a  hninj  plar"  "*  i"-*ifl|iT 


B  fwt  fttnntBg  over  her  rlelirairipii  and  wiwoptibilitie^ 
and  each  concewioo  to  qpediency  hardened  the  am&ce ' 

slittlv  nioce. 

Oil  the  Monday,  when  the  party  disbanded  with  up- 
roanouH  adk'us.  the  return  to  town  threw  into  stronger 
ndief  tlie  i-harmH  of  the  life  she  waa  leaving.  The  other 
guests  were  disperiing  to  take  up  the  same  esintence  in 
A  different  setting-  some  at  Newport,  some  at  Bar  Har- 
bour. M>mc  in  the  elaborate  nisticity  of  an  Adirondack 
camp,  l'>en  Gerty  Farish,  who  welcomed  Lily's  return 
with  ttiider  solicitude,  would  soon  be  preparing  to  join 
the  aunt  with  whom  she  spent  her  summers  on  Lake 
George  only  Lily  herself  remained  without  plan  or  pur- 
pose, stranded  in  a  backwater  of  the  great  current  of 
pleasure.  Hut  Carry  Fiaher,  who  had  insisted  on  trans- 
porting her  to  her  own  house,  where  she  herself  was  to 
perch  for  a  day  or  two  on  the  way  to  the  Brys'  camp, 
came  to  the  rescue  with  a  new  suggestion. 

"I,ook  here,  Lily — I'll  tell  you  what  it  is:  I  want 

you  to  take  my  place  with  Mattie  Gormer  this  summer. 

They  're  taking  a  party  out  to  Alaska  next  month  io 

their  private  car,  and  Mattie,  who  is  the  laziest 
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Miss  Bart  made  an  incredulous  gesture.  "As  far  as 
.t  goes,  the  end  will  never  come — Bertha  will  always 
low  how  to  get  him  back  when  she  wants  him." 
Mrs.  Fisher  continued  to  observe  her  tentatively.  "Not 
if  he  has  any  one  else  to  turn  to!  Yes — that's  just  what 
it  conies  to:  the  poor  ci^ature  can't  stand  alone.  And  I 
lember  him  such  a  good  fellow,  full  of  life  tuid  enthu- 
im."  She  paused,  and  went  on,  dropping  her  glance , 
from  Lily's;  "He  would  n't  stay  with  her  ten  minutes  If 

he  IcTiew " 

"Knew ?"  Miss  Bart  repeated. 

■   "What  ^ou  must,  for  instance — with  the  opportuni- 

bes  you've  had!  If  he  had  positive  proof,  I  mean " 

Lily  interrupted  her  with  a  deep  blush  of  displeasure. 
"Please  let  us  drop  the  subject,  Carry:  it's  too  odious  to 
,"  And  to  divert  her  companion's  attention  she  added, 
ith  an  attempt  at  lightness:  "And  your  second  candi- 
ite?  We  must  not  forget  him," 

Mrs.  Fisher  eclioed  her  laugh.  "I  wonder  if  you  11  ciy 
out  just  aa  loud  if  I  say — Sim  Rosedale.'" 

Miss  Bart  did  not  cry  out:  she  sat  silent,  gazing 
thoughtfuUy  at  her  friend.  The  suggestion,  in  truth, 
gave  expression  to  a  possibility  which,  in  the  last  weeks, 
had  more  than  once  recurred  to  her;  but  after  a  moment 
she  said  carelessly:  "Mr.  Rosedale  wants  a  wife  who  can 
cetabUsh  him  in  the  bosom  of  the  Van  Osburghs  and 
Trenors." 
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9oaDcebex'joumey;but  Lily  could  disguise  her  real  dis« 
taste  for  this  plan  under  a  sufficiently  valid  reason, 

"You  dear  innocent,  dont  you  see,"  she  protested, 
"that  Carry  is  quite  right,  and  that  I  must  take  up  my 
usual  life,  and  go  about  among  people  as  much  as  pos- 
sible? If,myold  friends  choose  to  believe  lies  about  me 
1  shall  h*'-'''''  *"  make  new  ones,  that 's  all ;  and  you  knog 
b^gars  must  n't  ite  choosers.  Not  that  I  don't  hke  Mafc> 
tie  Uormer — Irfo  like  her;  she's  kind  and  honest  and 
unaffected;  and  don't  you  suppose  I  feel  gratefid  to  her 
tor  making  me  welcome  at  a  time  when,  as  you  Ve  your- 
self seen,  my  own  family  have  unanimously  washed  their 
hands  of  me?" 

Gerty  shook  her  head,  mutely  unconvinced.  She  felt 
not  only  that  Lily  was  cheapening  herself  by  making 
use  of  an  intimacy  she  would  never  have  cultivated  from 
choice,  but  that,  in  drifting  back  now  to  her  former  man- 
ner of  life,  she  was  forfeiting  her  last  chance  of  ever  es- 
caping from  it.  Gerty  had  but  an  obscure  conception  of 
what  Lily's  actual  experience  had  been:  but  its  conse- 
quences had  established  a  lasting  hold  on  her  pity  since 
the  memorable  night  when  she  had  offered  up  her  own 
secret  hope  to  her  friend's  extremity.  To  characters  like 
Gerty's  such  a  sacrifice  constitutes  a  moral  claim  on  the 
part  of  the  person  in  whose  behalf  it  has  been  made. 
Having  once  helped  Lily,  she  must  continue  to  help  her; 
and  helping  her,  must  believe  in  her,  because  fiuUi  is  ths 
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TTie  necessity  of  accepting  this  view  of  their  past  re- 
lation, and  of  meeting  it  in  the  key  of  pleasantry  preva- 
lent among  her  new  friends,  was  deeply  humiliating  to 
Lily.  But  she  dared  less  than  ever  to  quarrel  with  Rose- 
dale.  She  suspected  that  her  rejection  rankled  among  the 
most  unforgettable  of  his  rehuffs,  and  the  fact  that  he 
kneWBomethiiigof  lierwretched  transaction  with  Trenor» 
and  was  sure  to  put  the  basest  construction  on  it,  seemed 
to  place  her  hopelessly  in  his  power.  Yet  at  Carry  Fish- 
er's suggestion  a  new  hope  hod  stirred  in  her.  Much  as 
she  disliked  Rosedale,  she  no  longer  absolutely  despised 
Imn.  For  he  was  gradually  attaining  his  object  in  Hfeyl 
and  that,  to  Lily,  was  always  less  despicable  than  tol 
miflB  it  With  the  slow  unalterable  persistency  which  she' 
had  always  felt  in  him,  he  was  making  his  way  through 
the  dense  mass  of  social  antagonisms.  Already  his  wealth, 
and  the  masterly  use  he  had  made  of  it,  were  giving  him. 
an  enviable  prominence  in  the  world  of  affairs,  and  pla-. 
cing  Wall  Street  under  obligations  which  only  Fifth 
Avenue  could  repay.  In  response  to  these  claims,  hia 
name  began  to  figure  on  municipal  committees  and 
charitable  boards;  he  appeared  at  banquets  to  distin- 
guished  strangers,  and  his  candidacy  at  one  of  the  fash- 
ionable clubs  was  discussed  with  diminishing  opposition. 
He  hod  figured  once  or  twice  at  the  Trenor  dinners, 
and  had  learned  to  speak  with  just  the  right  note  of 
disdain  of  the  big  Van  Osburgh  crushes;  and  all  he  nov 
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tbeir  return  from  Alaska.  Little  as  she  was  id  the  kej  c^ 
their  milieu^  her  immense  social  facility,  her  long  hahit 
of  adapting  herself  to  others  without  suffering  her  own 
outline  to  be  blurred,  the  skilled  manipulation  of  all  the 
polished  implements  of  her  craft,  had  won  for  her  aa 
important  place  in  the  Gormer  group.  If  their  resonant 
hilarity  could  never  be  hers,  she  contributed  a  note  of  easy 
elegance  more  valuable  to  Mattie  Gormer  than  the  louder 
passages  of  the  band.  Sam  Gormer  and  his  special  cronies 
stood  indeed  a  little  in  awe  of  her;  but  Mattie's  follow- 
ing, headed  by  Paul  Morpeth,  made  her  feel  that  they 
prized  her  for  the  very  qualities  they  most  conspicu- 
ously lacked.  If  Morpeth,  whose  social  indolence  was  as 
great  as  his  artistic  acti\'ity,  had  abandoned  himself  to 
the  easy  current  of  the  Gonner  existence,  where  the 
minor  exactions  of  politeness  were  unknown  or  ignored, 
and  a  man  could  either  break  his  engagements,  or  keep 
them  in  a  painting-jacket  and  slippers,  he  still  preserved 
his  sense  of  differences,  and  his  appreciation  of  graces  he 
had  no  time  to  cultivate.  During  the  preparations  for 
the  Brys'  tableau^'  he  had  been  immensely  struck  hy 
Lily's  plastic  possibilities— "not  the  face;  too  aelf-con- 
troUed  for  expression ;  but  the  rest  of  her — gad,  what  a 
model  she 'dmake!" — and  though  his  abhorrence  of  the 
world  in  which  he  had  seen  lier  was  too  great  for  him 
to  think  of  seeking  her  there,  he  was  fully  alive  to  the 
privilege  of  having  her  to  look  at  and  listen  to  while  he 
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on  Long  Island;  and  it  was  a  part  of  Miss  Barti 
duty  to  attend  her  hostess  on  frequent  visits  of  inspec- 
lion  to  the  new  estate.  There,  while  Mrs,  Gormer  plunged 
into  problems  of  lighting  and  sanitation,  Lily  had  leisure 
to  wander,  in  the  bright  autumn  air,  along  the  tree- 
fringed  bay  to  which  the  land  declined.  Little  as  she 
was  addicted  to  solitude,  there  had  come  to  be  momenta 
when  it  seemed  a  welcome  escape  from  the  empty  noises 
of  her  life.  She  was  weary  of  being  swept  passively  along  '■ 
a  current  of  pleasure  and  business  in  which  she  had  no  \ 
share;  weary  of  seeing  other  people  pursue  amusement    I 
and  squander  money,  while  she  felt  herself  of  no  more    ' 
account  among  them  than  an  expensive  toy  in  the  hands  / 
of  a  spoiled  child. 

It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind  that,  striking  back  from 
the  shore  one  morning  into  the  windings  of  an  unfamiliar 
lane,  she  came  suddenly  upon  the  figure  of  George  Hot- 
set.  The  Dorset  place  was  in  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood of  the  Gormers'  newly-acquired  estate,  and  in  her 
motor-flights  thither  with  Mrs.  Gormer,  Lily  had  caught 
one  or  two  passing  glimpses  of  the  couple;  but  they 
moved  in  so  dilTerent  an  orbit  that  she  had  not  consid* 
ered  the  possibility  of  a  direct  encounter. 

Dorset,  swinging  along  with  bent  head,  in  moody  ab- 

atraction,  did  not  see  Miss  Bart  till  he  was  close  upon 

her;  but  the  sight,  instead  of  bringing  him  to  a  halt, 

as  she  had  half-expected,  sent  him  toward  her  with  an 
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Lit;  Dttocd  A  bint  Lu^ — for  ooceMrLFiaher  lacked 
or^nulttr.  "Do  yaa  mean,  like  Gcrtr  Faridi,  to  reeom* 
timmI  the  unbiliiw  p&oacea  of '&  goo*)  man's  love'?" 

**No — I  dcmt  think  either  of  mv  candidates  wnold 
MMwer  to  that  deKriptkn,"  said  Mrs.  Fisher  alter  a 
paoae  of  rejection. 

"Either?  Are  there  actually  two?" 

"Well,  perhaps  I  ought  to  say  one  and  a  half — tor 
the  roonient.'* 

MiH  Bart  received  this  with  increasbg  amuseroenL 
"Other  things  being  equal,  I  think  I  should  prefer  a 
half-huaband :  who  is  he?" 

"Don't  fly  out  at  me  till  you  hear  my  reasons — George 
Dorset" 

"Oh "  Laly  mummred  reproachfiiHy:  but  Mis. 

lusher  pressed  on  unrebufFed.  "Well,  why  not?  They 
had  a  few  weeks'  honeymoon  when  they  first  got  back 
from  Europe,  hut  now  things  are  going  badly  with  them 
again.  Bertha  has  been  behaving  more  than  ever  like  a 
madwoman,  and  George's  powers  of  credulity  are  very 
nearly  exhausted.  They  're  at  their  place  here,  you  know, 
and  I  spent  last  Sunday  with  them.  It  was  a  ghastly  party 
— no  one  else  but  poor  Neddy  Silverton,  who  looks  like 
a  galley-slave  (they  used  to  talk  of  my  making  that  poor 
boy  unhappy!) — and  after  luncheon  George  carried  me 
off  on  a  long  walk,  and  told  me  the  end  would  have  to 
come  soon." 
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Ah- '"  he  murmured,  his  head  drooping  again, 

&nd  his  irresolute  hand  switching  at  the  underbrush 
along  the  lane.  But  as  Lily  made  a  movement  to  pass 
on,  he  broke  out  with  fresh  vehemence:  "Miss  Bart,  for 
God's  sake  don't  turn  from  me!  We  used  to  be  good 
friends — you  were  always  kind  to  me — and  you  don't 
know  how  I  need  a  friend  now." 

The  lamentable  weakness  of  the  words  roused  a  motion 
of  pity  in  Lily's  breast.  She  too  needed  friends — she  had 
tasted  the  pang  of  loneliness;  and  her  resentment  of 
Bertha  Dorset's  cruelty  softened  her  heart  to  the  poor 
wretch  who  was  after  all  the  chief  of  Bertha's  victims, 

"I  still  wish  to  be  kind;  I  feel  no  ill-will  toward  you," 
she  said.  *'But  you  must  understand  that  afler  what  has 
happened  we  can't  be  friends  again— we  can't  see  each 
other." 

Ah,  you  cav  kind — you're  merciful — you  always 
!"  He  fixed  his  miserable  gaze  on  her.  "But  why 
can't  we  be  friends — why  not,  when  I've  repented  in 
dust  and  ashes.-'  Is  n't  it  hard  that  you  should  condemn 
me  to  sutfer  for  the  falseness,  the  treachery  of  others?  1 
was  punished  enough  at  the  time — is  there  to  be  no 
respite  for  me?" 

"I  should  have  thought  you  had  found  complete  re- 
spite in  the  reconciliation  which  was  effected  at  my  ex- 
,"  Lily  began,  with  renewed  impatience;  but  ha 
in  imploringly:  "Don't  put  it  in  that  way — when 
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Mrs.  Fisher  cau^t  her  op  eagerfv. "  And  so  you  could 

— with  his  money!  Don't  you  sec  how  beautifully  it 
would  work  out  for  you  both?" 

**I  don't  see  any  way  of  making  him  see  it,"  Uly  re- 
tomed,  wiLh  a  laugh  intended  to  dismiss  the  subject. 

But  in  reality  it  lingered  with  her  long  after  M», 
Ksher  had  taken  leave.  She  had  seen  yerj'  little  of  Rose* 
dale  since  her  annexation  by  the  Gonners,  for  he  wai 
still  steadily  bent  on  penetrating  to  the  inner  Paradist 
from  which  she  was  now  excluded;  hut  once  or  twic^ 
when  nothing  better  offered,  he  had  turned  up  for  ft 
Sunday,  and  on  these  occasions  he  had  left  her  in  no 
doubt  as  to  his  view  of  her  situation.  That  he  still  ad- 
mired her  was,  more  than  ever,  offensively  evident;  for  in 
the  Gormer  circle,  where  he  expanded  as  in  his  native 
element,  there  were  no  puzzling  conventions  to  check  the 
full  expression  of  his  approval.  But  it  was  in  the  quality 
ofhiaadmiration  that  she  read  his  shrewd  estimate  of  her 
case.  He  enjoyed  letting  the  Gormers  see  that  he  had 
known  "Miss  Lily" — she  was  "Miss  Lily"  to  him  now 
—before  they  had  had  the  faintest  social  exisi^ence:  en- 
joyed more  especially  impressing  Paul  Morpeth  with  the 
distance  to  which  their  intimacy  dated  back.  But  he  let 
it  be  felt  that  that  intimacy  was  a  mere  ripple  on  the 
■ur&ce  of  a  rushing  social  current,  the  kind  of  relaxation 
which  a  man  of  large  interests  and  manifold  preoccupy 
tioiu  pennit^  himself  in  his  hours  of  ease, 
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•*  You  mould  see,  if  you  'd  be  as  merciful  as  you  lued  to 
be:  and  heaven  knows  I've  never  needed  it  more!" 

She  paused  a  moment,  moved  in  spite  of  herself  by 
this  reminder  of  her  influence  over  him.  Her  fibres  had 
been  softened  by  suffering,  and  the  sudden  glimpse  into 
his  mocked  and  broken  life  disarmed  her  contempt  for 
his  weakness. 

"lam  very  sorry  for  you — I  would  help  you  willingly; 
^  but  you  must  have  other  friends,  other  advisers." 
H      "I  never  had  a  friend  like  you,"  he  answered  simply. 
H** And  besides — can't  you  see? — you're  the  only  person" 
H«— his  voice  dropped  to  a  whisper — "the  only  person  who 

Again  she  felt  her  colour  change ;  again  her  heart  rose 
in  precipitate  throbs  to  meet  what  she  felt  was  coming. 

He  lifted  his  eyes  to  her  entreatingly.  "You  do  see, 
don't  you  ?  You  understand  ?  I  'm  desperate — I  'm  at  the 
end  of  my  tether.  I  want  to  be  free,  and  you  can  free  me. 
I  know  you  can.  You  don't  want  to  keep  me  bound  fast 
in  hell,  do  you?  You  can't  want  to  take  such  a  vengeance 
as  that.  You  were  always  kind — your  eyes  are  kind  now. 
You  say  you're  sorry  for  me.  Well,  it  rests  with  you  to 
show  it;  and  heaven  knows  there's  nothing  to  keep  you 
back.  You  understand,  of  course — there  would  n't  be  a 
hint  of  publicity — -not  a  sound  or  a  syllable  to  connect 
you  with  the  thing.  It  would  never  come  to  that,  you 
know:  aU  I  need  is  to  be  able  to  say  definitely:  'I  know 
[  S98  ] 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH 
this — and  this — and  this' — and  the  fight  would  i 
and  the  way  be  cleared,  and  the  whole  abominable 
ness  swept  out  of  sight  io  a  second." 

He  spoke  pantingly.  like  a  tired  runner,  with  br 
of  exhaustion  between  hiswords:and  thi-ough  the  br 
nhe  caught,  as  through  the  shifting  rents  of  a  fog,  g 
golden  vistas  of  peaee  and  safety.  For  there  was  no  ! 
taking  the  definite  intention  behind  his  vague  app 
she  could  have  filled  up  the  blanks  without  the  helj 
Mrs.  Fisher's  insinuations.  Here  was  a  man  who  tur 
to  her  in  the  extremity  of  his  loneliness  and  his  humi 
tton:  if  she  came  to  him  at  such  a  moment  he  would 
hers  with  all  the  force  of  his  deludeil  faith.  And  ' 
power  to  make  him  so  lay  in  her  hand^ — lay  there  i 
completeness  he  could  not  even  remotely  conjecture.  I 
venge  and  rehabilitation  might  be  hers  at  a  stroks 
there  was  something  dazzling  in  the  completeness  of  | 
opportunity.  ) 

She  stood  silent,  gazing  away  from  him  down  the  4 
tumnal  stretch  of  the  deserted  lane.  And  suddenly  n 
possessed  her — fear  of  herself,  and  of  the  terrible  {at 
of  the  temptation.  All  her  paat  weaknesses  were  like^ 
many  eager  accomplices  drawing  her  toward  the  ptt 
their  feet  had  already  smoothed.  She  turned  quickly,  ai 
held  out  her  hand  to  Dorset. 

"Goodbye — I'm  sorry;  there's  nothing  i 
that  I  can  do." 
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•'Nothing?  Ah,  don't  say  that,"  he  cried;  "say  what's 
:  that  you  abandon  me  like  the  others.  You,  the  only 
■ature  who  could  have  saved  lue!" 
"Goodbye — goodbye,"  she  repeated  hurriedly;  and  as 
E  moved  away  she  heard  him  cry  out  on  a  last  note  of 
Btreaty:  "At  least  you'll  let  me  see  you  once  more?" 

S]y,  on  regaining  the  Gormer  grounds,  struck  rapidly 
across  the  lawn  toward  the  unfinished  house,  where  she 
fancied  that  her  hostess  might  be  speculating,  Tiot  too 
resignedly,  on  the  cause  of  her  delay;  for,  like  many 
unpunctual  persons,  Mrs.  Gormer  disliked  to  be  kept 
waiting. 

As  Miss  Bart  reached  the  avenue,  however,  she  saw  a 
smart  phaeton  with  a  high-stepping  pair  disappear  be- 
hind the  shrubbery  in  the  direction  of  the  gate;  and  on 
the  doorstep  stood  Mrs.  Gormer,  with  a  glow  of  retro- 
spective pleasure  on  her  open  countenance.  At  sight  of 
Lily  the  glow  deepened  to  an  embarrassed  red.  and  she 
said  with  a  slight  laugh:  "Did  you  see  my  visitor?  Oh, 
I  thought  you  came  back  by  the  avenue.  It  was  Mrs. 
George  Dorset — she  said  she'd  dropped  in  to  make  r 
neighbourly  call." 
Hk-  Lily  met  the  announcement  with  her  usual  composure, 
^Hbough  her  experience  of  Bertha's  idiosyncrasies  would 
^■kit  have  led  her  to  include  the  neighbourly  instinct 
^^UDong  them;  and  Mrs.  Gormer,  relieved  to  see  that  ihe 
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eagerness  which  found  expression  in  his  opening  words^ 

"Misa  Bart!— You "'11  shake  hands,  won't  you?  I've 
been  hoping  to  meet  you— I  should  have  written  to  you 
if  I  'd  dared."  His  face,  with  its  tossed  red  hair  and  strag- 
gling moustache,  had  a  driven  uneasy  look,  as  though 
life  had  become  an  unceasing  race  between  himself  and 
the  thoughts  at  his  heels. 

The  look  drew  a  word  of  compassionate  greeting  from 
Lily,  and.  he  pressed  on,  as  if  encouraged  by  her  tone: 
"I  wanted  to  apologize — to  ask  you  to  forgive  me  for 
the  miserable  part  I  played " 

She  checked  him  with  a  quick  gesture,  "Dont  let  m 
speak  of  it:  I  was  very  son-y  for  you,"  she  said,  with  a 
tinge  of  disdain  which,  as  she  instantly  perceived,  wai 
not  lost  on  him. 

He  flushed  to  his  haggard  eyes,  fiushed  so  cruelly  that 
she  repented  the  thrust.  "  You  might  well  be;  you  dont 
know — you  must  let  me  explain.  I  was  deceived;  abom- 
inably deceived " 

"I  am  still  more  sorry  for  you,  then,"  she  interposed, 
without  irony ;  "but  you  must  see  that  I  am  not  exactly 
the  person  with  whom  the  subject  can  be  discussed." 

He  met  this  with  a  look  of  genuine  wonder.  "  Why 
not?  Isn't  it  to  you,  of  all  people,  that  I  owe  an  expla- 
nation  * 

"No  explanation  is  necessary:  the  situation  was  pe^ 
fiectly  clear  to  me." 
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She  had  arranged  to  break  the  length  of  her  stay  with 
her  new  friends  by  one  or  two  visita  to  other  acquaia- 
tances  as  recent;  and  on  her  return  from  this  somewhat 
depressing  excursion  she  was  immediately  conscious  that 
Mrs.  Dorset's  influence  was  still  in  the  air.  There  had 
been  another  exchange  of  visits,  a  tea  at  a  country-club, 
an  encounter  at  a  hunt  ball;  there  was  even  a  rumour 
of  an  approaching  dinner,  which  Mattie  Conner,  with 
fix  unnatural  effort  at  discretion,  tried  to  smuggle  out 
'gf  the  conversation  whenever  Miss  Bart  took  part  in  it. 
L  The  latter  had  already  planned  to  return  to  town 
Uler  a  farewell  Sunday  with  her  friends;  and,  with  Gerty 
Barish's  aid,  had  discovered  a  small  private  hotel  where 
ehe  might  establish  herself  for  the  winter.  The  hotel  be- 
ing on  the  edge  of  a  fashionable  neighbourhood,  the 
price  of  the  few  square  feet  she  was  to  occupy  was  con- 
siderably in  excess  of  her  means;  but  she  found  a  justi- 
fication for  her  dislike  of  poorer  quarters  in  the  argu- 
ment that,  at  this  particular  juncture,  it  wasof  the  utmost 
importance  to  keep  up  a  show  of  prosperity.  In  reality, 
it  was  impossible  for  her,  while  she  had  the  means  to 
pay  her  way  for  a  week  ahead,  to  lapse  into  a  form  of 
existence  like  Gerty  Parish's.  She  had  never  been  so  near 
the  brink  of  insolvency;  but  she  could  at  least  manage 
to  meet  her  weekly  hotel  bill,  and  having  settled  the 
heaviest  of  her  previous  debts  out  of  the  money  she  had 
■A  from  Trenor,  she  had  a  still  fair  margin  of 
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tbat  *8  been  ihe  wont  of  my  panishiiieiit.  My  God!  what 
could  I  do — wasn't  I  powerless?  You  were  singled  out 
u  ft  sacrifice:  any  word  I  might  have  said  would  have 
been  turned  against  you " 

"I  have  told  you  I  don't  blame  you;  all  I  ask  jou  to 
understand  is  that,  after  the  use  Bertha  chose  to  make 
of  me — after  all  that  her  behaviour  has  since  implied — 
it 's  impossible  that  you  and  I  should  meet." 

He  continued  to  stand  before  her,  in  his  do^ed  weak- 
ness. "Is  it — ^need  it  be?  Might  n't  there  be  circumstances 

?  "  he  checked  himself,  slashing  at  the  wayside  weeds 

in  a  wider  radius.  Then  he  b^an  again:  ''Miss  B8i% 
listen — give  me  a  minute.  If  we're  not  to  meet  again, 
at  least  let  me  have  a  heating  now.  You  say  we  can't  be 
fHends  after — after  what  has  happened.  But  can't  I 
at  least  appeal  to  your  pity?  Can't  I  move  you  if  I  ask 
you  to  think  of  me  as  a  prisoner — a  prisoner  you  alone 
can  set  free  ?" 

Lily's  inward  start  betrayed  itself  in  a  quick  blush: 
was  it  possible  that  this  was  really  the  sense  of  Carry 
Fisher's  adumbrations? 

"I  can't  see  how  I  can  possibly  be  of  any  help  to  you  * 
she  murmured,  drawing  back  a  little  from  the  mounting 
excitement  of  his  look. 

Her  tone  seemed  to  sober  him,  as  it  had  so  often  done 
in  his  stonniest  moments.  The  stubborn  lines  of  his  face 
relaxed,  and  he  said,  with  an  abrupt  drop  to  docility: 
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aetf-absorption.  Was  it  possible  tbat  her  old  beast  of  an 
aunt  had  actually  cut  her  oS?  That  she  was  hving  alone 
like  this  because  there  was  no  one  else  for  her  to  go  to, 
and  that  she  reaMy  hadaH  more  than  enough  to  keep 
alive  on  till  the  wretched  little  legacy  was  paid?  The 
fibres  of  sympathy  were  nearly  atrophied  in  him,  but  he 
was  suffering  so  intensely  that  he  had  a  faint  glimpse  of 
what  other  sufferings  might  mean — and,  as  she  per- 
ceived, an  almost  simultaneous  perception  of  the  way  in 
which  her  particular  misfortunes  might  serve  him. 

When  at  length  she  dismissed  him,  on  the  pretext 
that  she  must  dress  for  dinner,  he  lingered  entreatingly 
on  the  threshold  to  blurt  out:  *'It's  been  such  a  comfort 
— do  say  you'll  let  me  see  you  again — "  But  to  this 
direct  appeal  it  was  impossible  to  give  an  assent;  and 
she  said  with  friendly  decisiveness:  "I'm  sorry — but 
you  know  why  I  cant" 

He  coloured  to  the  eyes,  pushed  the  door  shut,  and 
stood  before  her  embarrassed  but  insistent.  "I  know  how 
you  might,  if  you  would — if  things  were  different — and 
it  lies  with  you  to  make  them  so.  It's  just  a  word  to  say, 
and  you  put  me  out  of  my  misery!" 

Their  ejea  met,  and  for  a  second  she  trembled  again 
vith  the  nearness  of  the  temptation.  "You're  mistaken; 
I  know  nothing;  I  saw  nothing,"  she  esclaimed,  striving, 
by  sheer  force  of  reiteration,  to  build  a  barrier  between 
herself  and  her  peril;  and  as  he  turned  away,  groaning 
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out**You  sacrifice  us  both,"  ahe  continued  to  1 
itwereachann:*'!  know  nothing — absolutely  nothi 

Lily  had  seen  little  of  Rosedale  since  her  iUumins 
talk  with  Mrs.  Fisher,  but  on  the  two  or  three  occat 
when  they  had  met  she  was  conscious  of  having  diatir 
advanced  in  his  favour.  There  could  be  no  doubt  tha 
admired  her  as  much  as  ever,  and  she  believed  it  re 
with  herself  to  raise  his  admiration  to  the  point  whe 
should  bear  down  the  lingering  counsels  of  expedie 
The  task  was  not  an  easy  one;  but  neither  was  it  e 
in  her  long  sleepless  nights,  to  face  the  thought  of  t 
George  Dorset  was  so  clearly  ready  to  offer.  Baseness 
baseness,  she  hated  the  other  least:  there  were  even  i 
ments  when  a  marriage  with  Rosedale  seemed  the  e 
honourable  solution  of  her  difficulties.  She  did  not 
deed  let  her  imagination  range  beyond  the  day  of  plig 
ing:  after  that  everything  faded  into  a  haze  of  mate] 
well-being,  in  which  the  personality  of  her  benefactor 
maincd  mercifully  vague.  She  had  learned,  in  her  Ic 
vigils,  that  there  were  certain  things  not  good  to  thi 
of,  certain  midnight  images  that  must  at  any  cost  be  ^ 
orcised — and  one  of  these  was  the  image  of  herself 
Rosedale^s  wife.  j 

Carry  Fisher,  on  the  strength,  as  she  frankly  own 
of  the  Brys'  Newport  success,  had  taken  for  the  autiu 
months  a  small  bouse  at  Tuxedo;  and  thither  Lily  ^ 
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bound  on  the  Sunday  after  Dorset's  visit.  Though  it  wa& 
nearly  dinner-time  when  she  arrived,  her  Iiostess  was  still 
out,  and  the  firelit  quiet  of  the  small  silent  house  de- 
scended on  her  spirit  with  a  sense  of  peace  and  familiar' 
ity.  It  may  be  doubted  if  such  an  emotion  had  ever  be- 
fore been  evoked  by  Carry  Fisher's  surroundings;  but, 
contrasted  to  the  world  in  which  Lily  had  lately  lived, 
there  was  an  air  of  repose  and  stability  in  the  very  pla- 
cing of  the  furniture,  and  in  the  quiet  competence  of  the 
parlour-maid  who  led  her  up  to  her  room.  Mrs.  Fisher's 
unconventionality  was,  after  aU,  a  merely  superficial  di- 
vergence from  an  inherited  social  creed,  while  the  man- 
ners of  the  Gormer  circle  represented  their  first  attempt 
to  formulate  such  a  creed  for  themselves. 

It  was  the  first  time  since  her  return  from  Europe  that 
Lily  had  found  herself  in  a  congenial  atmosphere,  and 
the  stirring  of  familiar  associations  had  almost  prepared 
her,  aa  she  descended  the  stairs  before  dinner,  to  enter 
upon  a  group  of  her  old  acquaintances.  But  this  expec- 
tation was  instantly  checked  by  the  reflection  that  the 
fnends  who  remained  loyal  were  precisely  those  who 
would  be  least  willing  to  expose  her  to  such  encounters; 
end  it  was  hardly  witn  surprise  that  she  found,  instead, 
Mr.  Bosedale  kneeling  domestically  on  the  drawing-room 
hearth  before  hia  hostess's  little  girl. 

tRosedale  in  the  p(.i:emal  role  was  hardly  a  figure  to 
ten  Lily;  yet  she  could  not  but  notice  a  quality  of 
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oedit  to  go  upon.  The  situation,  however,  was  not  agree- 
able  enough  to  lull  her  to  complete  unconsciousDess  of 
its  insecurity.  Her  rooms,  with  their  cramped  outlook 
down  a  sallow  vista  of  brick  walls  and  fire-escapes,  her 
lonely  meals  in  the  dark  restaurant  with  its  surcharged 
ceiling  and  haunting  smell  of  coffee — all  these  materia] 
discomforts,  which  were  yet  to  be  accounted  as  so  many 
privileges  soon  to  be  withdrawn,  kept  constantly  before 
her  the  disadvantages  of  her  state;  and  her  mind  re- 
verted the  more  insistently  to  Mrs.  Fisher's  counsels. 
Beat  about  the  question  as  she  would,  she  knew  the  out- 
come of  it  was  that  she  must  try  to  marry  Hosedale; 
and  in  this  conviction  she  was  fortified  by  an  unex- 
pected visit  from  George  Dorset. 

She  found  liim,  on  the  first  Sunday  after  her  retora 
to  town,  pacing  her  uarrow  sitting-room  to  the  immi- 
nent peril  of  the  few  knick-knacks  with  which  Kho  had 
tried  to  disguise  its  plush  exuberances ;  but  the  sight  of 
her  seemed  to  quiet  him,  and  he  said  meekly  that  he 
hadn't  come  to  bother  her — that  he  asked  only  to  be 
allowed  to  sit  for  half  an  hour  and  talk  of  anything  she 
liked.  In  reality,  as  she  knew,  he  had  but  one  subject: 
himselfand  his  wretchedness;  and  itwastheneedofher 
Bympatliy  that  had  drawn  him  back.  But  he  began  with 
ti  pretence  of  questioning  her  about  herself,  and  as  she 
replied,  she  saw  that,  for  the  first  time,  a  faint  realisa- 
tion of  her  plight  penetrated  the  dense  surface  of  his 
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\  Mrs.  Fisher's  experience  guarded  her  against  the  mis- 
3  of  exposing  Lily,  for  the  first  evening,  to  the  un- 
sitigated  impression  of  Rosedale's  personality.  Kat« 
!orby  and  two  or  three  men  dropped  in  to  dinner,  and 
lily,  alive  to  every  detail  of  her  friend's  method,  saw 
that  such  opportunities  as  had  been  contrived  for  her 
were  to  be  defened  till  she  had,  as  it  were,  gained  cour- 
age to  make  effectual  use  of  them.  She  had  a  sense  of 
acquiescing  in  this  plan  with  the  paasiveness  of  a  sufferer 
resigned  to  the  surgeon's  touch;  and  this  feeling  of  al- 
most lethargic  helplessness  continued  when,  after  the  de- 
parture of  the  guests,  Mrs.  Fisher  followed  her  upstairs. 
"May  I  come  in  and  smoke  a  cigarette  over  your  fire? 
If  we  talk  in  my  room  we  shall  disturb  the  child."  Mrs. 
Fisher  looked  about  her  with  the  eye  of  the  solicitous 
hostess.  "  I  hope  you  've  managed  to  make  yourself  com- 
fortable, dear?  Isn't  it  a  jolly  little  house.'  It's  such  a 
blessing  to  have  a  few  quiet  weeks  with  the  baby." 

Carry,  in  her  rare  moments  of  prosperity,  became  so 
expansively  maternal  that  Miss  Bart  sometimes  wondered 
whether,  if  she  could  ever  get  time  and  money  enough,  she 
would  not  end  by  devoting  them  both  to  her  daughter. 
"It's  a  well-earned  rest:  111  say  that  for  myself" she 
continued,  sinking  down  with  a  sigh  of  content  on  the 
pillowed  lounge  near  the  fire.  "Louisa  Bry  is  a  stem 
ic-masber:  I  often  used  to  wish  myself  back  with  the 
mers.  Talk  of  love  making  people  jealous  and  sua- 
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homely  goodness  in  his  advances  to  the  child.  Thej  were 
not,  at  any  rate,  the  premeditated  and  perfunctory  en- 
dearments of  the  guest  under  his  hostess's  eye,  for  he  and 
the  little  girl  bad  the  room  to  themselves;  and  something 
in  his  attitude  made  him  seem  a  simple  and  kindly  being 
compared  to  the  small  critical  creature  who  endured  his 
homage.  Yes,  he  would  be  kind — Lilyi  from  the  thresh- 
old,  had  time  to  feel — kind  in  his  gross,  unscrupulous 
rapacious  way,  the  way  of  the  predatory  creature  with 
his  mate.  She  had  but  a  moment  in  which  to  consider 
whether  this  glimpse  of  the  fireside  man  mitigated  her 
repugnance,  or  gave  it,  rather,  a  more  concrete  and  inti- 
mate form ;  for  at  sight  of  her  he  was  immediately  on  his 
feet  again,  the  florid  and  dominant  Rosedale  of  Mattde 
Gormer's  drawing-room. 

It  was  no  surprise  to  Lily  to  find  that  he  had  been 
selected  as  her  only  fellow-guest.  Though  she  and  her 
hostess  had  not  met  since  the  latter's  tentative  discussion 
of  her  future,  Lily  knew  that  the  acuteness  which  en- 
abled Mrs.  Fisher  to  lay  a  safe  and  pleasant  course 
through  a  world  of  antagonistic  forces  was  not  infre- 
quently exercised  for  the  benefit  of  her  friends.  It  was, 
in  fact,  characteristic  of  Carry  that,  while  she  actively 
gleaned  her  own  stores  from  the  fields  of  affluence,  her 
real  sympathies  were  on  the  other  side—with  the  mi- 
lucky,  the  unpopular,  the  unsuccessful,  with  all  her  hun- 
gry fellow-toilers  in  the  shorn  stubble  of  success. 
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Miss  Bart's  immediate  answer  was  to  address  a  criti- 
.cal  glance  to  the  reflection  of  the  countenance  under  dis- 
lion.  Then  she  said,  with  a  shght  touch  of  irritation ; 
I  don't  cai-e  to  accept  a  portrait  from  Paul  Morpeth." 
Mrs.  Fisher  mused.  "N — no.  And  just  now,  especially 
well,  he  can  do  you  after  you're  married."  She  waited 
moment,  and  then  went  on;  "By  the  way,  I  had  a  visit 
im  Mattie  the  other  day.  She  turned  up  here  last  Sun- 
ly — and  with  Bertha  Dorset,  of  all  people  in  the  world!" 
She  paused  again  to  measure  the  effect  of  this  an- 
nouncement on  her  hearer,  hut  the  brush  in  Miss  Bart's 
lifted  hand  maintained  its  unwavering  stroke  &om  brow 
io  nape. 

I  never  was  more  astonished,"  Mrs.  Fisher  pursued. 
;I  don't  know  two  women  less  predestined  to  intimacy — 
>ra  Bertha's  standpoint,  that  is;  for  of  course  poor  Mat- 
tie  tliinks  it  natural  enough  that  she  should  be  singled 
out — I've  no  doubt  the  rabbit  always  thinks  it  is  fasci- 
nating the  anaconda.  Well,  you  know  I've  always  told  you 
that  Mattie  secretly  longed  to  bore  herself  with  the  really 
iashionable ;  and  now  that  the  chance  ha»  come,  I  see  that 
's  capable  of  sacrificing  all  her  old  friends  to  it." 
Lily  laid  aside  her  brush  and  turned  a  penetrating 
^|lance  upon  her  friend.  "Including  mef"  she  suggested. 
Ah,  my  dear,"  murmured  Mrs.  Fisher,  rising  to  push 
:k  a  log  from  the  hearth. 

"That's  what  Bertha  means,  isn't  it?"  Miss  Bart  went 
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on  steadily.  "For  of  course  she  always  means  sometb 
and  before  I  left  Long  Island  I  saw  that  she  was  be, 
ning  to  lay  her  toils  for  Mattie." 

Mrs.  Fisher  sighed  evasively.  "She  has  her  fast  n 
at  any  rate.  To  think  of  that  loud  independence 
Mattie's  being  only  a  subtler  form  of  snobbishness !  Berl 
can  already  make  her  believe  anything  she  pleases — a 
I'm  afraid  she's  begun,  my  poor  child,  by  inainuatii 
horrors  about  you." 

Lily  flushed  under  the  shadow  of  her  drooping  hai 
"The  world  is  too  vile,"  she  murmured,  averting  herse 
from  Mrs.  Fisher's  anxious  scrutiny. 

"It's  not  a  pretty  place;  and  the  only  way  to  keep  i 
footing  in  it  is  to  fight  it  on  its  own  terms — and  abovt 
all,  my  dear,  not  alone!"  Mrs,  Fisher  gathered  up  hei 
floating  implications  in  a  resolute  grasp.  "YouVe  told 
me  BO  little  that  I  can  only  guess  what  has  been  happen- 
ing; but  in  the  rush  we  all  live  in  there's  no  time  to  keep 
on  hating  any  one  without  a  cause,  and  if  Bertha  is  still 
nasty  enough  to  want  to  injure  you  with  other  people  it 
must  be  because  she  *s  still  afraid  of  you.  From  her  stand- 
point there's  only  one  reason  for  being  afraid  of  you: 
and  my  own  idea  is  that,  if  you  want  to  punish  her,  you 
hold  the  means  in  your  hand.  I  believe  you  can  marry 
George  Dorset  tomorrow;  but  if  you  don'^  care  for  that 
particular  form  of  retaliation,  the  only  thing  to  save  you 
from  Bertha  is  to  marry  somebody  eW." 
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THE  light  projected  on  the  situation  by  Mrs,  Fiahei 
had  the  cheerless  distinctness  of  a  winter  dawn.  It 
outlined  the  facts  with  a  cold  precision  unmodified  by 
shade  or  colour,  and  refracted,  as  it  were,  irom  the  blank 
walls  of  the  surrounding  limitations:  she  had  opened  win- 
dows from  which  no  sky  was  ever  visible.  But  the  idealist 
subdued  to  vulgar  necessities  must  employ  vulgarminds  to 
draw  the  inferences  to  which  he  cannot  stoop;  and  it  was 
easier  for  Lily  to  let  Mrs.  Fisher  formulate  her  case  than 
to  put  it  plainly  to  herself.  Once  confronted  with  it,  how- 
ever, she  went  the  full  length  of  its  consequences ;  ajid  these 
hod  never  been  more  clearly  present  to  her  than  when,  the 
next  afternoon,  she  set  out  for  a  walk  with  Rosedale. 

It  was  one  of  those  still  November  days  when  the  air 
is  haunted  with  the  light  of  summer,  and  something  in 
the  lines  of  the  landscape,  and  in  the  golden  haze  which 
bathed  them,  recalled  to  Miss  Bart  the  September  after- 
noon when  she  had  climbed  the  slopes  of  Bellomont  with 
Selden.  The  importunate  memory  was  kept  before  her 
by  its  ironic  contrast  to  her  present  situation,  since  her 
walk  with  Selden  had  represented  an  irresistible  Sight 
from  just  such  a  climax  as  the  present  excursion  was  de- 
ngned  to  bring  about.  But  other  memories  importuned 
her  also;  the  recollection  of  similar  situations,  as  skil- 
Ailly  led  up  to,  but  through  some  malice  of  fortune,  or 
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oa  steadily.  "For  of  course  she  always  means  sometliiiigt 
and  before  I  left  Long  Island  I  saw  that  she  was  begin- 
ning to  lay  her  toils  for  Mattie." 

Mrs.  Fisher  sighed  evasively.  "She  has  her  fast  now. 
at  any  rate.  To  think  of  that  loud  independence  of 
Mattie's  being  only  asubtler  form  of  snobbishness !  Berths 
can  already  make  her  believe  anything  she  pleases — and 
I  'm  afraid  she 's  begun,  my  poor  child,  by  insinuating 
horrors  about  you." 

Lily  flushed  under  the  shadow  of  her  drooping  hair, 
"The  world  is  too  vile,"  she  murmured,  averting  herself 
irom  Mrs.  Fisher's  anxious  scrutiny. 

"It's  not  a  pretty  place;  and  the  only  way  to  keep  a 
footing  in  it  is  to  fight  it  on  its  own  teiins — and  above 
all,  my  dear,  not  alone!"  Mrs.  Fisher  gathered  up  her 
floating  implications  in  a  resolute  grasp.  "You've  told  ' 
me  eo  little  that  I  can  only  guess  what  has  been  happen- 
ing; but  in  the  rush  we  all  live  in  there's  no  time  to  keep 
on  hating  any  one  without  a  cause,  and  if  Bertha  is  still 
nasty  enough  to  want  to  injure  you  with  other  people  it 
must  be  because  she's  still  afraid  of  you.  From  her  stand- 
point there's  only  one  reason  for  being  afraid  of  you; 
and  my  own  idea  is  that,  if  you  want  to  punish  her,  you 
hold  the  means  in  your  hand.  I  believe  you  can  marry 
George  Corset  tomorrow;  hut  if  you  don't  care  for  that 
particular  form  of  retaliation,  the  only  thing  to  save  you 
from  Bertha  is  to  marry  somebody  else." 
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ing  upon  liim  the  grave  loveliness  of  her  gaze. 

"I  do  believe  what  you  say,  Mr.  Rosedale,"  she  said 
quietly;  "and  I  am  ready  to  marry  you  whenever  you 

Rosedale,  reddening  to  the  roots  of  his  glossy  hair, 
received  this  announcement  with  a  recoil  which  carried 
hiro  to  his  feet,  where  he  halted  before  her  in  an  atti- 
tude of  almost  comic  discomfiture. 

'*For  I  suppose  that  is  what  you  do  wish,"  she  con- 
tinued, in  the  &ame  quiet  tone.  "And,  though  I  was  un- 
able to  consent  when  you  spoke  to  me  in  this  way  before, 
I  am  ready,  now  that  I  know  you  so  much  better,  to 
trust  my  happiness  to  your  hands." 

She  spoke  with  the  noble  directness  which  she  could 
command  on  such  occasions,  and  which  was  like  a  large 
steady  light  thrown  across  the  tortuous  darkness  of  the 
situation.  In  its  inconvenient  brightness  Rosedale  seemed 
to  waver  a  moment,  as  though  conscious  that  every  ave- 
nue of  escape  was  unpleasantly  illuminated. 

Then  he  gave  a  short  laugh,  and  drew  out  a  gold 
cigarette-case,  in  which,  with  plump  jewelled  fingers,  he 
groped  for  a  gold-tipped  cigarette.  Selecting  one,  he 
paused  to  contemplate  it  a  moment  before  saying:  "My 
dear  Miss  Lily,  I  'm  sorry  if  there 's  been  any  little  mis- 
appiehension  between  us — but  you  made  me  feel  my 
suit  was  BO  hopeless  that  I  had  really  no  intention  of 
renewing  it." 
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her  own  unsteadiness  of  purpose,  always  failing  of  the 
intended  result.  Well,  her  purpose  was  steady  enough 
now.  She  saw  that  the  whole  weary  work  of  rehabilita- 
tion must  begin  again,  and  against  far  greater  odds,  if 
Bertha  Dorset  should  succeed  in  breaking  up  her  friend- 
ship with  the  Gormers;  and  her  longing  for  shelter  and 
security  was  intensiSed  by  the  passionate  desire  to  tri- 
umph over  Bertha,  as  only  wealth  and  predominance 
could  triumph  over  her.  As  the  wife  of  Rosedale — the 
Bosedale  she  felt  it  in  her  power  to  create — she  would 
at  least  present  an  invulnerable  front  to  her  enemy. 

She  had  to  draw  upon  this  thought,  as  upon  some 
fiery  stimulant,  to  keep  up  her  part  in  the  scene  toward 
which  Rosedale  was  too  frankly  tending.  As  she  walkitd 
beside  him,  shrinking  in  every  nerve  from  the  way  in 
which  his  look  and  tone  made  free  of  her,  yet  telling 
herself  that  this  momentary  endurance  of  his  mood  waa 
the  price  she  must  pay  for  her  ultimate  power  over  him, 
she  tried  to  calculate  the  exact  point  at  which  conces- 
sion  must  turn  to  resistance,  and  the  price  he  would  haw 
to  pay  be  made  equally  clear  to  him.  But  his  dapper 
self-confidence  seemed  impenetrable  to  such  hints,  and 
she  had  a  sense  of  something  hard  and  self-contained 
behind  the  superficial  warmth  of  his  manner. 

They  had  been  seated  for  some  time  in  the  seclusioa 

of  a  rocky  glen  above  the  lake,  when  she  suddenly  cut 

short  the  culmination  of  an  impassioned  period  by  turn- 
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She  continued  to  smile. "  I  like  your  frankness ;  but  I  am 
afraid  our  friendship  can  hardly  continue  on  those  terms.' 

She  turned  away,  as  though  to  mark  that  its  final  term 
bad  in  fact  been  i-eached,  and  he  followed  her  for  a  few 
rtepa  with  a  baffled  sense  of  her  having  after  all  kept  the 
^ame  in  her  own  hands. 

"MissLily "he  began  impulsively;  but  she  walked 

on  without  seeming  to  hear  him. 

He  overtook  her  in  a  few  quick  strides,  and  laid  an 
entreating  hand  on  her  arm.  "Miss  Lily— don't  hmry 
away  like  that.  You're  beastly  hard  on  a  fellow;  but  if 
you  don't  mind  speaking  the  truth  I  don't  see  why  you 
should  n't  allow  me  to  do  the  same." 

She  had  paused  a  moment  with  raised  brows,  drawing 
away  instinctively  from  his  touch,  though  she  made  no 
effort  to  evade  his  words, 

"I  was  under  the  impression,"  she  rejoined,  "that  you 
had  done  so  without  waiting  for  my  permission." 

"Well — why  should  n't  you  hear  my  reasons  for  d(^ 
ing  it,  then?  We're  neither  of  us  such  new  hands  that  a 
little  plain  speaking  is  going  to  hurt  us.  I  'm  all  broken 
up  on  you :  there 's  nothing  new  in  that.  I  'm  more  in  love 
with  you  than  I  was  this  time  last  year;  but  I've  got  to 
face  the  fact  that  the  situation  is  changed." 

She  continued  to  confront  him  with  the  same  air  of 
ironic  composure.  "You  mean  to  say  that  I'm  not  aa  de- 
«rable  a  match  as  you  thought  meF" 
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nwkinft  love  to  yoa — I  dooH  see  bow  any  man  could; 
but  I  don't  mean  to  ask  you  to  many  me  as  long  as  I  can 
keep  out  of  it" 
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a  picture  gallery.  Well,  a  taste  for  society 's  just  an' 

ler  kind  of  hobby.  Perhaps  I  want  to  get  even  with 

»me  of  the  people  who  cold-shouldered  me  last  year — 

put  it  that  way  if  it  sounds  better.  Anyhow,  I  want  to 

have  the  run  of  the  best  houses;  and  I'm  getting  it  too, 

little  by  little.  But  I  know  the  quickest  way  to  queer  your- 

with  the  right  people  is  to  be  seen  with  the  wrong 

*;  and  that's  the  reason  I  want  to  avoid  mistakes." 

Miss  Baii:  continued  to  st^nd  before  him  in  a  silence 

,t  might  have  expressed  either  mockery  or  a  half- 

luctant  respect  for  his  candour,  and  after  a  moment's 

luse  he  went  on.  "There  it  is,  you  see.  I'm  more  in 

pve  with  you  than  ever,  but  if  I  married  you  now  I  'd 

queer  myself  for  good  and  all,  and  everything  I  've  worked 

for  all  these  years  would  be  wasted." 

She  received  this  with  a  look  from  which  all  tinge  of 
resentment  had  faded.  After  the  tissue  of  social  false- 
hoods in  which  she  had  so  long  moved  it  was  refreshing 
to  step  into  the  open  daylight  of  an  avowed  expediency. 
"I  understand  you,"  she  said.  "A  year  ago  I  should 
have  been  of  use  to  you,  and  now  I  should  be  an  encnm- 
ice;  and  I  like  you  for  telling  me  so  quite  honestly." 
le  extended  her  hand  with  a  smile. 
Again  the  gesture  had  a  disturbing  effect  upon  Mr. 
Rosedale's  self-command. "  By  George, you  're  a  dead  game 
xclaimed;  and  as  she  began  once  more 


sport,  you  a 


Wto  move  away,  he  bi'oke  out  suddenly — "Miss  Lily— 
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•top.  You  know  I  don't  believe  those  stories — I  belit 
the;  were  all  got  up  by  a  woman  who  did  n't  hesitate 
sacrifice  you  to  her  own  convenience " 

Lily  drew  away  unth  a  movement  of  quick  disdun: 
was  easier  to  endui-e  his  insolence  than  hia  commisen 
tion. 

"You  are  very  kind;  but  I  don't  think  we  need  discui 
the  matter  farther." 

But  Rosedale's  natural  imperviousness  to  bints  mad 
it  easy  for  him  to  brush  such  resistance  aside.  "I  don^ 
want  to  discuss  anything;  I  just  want  to  put  a  plaii 
case  before  you,"  he  persisted. 

She  paused  in  spite  of  herself,  held  by  the  note  of  a 
new  purpose  in  his  look  and  tone;  and  he  went  on,  keep- 
ing his  eyes  firmly  upon  her:  *'Thc  wonder  to  me  is 
that  you've  waited  so  long  to  get  square  with  that  wo- 
man, when  you've  had  the  power  in  your  hands."  She 
continued  silent  under  the  rush  of  astonishment  that  his 
words  produced,  and  he  moved  a  step  closer  to  ask  with  1 
low-toned  directness-  "Why  don't  you  use  those  lettenl 
of  hers  you  bought  last  year?"  J 

Lily  stood  speechless  under  the  shock  of  the  interro  j 
gation.  In  the  words  preceding  it  she  had  conjectured,  I 
at  most,  an  allusion  to  her  supposed  influence  over  , 
George  Dorset;  nor  did  the  astonishing  indelicacy  of  the 
reference  diminish  the  likelihood  of  Rosedale's  resorting 
to  it.  But  now  she  saw  how  far  short  of  the  mark  she 
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had  fallen;  and  the  surprise  of  leamiiig  that  he  had  dis- 
covered the  secret  of  the  letters  left  her,  for  the  moment, 

p  unconscious  of  the  special  use  to  which  he  was  in  the  act 

|Ktf  putting  his  knowledge. 

^^  Her  temporary  loss  of  self-possession  gave  him  time 
to  press  his  point;  and  he  went  on  quickly,  as  though  to 
secure  completer  control  of  the  situation;  "You  see  I 

»know  where  jou  stand — I  know  how  completely  she's 
(nyour  power.  That  sounds  like  stage-talk,  don't  it? — 
but  there's  a  lot  of  truth  in  some  of  those  old  gags;  and 
I  don't  suppose  you  bought  those  letters  simply  because 
you're  collecting  autographs." 

She  continued  to  look  at  him  with  a  deepening  be- 
B'trildermentiheronly  clear  impression  resolved  itself  into 
^k  scared  sense  of  his  power. 

^K  "You're  wondering  how  I  found  out  about  'em?"  lie 
^Bient  on,  answering  her  look  with  a  note  of  conscious 
"^"pride.  "Perhaps  you've  forgotten  that  I'm  the  owner 
of  the  Benedick — but  never  mind  about  that  now.  Get- 
ting on  to  things  is  a  mighty  useful  accomplishment  in 
business,  and  I've  simply  extended  it  to  my  private  af- 
fairs. For  this  m  partly  my  affair,  you  see — at  least,  it 
depends  on  you  to  make  it  so.  Let's  look  the  situation 
straight  in  the  eye,  Mrs.  Dorset,  for  reasons  we  need  n't 
go  into,  did  you  a  beastly  bad  turn  last  spring.  Every- 
body knows  what  Mrs.  Dorset  is,  and  her  best  friends 
would  n't  believe  her  on  oath  where  their  own  interests 
[«5  ] 


THE    HOUSE    OF    MIRTH    H 
were  concerned;  but  as  long  as  they're  out  of  the  n 
it's  niurh  cjisier  to  follow  her  lead  than  to  set  thei 
selves  against  it,  and  you've  simply  been  sacrificed 
their  laziness  and  selfishness.  Is  n't  that  a  pretty  fa 
statement  of  the  case?— Well,  some  people  say  you'i 
got  the  neatest  kind  of  an  answer  in  your  hands:  thi 
George  Dorset  would  marry  you  tomorrow,  if  you  'd  te 
him  all  you  know,  and  give  him  the  chance  to  show  th 
lady  the  door.  I  daresay  he  would;  but  you  don't  aeei 
to  care  for  that  particular  form  of  getting  even,  and 
taking  a  purely  business  view  of  the  question,  I  thinl 
you  're  right.  In  a  deal  like  that,  nobody  comes  out  witl 
perfectly  clean  hands,  and  the  only  way  for  you  to  start 
fresh  ia  to  get  Bertha  Doi-set  to  back  you  up,  instead 
of  trying  to  fight  her." 

He  paused  long  enough  to  draw  breath,  but  not  to 
give  her  time  for  the  expression  of  her  gathering  resist- 
ance: and  as  he  pressed  on,  expounding  and  elucidating 
his  idea  with  the  directness  of  the  man  who  has  no 
doubts  of  his  cause,  she  found  the  indignation  gradually 
freezing  on  her  lip,  found  herself  held  fast  in  the  grasp 
of  his  argument  by  the  mere  cold  strength  of  ita  presen- . 
tatioD.  There  was  no  time  now  to  wonder  how  he  had  '^ 
heard  of  her  obtaining  the  letters:  all  her  world  was  j, 
dark  outside  the  monstrous  glare  of  his  scheme  for  using  1 
them.  And  it  was  not,  after  the  first  moment,  the  horror  \ 
of  the  idea  that  held  her  spell-bound,  subdued  to  his  [ 
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1);  it  was  rather  its  subtle  affinity  to  her  own  inmost 
nvingsAHe  would  marry  her  tomorrow  if  she  could 
rain  Bertha  Dorset's  friendship;  and  to  induce  the 
open  resumption  of  that  friendship,  and  the  tacit  retrac- 
tation of  all  that  had  caused  its  withdrawal,  she  had 
—Only  to  put  to  the  lady  the  latent  menace  contained  in 
;  packet  so  miraculously 'delivered  into  her  hands. 
ily  saw  in  a  flash  the  advantage  of  this  course  over 
that  which  poor  Dorset  had  pressed  upon  her.  The  other 
plan  depended  for  its  success  on  the  infliction  of  an  open 
^jnjury,  while  this  reduced  the  transaction  to  a  private 
^■Inderstanding,  of  which  no  third  person  need  have  the 
^Hfemotest  hint.  Put  by  llosedale  in  terms  of  business-like 
give-and-take,  this  understanding  took  on  the  harmless 
air  of  a  mutual  accommodation,  Uke  a  transfer  of  pro- 
perty or  a  revision  of  boimdary  lines.  It  certainly  simpli- 
fied life  to  view  it  aa  a  perpetual  adjustment,  a  play  of 
party  polities,  in  which  every  concession  had  its  recog- 
nized equivalent:  Lilys  tired  mind  was  fascinated  by 
this  escape  from  fluctuating  ethical  estimates  into  a  re- 
gion of  concrete  weights  and  measures. 

Rosedale,  as  she  listened,  seemed  to  read  in  her  silence 
not  only  a  gradual  acquiescence  in  hts  plan,  but  a  danger- 
ously far-reaching  perception  of  the  chances  it  offered; 
for  as  she  continued  to  stand  before  him  without  speak- 
^^ing,  he  broke  out,  with  a  quick  return  upon  himself: 
HjFYou  see  how  simple  it  is,  don't  you  ?  Well,  don't  be  car- 
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•OWMBcmMdibatMio^M  tbc7*R  oat  of  the  i 
it**  awfa  tmitt  %o  fiiOow  ber  laid  tfara  to  set  tlvm- 
■d*«»  'g'**^  tt,  aad  jaa're  mmftj  been  Mcii&oed  to 
their  Uriiif  aiad  ■rifwlmwfc  bn^  tfaat  a  pv^^  &ir 
•totMBcnt  of  tlw  CMC? — Wen,  Kme  people  aaj  too  'tc 
09t  Uic  oestest  kind  of  aa  uswer  in  tout  hand*:  that 
George  DoTMt  would  nuurr  jou  tomorrov,  if  tou  'd  t^ 
him  all  joa  know,  and  give  him  the  chaace  to  show  the 
lady  the  door.  1  daresay  he  would ;  but  you  don't  Kem 
to  care  for  that  particular  form  of  getting  ercii,  and, 
taking  a  purely  buaincM  view  of  the  question,  I  think 
you  're  riglit.  In  a  deal  like  that,  nobody  comes  out  with 
perfectly  clean  hands,  and  the  only  way  for  you  to  start 
fre«h  in  to  get  Bertha  Dorset  to  back  you  up,  instead 
of  trying  i»  (ighl  lier." 

He  patiNcd  long  enough  to  draw  breath,  but  not  to 
give  her  time  for  tlie  expression  of  her  gathering  resist- 
ance; and  UR  lie  pressed  on,  expounding  and  elucidating 
hi*  idea  with  the  directness  of  the  man  who  has  no 
doulitN  of  hiH  cause,  she  found  the  indignation  gradually 
IVvezing  on  her  lip,  found  herself  held  fast  in  the  grasp 
of  his  ni'gunient  by  the  mere  cold  strength  of  it«  presen- 
tation. There  was  no  time  now  \o  wonder  how  he  had 
heard  of  iier  obtaining  the  letters:  all  her  world  was 
dark  outside  the  moiiotrous  glare  of  his  scheme  for  using 
them.  And  it  was  not,  after  the  first  moment,  the  horror 
of  the  idea  that  held  her  spell-bound,  subdued  to  hia 
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comes  in  devious  ways  to  the  groping  consciousness,  Eind 
it  came  to  her  now  through  the  disgusted  perception  that 
her  would-be  accomplice  assumed,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
the  likelihood  of  her  distrusting  him  and  perhaps  trying 
to  cheat  him  of  his  share  of  the  spoils.  This  glimpse  of 
his  inner  mind  seemed  to  present  the  whole  transaction 
in  a  new  aspect,  and  she  saw  that  the  essential  baseness 
of  the  act  lay  in  its  freedom  from  risk. 

She  drew  back  with  a  quick  gesture  of  rejection,  say- 
ing, in  a  voice  that  was  a  surprise  to  her  own  ears:  *'You 
mistaken — quite  mistaken — both  in  the  fiu:ts  and  in 
.t  you  infer  from  them." 

Bosed ate  stared  a  moment,  puzzled  byher  sudden  dash 
direction  so  different  from  that  toward  which  she 
had  appeared  to  be  letting  him  guide  her. 

"Now  what  on  earth  does  that  mean?  I  thought  we 
understood  each  other!"  he  exclaimed;  and  to  her  mur- 
mur of  "  Ah,  we  do  noic,"  he  retorted  with  a  sudden 
bui-st  of  violence:  "I  suppose  it's  because  the  letters  are 
to  Aim,  thenP  Well,  I'll  be  damned  if  I  see  what  thanks 
JTOU  Ve  got  from  him  I" 


THE  autumn  days  declined  to  winter.  Once  more 
the  leisure  world  was  in  transition  between  coun- 
ii;  and  town,  and  Fifth  Avenue,  still  deserted  at  the 
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rial  ««a*  bf  the  Uta  that  it's  too  mmple.  It  a  at  exactly 
M  if  ytxi  'd  started  ia  with  &  dean  bill  of  health.  Sam 
we're  talking  let's  call  things  bj  their  right  names,  and 
dear  the  whole  boaiDen  op.  Yoa  know  wdl  omx^i  that 
Bertha  Dorset  coold  D^  have  toadied  TOO  if  there  had  lA 
been  —  w  ell  — questions  asked  bdbre — little  points  of  in* 
terrogation,  eh  ?  Bound  to  happen  to  a  good-looking  girl 
vitii  stingy  relatives,  I  snppoee;  anjhov,  they  did  ha[^ 
pen*  and  she  found  the  grotuid  prepared  for  her.  Do  yoa 
Me  where  I'm  coming  oat?  You  don't  want  tliese  little 
qoestionscroppingupagain.  It's  one  thing  to  get  Bertha 
Doraet  into  line — but  what  you  want  ia  to  keep  her  ther& 
You  can  frighten  her  fast  enoogh — but  how  are  you  go- 
ing to  keep  her  frightened?  By  showing  her  that  you're 
as  powerful  as  she  is.  AH  the  letters  in  the  world  woa't 
do  that  for  you  an  you  are  now;  but  with  a  big  backing 
behind  you,  you  ni  keep  herjust  where  you  waut  her  to  be. 
That's  mi/  share  in  the  business — that's  what  I  'm  olfeiv 
ing  you.  You  can't  put  the  thing  through  without  me— 
don't  run  away  with  any  idea  that  you  can.  In  six  months 
you'd  be  back  again  among  your  old  worries,  or  worse 
ones;  and  here  I  am,  ready  to  lift  you  out  of  'em  to- 
morrow if  you  say  so.  Do  you  say  so,  Miss  Lily  P"  be 
added,  moving  suddenly  nearer. 

The  words,  and  the  movement  whidi  accompanied 

them,  combined  to  startle  Lily  out  of  the  state  of  tranced 

■ubservience  into  which  she  had  insensibly  dipped.  LJght 
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attempt  to  do  so  bad  been  thwarted  by  an  influence 
stronger  than  any  she  could  exert.  That  influence,  in  it* 
last  analysis,  was  simply  the  power  of  money:  Bertha- 
Dorset's  social  credit  was  based  on  an  impregnable  bank- 
account. 

Lily  knew  that  Rosedale  had  overstated  neither  the 
difficulty  of  her  own  position  nor  the  completeness  of 
the  vindication  he  offered:  once  Bertha's  match  in  ma- 
terial resources,  her  superior  gifts  would  make  it  easy 
for  her  to  dominate  her  adversary.  An  understanding  of 
what  such  domination  would  mean,  and  of  the  disadvan- 
tages accruing  from  her  rejection  of  it,  was  brought  home 
to  Lily  with  increasing  clearness  during  the  early  week* 
of  the  winter.  Hitherto,  she  had  kept  up  a  semblance  of 
movement  outside  the  main  flow  of  the  social  current; 
but  with  the  return  to  town,  and  the  concentrating  of 
scattered  activities,  the  mere  fact  of  not  slipping  back 
naturally  into  her  old  habits  of  life  marked  her  as  being 
unmistakably  excluded  from  them.  If  one  were  not  a  part 
of  the  season's  fixed  routine,  one  swung  unsphered  in  a 
void  of  social  non-existence,  Lily,  for  all  her  dissatisfied 
dreaming,  had  never  really  conceived  the  possibility  of 
,  revolving  about  a  different  centre:  it  was  easy  enough  to 
despise  the  world,  but  decidedly  difficult  to  find  any 
other  habitable  region.  Her  sense  of  irony  never  quite 
deserted  her,  and  she  could  still  note,  with  self-directed 
derision,  the  abnormal  value  suddenly  acquired  by  the^ 
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week-end,  showed  from  Monday  to  Friday  a  broadening 
stream  of  carriages  between  house-fronts  gradually  re- 
stored to  consciousness. 

The  Horse  Show,  some  two  weeks  earlier,  had  pro- 
duced a  passing  semblance  of  reanimation,  filling  the 
theatres  and  restaurants  with  a  human  display  of  the 
same  costly  and  high-stepping  kind  as  circled  daily  about 
its  ring.  In  Miss  Bart's  world  the  Horse  Show,  and  the 
public  it  attracted,  had  ostensibly  come  to  be  classed 
among  the  spectacles  disdained  of  the  elect;  but,  as  the 
feudal  lord  might  sally  forth  to  join  in  the  dance  on  hia 
village  green,  so  society,  unofficially  and  incidentally,  still 
condescended  to  look  in  upon  the  scene.  Mrs.  Gormer, 
among  the  rest,  was  not  above  seizing  such  an  occasion 
for  the  display  of  herself  and  her  horses;  and  Lily  wa« 
given  one  or  two  opportunities  of  appearing  at  her 
friend's  side  in  the  most  conspicuous  box  the  house  af- 
forded. But  this  lingering  semblance  of  intimacy  made 
her  only  the  more  conscious  of  a  change  in  the  relation 
between  Mattie  and  herself,  of  a  dawning  discrimination* 
a  gradually  formed  social  standard,  emerging  &om  Mrs. 
Gormer's  chaotic  view  of  life.  It  was  inevitable  that  Lily 
herself  should  constitute  the  first  sacrifice  to  this  new 
ideal,  and  she  knew  that,  once  the  Gormers  were  estab< 
lished  in  town,  the  whole  drift  of  fashionable  life  would 
facilitate  Mattie's  detachment  from  her.  She  had,  in 
K  «hort,  failed  to  make  herself  indispensable;  or  rather,  hs* 
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Rosedale's  offer  without  conscious  effort;  her  whole  be- 
ing  had  risen  against  it;  and  she  did  not  yet  perceive 
that,  by  the  mere  act  of  listening  to  him,  she  had  learned 
to  live  with  ideas  which  would  once  have  been  intoler- 
able to  her. 


1 


To  Gerty  Parish,  keeping  watch  over  her  with  a  tenderer  ' 
if  less  discerning  eye  than  Mrs,  Fisher's,  the  results  of 
the  struggle  were  already  distinctly  visible.  She  did  not, 
indeed,  know  what  hostiiges  Lily  liad  already  given  to 
ixpediency;  but  she  saw  her  passionately  and  irretriev- 
Lably  pledged  to  the  ruinous  policy  of  "keeping  up." 
rty  could  smile  now  at  her  own  early  dream  of  her 
Kend's  renovation  through  advereitv:  sl^e  understood 
irly  enough  that  Lily  was  not  of  those  to  whom  pri- 
[hf  (iiiiiiijMjrtaiR'e  of  "hat  they  have  lost. 
B  very  fuft:.  In  Gt-rty,  iiiiido  hvv  iVieiid  the  more 
pitebusly  in  want  of  aid,  the  more  exposed  to  the  claims 
of  a  tenderness  she  was  so  little  conscious  of  needing. 

Lily,  since  her  return  to  town,  had  not  often  climbed 
Miss  Farish's  stairs.  There  was  something  irritating  to 
her  in  the  mute  interrogation  of  Gerty's  sympathy:  she 
felt  the  real  difficulties  of  her  situation  to  be  incommuni- 
cable to  any  one  whose  theory  of  values  was  so  different 
from  her  own,  and  the  restrictions  of  Gerty's  life,  which 
had  once  had  the  charm  of  contrast,  now  reminded  her 
too  painfully  of  the  limits  to  which  her  own  existence 
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f^iras  shriaking.  When  at  length,  one  afternoon,  she 
into  execution  the  belated  resolve  to  visit  her  fri 
"this  sense  of  shrunken  opportunities  possessed  her  ' 
unusual  intensity.  The  walk  up  Fifth  Avenue,  uni 
ing  before  her,  in  the  brilliance  of  the  hard  winter  i 
light,  an  interminable  procession  of  fastidiotisly-equip 
carriages — giving  her,  through    the    little   squares 
brougham -windows,  peeps  of  familiar  profiles  bent  ab 
A-isi ting-lists,  of  hurried  hands   dispensing  notes   i 
-cards  to  attendant  footmen — this  glimpse  of  the  e' 
revolving  wheels  of  the  great  social  machine  made  X 
more  than  ever  conscious  of  the  steepness  and  narn 
ness  of  Gerty's  stairs,  and  of  the  cramped  blind-a] 
(  -of  life  to  which  they  led.  Dull  stairs  destined  to 
mounted  by  dull  people:  how  many  thousands  of  ins 
niiicant  figures  were  going  up  and  down  such  staira 
■over  the  world  at  that  very  moment — figures  as  shall 
and  uninteresting  as  that  of  the  middle-aged  lady' 
limp  black  who  descended  Gerty's  flight  as  Lily  clim| 
to  it! 

"That  was  poor  Miss  Jane  Silverton — she  came 
talk  things  over  with  me:  she  and  her  sister  want 
do  something  to  support  themselves,"  Gerty  explain 
as  Lily  followed  her  into  the  sitting-room. 

"To  support  themselves?  Are  they  so  hard  uf 
Miss  Bart  asked  with  a  touch  of  irritation:  she  had  I 
-come  to  listen  to  the  woes  of  other  people. 
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afraid  they  have  nothing  left:  Ned's  debts  hav« 
rallowed  up  everything.  They  had  such  hopes,  you 
when  he  broke  away  from  Carry  Fisher;  they 
t  Bertha  Dorset  would  be  such  a  good  influence, 
luse  she  does  n't  care  for  cards,  and —  well,  she  talked 
quite  beautifully  to  poor  Miss  Jane  about  feeling  as  if 
Ned  were  her  younger  brother,  and  wanting  to  carry 
him  oflF  on  the  yacht,  so  that  he  might  have  a  chance  to 
ip  cards  and  racing,  and  take  up  his  literary  work 
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Miss  Parish  paused   with  a  sigh  which   reflected  the 
perplexity  of  her  departing  visitor.  "But  that  isn't  all; 
it  is  n't  even  the  worst.  It  seems  that  Ned  has  quarrelled 
rith  the  Dorsets;  or  at  least  Bertha  won't  allow  him 
1  see  her,  and  he  is  so  unhappy  about  it  that  he  has 
'  taken   to  gambling  again,  and  going  about   with  all 
sorts  of  queer  people.  And  cousin  Grace  Van  Osburgh 
accuses   him   of  having  had  a  very   bad   influence    on 
Bertie,  who  left  Harvard  last  spring,  and  has  been  a 
great  deal  with  Ned  ever  since.  She  sent  for  Miss  Jane, 
and  made  a  dreadful  scene;  and  Jack  Stepney  and  Her- 
bert Melson,  who  were  there  too,  told  Miss  Jane  that 
Bertie  was  threatening  to  marry  some  dreadful  woman 
to  whom  Ned  had  introduced  him,  and  that  they  could 
do  nothing  with  him  because  now  he  ^s  of  age  he  has  his 
^Bown  money.  You  can  fancy  how  poor  Miss  Jane  felt — 
^Bhe  came  to  me  at  once,  and  seemed  to  think  that  if  I 
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^■yfse  shrinking.  When  at  length,  one  afternoon,  she  put 
into  execution  the  belated  resolve  to  visit  her  &iend, 
this  sense  of  shrunken  opportunities  possessed  her  with 
unusual  intensity.  The  walk  up  Fifth  Avenue,  unfold- 
ing before  her,  in  the  brilliance  of  the  hard  winter  sun- 
light, an  interminable  procession  of  fastidiously-equipped 
carriages — giving  her,  through  the  little  squares  of 
brougham-windows,  peeps  of  familiar  profiles  bent  above 
visiting-lists,  of  hurried  hands  dispensing  notes  and 
cards  to  attendant  footmen — this  glimpse  of  the  ever- 
revolving  wheels  of  the  great  social  machine  made  Lily 
more  than  ever  conscious  of  the  steepness  and  narrow- 
ness of  Gerty's  staira,  and  of  the  cramped  blind-alley 
I  -of  life  to  which  they  led.  Dull  stairs  destined  to  be 
mounted  by  dull  people:  how  many  thousands  of  insig- 
nificant figures  were  going  up  and  down  such  stairs  all 
-over  the  world  at  that  very  moment — figures  as  shabby 
and  uninteresting  as  that  of  the  middle-aged  lady  in 
limp  black  who  descended  Gerty's  flight  as  Lily  chmbed 
to  it! 

"That  was  poor  Miss  Jane  Silverton — she  came  to 
talk  things  over  with  me:  she  and  her  sister  want  to 
do  something  to  support  themselves,"  Gerty  explained, 
as  Lily  followed  her  into  the  sitting-room. 

"To  support  themselves?  Are  they  so   hard   up?" 
Miss  Bart  asked  with  a  touch  of  irritation:  she  had  not 
■come  to  listen  to  the  woes  of  other  people. 
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just  the  kind  of  thing  I  shall  be  doing  mjself  before 
long!"  exclaimed  Lily,  starting  up  with  a  vehemence  of 
movement  that  threatened  destruction  to  Miss  Fansh'a 
fragile  tea-table, 

Lily  bent  over  to  steady  the  cups;  then  she  sank  back 
into  her  seat.  "I  'd  forgotten  there  was  no  room  to  dash 
about  in — how  beautifully  one  does  have  to  behave  in 
a  small  flat!  Oh,  Gerty,  I  wasn't  meant  to  be  good," 
she  sighed  out  incoherently, 

Gerty  lifted  in  apprehensive  look  to  her  pale  face,  in 
which  the  ey(s  shone  with  a  peculiar  sleepless  lustre, 

"You  look  horribly  tired,  Lily;  take  your  tea,  and 
let  roe  give  you  tliis  cushion  to  lean  against." 

Miss  Bart  accepted  the  cup  of  tea,  but  put  back  the 
cushion  with  an  impatient  hand. 

"Don't  give  me  that!  I  don't  want  to  lean  back — I 
shall  go  to  sleep  if  I  do." 

"Well,  why  not,  dear?  I  '11  be  as  quiet  aa  a  mouse," 
Gerty  urged  affectionately. 

"No — no;don't  be  quiet;  talk  to  me — keep  me  awakel 
I  don't  sleep  at  night,  and  in  the  afternoon  a  dreadful 
drowsiness  creeps  over  me." 

"You  don't  sleep  at  night?  Since  when?" 

*'I  don't  know — I  can't  remember."  She  rose  and  put 
the  empty  cup  on  the  tea-tray.  "Another,  and  stronger, 
please;  if  I  don't  keep  awake  now  I  shall  see  horrors  to< 
night — perfect  horrors!" 
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could  get  ber  Gomething  to  do  she  could  cam  enoo^  to 


pay 


Ned's  debts  and  send  tiiii 


away- 
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has  no  idea  bow  long  it  would  take  her  to  pay  for  one 
of  bis  evenings  at  bridge.  And  be  was  borribly  in  debt 
wben  be  caroe  back  from  the  cniise^I  cant  see  why  he 
should  have  t^pent  so  oiucb  more  money  under  Bertha's 
influence  than  Carry's:  can  you?" 

Lily  met  tbia  queiy  with  an  impatient  gestare,  **Mj 
dear  Gerty,  I  always  understand  how  people  can  spend 
much  more  money — ^  never  how  they  can  spend  any  less!" 

She  loosened  her  furs  and  settled  herself  in  Gerty'a 
easy-chair,  while  ber  friend  busied  herself  with  the 
tea-cups. 

"But  what  can  they  do — the  Miss  Silvertons?  How 
do  they  mean  to  support  themselves?"  she  asked,  con- 
scious that  the  note  of  irritation  still  persisted  in  her 
voice.  It  was  the  very  last  topic  she  had  meant  to  dis- 
cuss— it  really  did  not  interest  her  in  the  least — but 
she  was  seized  by  a  sudden  perverse  curiosity  to  know 
how  the  two  colourless  shrinking  victims  of  young  Sil- 
verton  s  sentimental  experiments  meant  to  cope  with  the 
grim  necessity  which  lurked  so  close  to  her  own  threshold. 

"I  don't  know — I  am  trying  to  find  something  for 
them.  Miss  Jane  reads  aloud  very  nicely— but  it's  so 
bard  to  find  any  one  who  is  willing  to  be  read  to.  And 
Miss  Annie  paints  a  little " 

"Oh,  I  know — apple-blossoms  on  blotting-paper; 
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— and  how  can  I  sleep,  when  I  have  such  dreadful  thlngi 
to  think  about?" 

"Dreadful  things — what  things?"  asked  Gerty,  gently 
detaching  her  wrists  from  her  friend's  feverish  fingers. 

"What  things?  Well,  poverty,  for  one — and  I  don't 
know  any  that's  uiore  dreadful."  Lily  turned  away  and 
;«ank  with  sudden  weariness  into  the  eaay-chair  near  the 
table.  "You  asked  me  just  now  if  I  could  understand 
why  Ned  Silverton  spent  so  much  money.  Of  course  I 
■understand — he  spends  it  on  living  with  the  rich.  You 

Elk  we  live  on  the  rich,  rather  than  with  them:  and  so 
do,  in  a  sense — but  it's  a  privilege  we  have  to  pay 
We  eat  their  dinners,  and  drink  their  wine,  and 
«nioke  their  cigarettes,  and  use  their  carriages  and  their 
opera-boxes  and  their  private  cars^ — yes,  but  there's  a 
tax  to  pay  on  every  one  of  those  luxuries.  The  man 
^pays  it  by  big  tips  to  the  servants,  by  playing  cards  be- 
yond his  means,  by  flowers  and  presents— and — and — 
^Upta  of  other  things  that  cost;  the  girl  pays  it  by  tips 
^^pid  cards  too — oh,  yes,  I  've  had  to  take  up  bridge  again 
^ — and  by  going  to  the  best  dress-makers,  and  having 
just  the  right  dress  for  every  occasion,  and  always  keep- 
ing herself  fresh  and  exquisite  and  amusing!" 

She  leaned  back  for  a  moment,  closing  her  eyes,  and 
OS  she  sat  there,  her  pale  Hps  slightly  parted,  and  the 

Eipped  aDove  her  fagged  brilliant  gaze,  Gerty  had 
ed  perception  of  the  change  in  her  face — of  the 
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way  in  which  an  aahen  daylight  seemed  suddei 
tinguish  its  artificial  brightness.   She  looked  up,  and  t 
vision  vanished. 

"It  does nH  sound  very  amusing,  does  it?  And  it  is; 
- — I'm  sick  to  death  of  it!  And  yet  the  thought  of  gi 
ing  it  all  up  nearly  kills  me — it's  what  keeps  me  awa 
at  night,  and  makes  me  so  crazy  for  your  strong  te 
For  I  can't  go  on  in  this  way  much  longer,  you  know- 
I  'm  nearly  at  the  end  of  my  tether.  And  then  what  ca 
I  do — how  on  earth  am  I  to  keep  myself  alive?  I  st 
myself  reduced  to  the  fate  of  that  poor  Silverton  woma 
— slinking  about  to  employment  agencies,  and  tryin] 
to  sell  painted  blotting-pads  to  Women's  Exchanges 
And  there  are  thousands  and  thousands  of  women  tryinj 
to  do  the  same  thing  already,  and  not  one  of  the  num- 
ber who  has  less  idea  how  to  earn  a  dollar  than  I  have!' 

She  rose  again  with  a  huriied  glance  at  the  clock, 
"It's  late,  and  I  must  be  off— I  have  an  appointment 
with  Carry  Fisher.  Do  n't  look  so  won-ied,  you  dear  thing 
^-do  n't  think  too  much  about  the  nonsense  I've  been 
talking."  She  was  before  the  mirror  again,  adjusting  her 
hair  with  a  light  hand,  drawing  down  her  veil,  and  giv- 
ing a  dexterous  touch  toher  fm-s.  "Of  course,  you  know, 
it  hasn't  come  to  the  employment  agencies  and  the 
painted  blotting-pads  yet ;  but  I'm  rather  hard-up  JubLf 
for  the  moment,  and  if  I  could  find  something  to  do — | 
notes  to  write  and  visiting-lists  to  make  up,  or  that  kind 
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of  thing — it  would  tide  me  over  till  the  legacy  is  paid. 

And  Carry  has  promised  to  find  somebody  who  wanta  a 

kind  o'' social  secretary — you  know  she  makes  a  specialty 

m  «f  the  helpless  rich." 


k 


Miss  Bart  had  not  revealed  to  Gerty  the  full  extent 
of  her  anxiety.  She  was  in  fact  in  urgent  and  immediate 
need  of  money:  money  to  meet  the  vulgar  weekly  claims 
, which  could  neither  be  deferred  nor  evaded.  To  give  up 
apartment,  and  shrink  to  the  obscurity  of  a  boarding- 
bouse,  or  the  provisional  hospitality  of  a  bed  in  Gerty 
Parish's  sitting-room,  was  an  expedient  which  could  only 
postpone  the  problem  confronting  her;  and  it  seemed 
wiser  as  well  as  more  agreeable  to  remain  where  she  was 

id  find  some  means  of  earning  her  living.  The  possi- 
lality  of  having  to  do  this  was  one  which  she  had  never 
liefore  seriously  considered,  and  the  discovery  that,  as  a 
faread-winner,  she  was  likely  to  prove  as  helpless  and 

leffectual  as  poor  Miss  Silverton,  was  a  severe  shock  to 
lier  self-confidence. 

Having  been  accustomed  to  take  herself  at  the  popu- 
lar valuation,  as  a  person  of  energy  and  resource,  natu- 
rally fitted  to  dominate  any  situation  in  which  she  found 
herself,  she  vaguely  imagined  that  such  gifts  would  be 
of  value  to  seekers  after  social  guidance;  but  there  was 
unfortunately  no  specific  head  under  which  the  art  of 
saying  and  doing  the  right  thing  could  be  offered  in  the 
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maricet,  and  even  Mrs.  Fisher's  resourcefulness  faueOl 
fore  the  difficulty  of  discovering  a  workable  vein  m  t 
vague  wealth  of  Lily's  graces.  Mrs.  Fisher  was  full  of  i 
direct  expedients  for  enabling  her  friends  to  earn  a  livic 
and  could  conscientiously  assert  that  she  had  put  sever 
opportunities  of  this  kind  before  Lily;  but  more  legit 
mate  methods  of  bread-winning  were  as  much  out  of  hi 
line  as  they  were  beyond  the  capacity  of  the  sufferers  si. 
was  generally  called  upon  to  assist.  Lily's  failure  to  pre 
fit  by  the  chances  already  afforded  her  might,  moreovei 
have  justified  the  abandonment  of  farther  effort  on  he 
behalf;  but  Mrs.  Fisher's  inexhaustible  good-nature  maii 
her  an  adept  at  creating  artificial  demands  in  responst 
to  an  actual  supply.  In  the  pursuance  of  this  end  she  at 
once  started  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  in  MJaa  Bart'a  be- 
half; and  as  the  result  of  her  explorations  she  now  sum- 
moned the  latter  vnth  the  announcement  that  she  had 
"found  something." 


Left  to  herself,  Gerty  mused  distressfully  upon  her  friend's- 
plight,  and  her  own  inability  to  relieve  it.  It  was  clear 
to  her  that  Lily,  for  the  present,  had  no  wish  for  the  kiniJT 
of  help  she  could  give.  Miss  Parish  could  see  no  hope  fori 
her  friend  but  in  a  life  completely  reorganized  and  de-B 
tached  from  its  old  associations;  whereas  all  Lily's  ener-'| 
gies  were  centred  in  the  determined  effort  to  hold  fast* 
to  those  associations,  to  keep  herself  visibly  identified 
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viih  them,  as  long  as  the  illusion  could  be  maintained. 
Pitiable  as  such  an  attitude  seemed  to  Gerty,  she  could 
not  judge  it  as  harshly  as  Selden,  for  instance,  might 
bfaave  done.  She  had  not  forgotten  the  night  of  emo- 
Bftion  when  she  and  Lily  had  lain  in  each  other's  arms, 
and  she  had  seemed  to  feel  her  very  heart's  blood  pass- 
ing into  her  friend.  The  sacrifice  she  had  made  had 
seemed  unavailing  enough;  no  trace  remained  in  Lily  of 
Hdhe  subduing  influences  of  that  hour;  but  Gerty's  tender- 
Boess,  disciplined  by  long  years  of  contact  with  obscure 
and  inarticulate  suffering,  could  wait  on  its  object  with 
a  silent  forbearance  which  took  no  account  of  time.  She 
could  not,  however,  deny  hei-self  the  solace  of  taking 
K«nxious  counsel  with  Lawrence  Selden,  with  whom,  since 
^BuB  return  from  Europe,  she  bad  renewed  her  old  relation 
of  cousinly  confidence. 

Selden  hiniself  had  never  been  aware  of  any  change  in 
their  relation.  He  found  Gerty  as  he  had  left  her,  simple, 
undemanding  and  devoted,  but  with  a  quickened  intelli- 
gence of  the  heart  which  he  recognized  without  seeking 
to  explain  it.  To  Gerty  herself  it  would  once  have  seemed 
impossible  that  she  should  ever  again  talk  freely  with  him 
of  Lily  Bart;  but  what  had  passed  in  the  secrecy  of  her 
own  breast  seemed  to  resolve  itself,  when  the  mist  of  the 
struggle  cleared,  into  a  breaking  down  of  the  bounds  of 
self,  a  deflecting  of  the  wasted  personal  emotion  into  the 
general  current  of  human  understanding. 
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owriwt,  and  even  Hn.  Fubei^B  reaoutcefuliKs  Cdkd  b»> 
fim  the  diffieiiltj  of  diaaneriitg  &  workable  Tcin  id  the 
ragae  wealth  of  IHya  gnces.  Mrs.  Fisher  was  foil  of  in- 

direct  expedients  for  enabling  her  friend  to  earn  a  living 
and  could  conscieRtiouslj  assert  that  she  had  put  seTeral 
opportunities  of  thb  kind  before  Lily;  but  more  legiti- 
mate methods  of  bread-winning  were  as  much  out  of  her 
line  lu  they  were  beyond  the  capacity  of  the  sofierers  d» 
wRB  generally  called  upon  to  assbt  Lily's  failure  to  pro- 
6t  by  the  chances  already  afforded  her  might,  moreover, 
have  justified  the  abandonment  of  farther  effort  on  her 
behalf;  but  Mrs.  Fishers  inexhaustiblegood-naturemadf 
her  an  adept  at  creating  artificial  demands  in  r^sponst 
to  an  actual  supply.  In  the  pursuance  of  this  end  she  att 
once  ittarted  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  in  Miss  Bart's  be- 
half; and  as  the  result  of  her  explorations  she  now  sum- 
moned the  latter  with  the  announcement  that  she  had 
"found  something." 

Left  to  herself,  Gerty  mused  distressfully  upon  her  friend's 
plight,  and  her  own  inability  to  relieve  it.  It  was  clear 
to  her  that  Lily,  for  the  present,  htid  no  wish  for  the  kind 
of  help  she  could  give.  Miss  Fai'iah  tould  see  no  hope  for 
her  friend  but  in  a  life  completely  reorganized  and  de- 
tached from  its  old  associations;  whereas  all  Lily's  ener- 
gies were  centred  in  the  determined  effort  to  hold  fast 
to  those  associations,  to  keep  herself  visibly  identified 
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■Judy  Trenor  and  her  own  family  have  deserted  her  too 
— and  bJI  because  Bertha  Dorset  haa  said  such  horrible 
—things.  And  she  is  very  poor^ — you  know  Mrs,  Peniston 
ibt  her  off  with  a  small  legacy,  after  giving  her  to  un- 
rstand  that  she  was  to  have  everything." 
"Yes — I    know,"  Selden    assented   curtly,    turning 
ick  into  the  room,  but  only  to  stir  about  with  restless 
teps  in  the  circumscribed  space  between  door  and  win- 
"Yes — she's  been  abominably  treated;  but  it's 
nfortunately  the  precise  thing  that  a  man  who  wants 
D  show  his  sympathy  can't  say  to  her." 
His  words  caused  Gerty  a  slight  chill  of  disappoint- 
"There  would  be  other  ways  of  showing  your 
mpathy,"  she  suggested. 

Selden,  with  a  slight  laugh,  sat  down  beside  her  on 
the  little  sofa  which  projected  from  the  hearth.  "What 
are  you  thinking  of,  you  incorrigible  missionary.^"  he 
—.asked. 

mm    Gerty's  colour  rose,  and  her  blush  was  for  a  moment 

f%er  only  answer.  Then   she  made  it  more  explicit  by 

SB-ying:  "I  am  thinking  of  the  fact  that  you  and  she 

used  to  be  great  friends — that  she  used  to  care  im- 

-mensely  for  what  you  thought  of  her— and  that,  if  she 

takes  your  staying  away  as  a  sign  of  what  you  think 

',  I  can  imagine  its  adding  a  great  deal  to  her  un- 

WppinesB," 

"My  dear  child,  don't  add  to  it  still  more — at  least 
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to  your  conception  of  it — by  attributing  to  her 
sorts  of  susceptibilities  of  your  own."  Selden,  for 
life,  could  not  keep  a  note  of  dr^'ness  out  of  his  voi' 
but  he  met  Gerty's  look  of  perplexity  by  saying  mt 
mildly:  "But,  though  you  immensely  exaggerate  t 
importance  of  anything  I  could  do  for  Miss  Bart,  yi 
can't  exaggerate  my  readiness  to  do  it — if  you  ask  n 
to.''  I^Ie  laid  his  hand  for  a  moment  on  her^  and  the; 
passed  between  them,  on  the  current  of  the  rare  coi 
(act,  one  of  those  exchanges  of  meaning  which  fill  th 
hidden  reservoirs  of  affection.  Gerty  had  the  feelinj 
that  he  measured  the  cost  of  her  request  as  plainly  a 
she  read  the  significance  of  his  reply;  and  the  sense  o 
all  that  was  suddenly  clear  between  them  made  her  nex1 
words  easier  to  find. 

"I  do  ask  you,  then;  I  ask  you  because  she  once  told 
tne  that  you  had  been  a  help  to  her,  and  because  she 
needs  help  now  as  she  has  never  needed  it  before.  You 
Jcnow  how  dependent  she  has  always  been  on  ease  and 
luxury — how  she  has  hated  what  was  shabby  and  ugly 
and  uncomfortable.  She  can't  help  it — she  was  brought 
up  with  those  ideas,  and  has  never  been  able  to  find 
her  way  out  of  them.  But  now  all  the  things  she  cared 
for  have  been  taken  from  her,  and  the  people  who 
taught  her  to  care  for  them  have  abandoned  her  too; 
and  it  seems  to  me  that  if  some  one  could  reach  out 
a  hand  and  show  her  the  other  side — show  her  how 
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much  is  left  in  life  and  in  herself "  Gerty  broke- 

off,  abashed  at  the  sound  of  her  own  eloquence,  and 
impeded  by  the  difficulty  of  giving  precise  expression, 
to  her  vague  yearning  for  her  friend's  retrieval.  "I  can't 
help  her  myself:  she 's  passed  out  of  my  reach,"  she  con- 
tinued. "I  think  she's  afraid  of  being  a  burden  to  me. 
When  she  was  last  here,  two  weeks  ago,  she  seemed, 
dreadfully  worried  about  her  future:  she  said  Carry 
Fisher  was  trying  to  find  something  for  her  to  do.  A 
few  days  later  she  wrote  me  that  she  bad  taken  a  posi- 
tion as  private  secretary,  and  that  I  was  not  to  be- 
anxious,  for  everything  was  all  right,  and  she  would: 
come  in  and  tell  me  about  it  when  she  had  time;  but 
f.  she  has  never  come,  and  I  don't  like  to  go  to  her,  be- 
w  cause  I  am  afraid  of  forcing  myself  on  her  when  I  'm  not 
wanted.  Once,  when  we  were  children,  and  I  had  rushed' 
up  after  a  long  separation,  and  thrown  my  arms  about 
her,  she  said;  'Please  don't  kiss  me  unless  I  ask  you  to, 
G«rty' — and  she  did  ask  me,  a  minute  later;  but  since 
then  I've  always  waited  to  be  asked." 

Selden  had  listened  in  silence,  with  the  concentrated 
look  which  his  thin  dark  face  could  assume  when  he 
wished  to  guard  it  against  any  involuntary  change  of 
expression.  Wlien  his  cousin  ended,  he  said  with  a 
slight  smile:  "Since  you  've  learned  the  wisdom  of  wait- 
ing, I  don't  see  why  you  urge  me  to  rush  in "  but 

the  troubled  appeal  of  her  eyes  made  him  add,  as  her 
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rose  to  take  leave:  "Still,  III  do  what  you  wish,i 
hold  you  responsible  for  my  failure." 

Seidell's  avoidance  of  Miss  Bart  had  not  been  as  ui 
intentional  as  he  had  allowed  his  cousin  to  think.  A 
first,  indeed,  while  the  memory  of  their  last  hour  at  Mont 
Carlo  still  held  the  fiiU  heat  of  his  indignation,  he  ha 
anxiously  watched  for  her  return;  but  she  had  disaji 
pointed  him  by  lingering  in  England,  and  when  she  fi 
nally  reappeared  it  happened  that  business  had  callw 
him  to  the  West,  whence  he  came  back  only  to  learn  tha 
she  was  starting  for  Alaska  with  the  Gormers.  The  revc 
lation  of  this  suddenly-established  intimacy  effectually 
chilled  his  desire  to  see  her.  If,  at  a  moment  when  hei 
whole  life  seemed  to  be  breaking  up,  she  could  cheerfully 
commit  its  reconstruction  to  the  Gormers,  there  was  no 
reason  why  such  accidents  should  ever  strike  her  as  irre- 
parable. Every  step  she  took  seemed  in  fact  to  carry  her. 
Citrther  from  the  region  where,  once  or  twice,  he  and  ahei 
had  met  for  an  illumined  moment;  and  the  recognitioaj 
of  this  fact,  when  its  first  pang  had  been  surmounted«'Ji 
produced  in  him  a  sense  of  negative  relief.  It  was  much'j 
simpler  for  him  to  judge  Miss  Bart  by  her  habitual  con-  ;| 
duct  than  by  the  rare  deviations  &om  it  which  had  a 
thrown  her  so  disturbingly  in  his  way;  and  every  act  of  . 
hers  which  made  the  recurrence  of  such  deviations  more  ,i 
unlikely,  confirmed  the  sense  of  relief  with  which  he  r 
turned  to  the  coDventional  view  of  her, 
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But  Gerty  Farish*3  words  had  sufficed  to  make  him  sea 

how  little  this  view  was  really  his,  and  how  impossible  it 

vas  for  him  to  live  quietly  with  the  thought  of  Lily  Bart. 

^^tb  bear  that  she  was  in  need  of  help^even  such  vague 

^Hldp  as  he  could  offer — was  to  be  at  once  repossessed  by 

^^hat  thought:  and  by  the  time  he  reached  the  street  he 

had  sufficiently  convinced  himself  of  the  urgency  of  his 

cousin's  appeal  to  turn  bis  steps  directly  toward  Lily's 

fcotel. 

^B  There  his  zeal  met  a  check  in  the  unforeseen  news  that 
^^liss  Bart  had  moved  away;  but,  on  his  pressing  his  en- 
quiries, the  clerk  remembered  that  she  had  left  an  ad- 
dress, for  which  he  presently  began  to  search  through  bis 
tioks. 
It  was  certainly  strange  that  she  should  have  taken 
is  step  without  letting  Gerty  Farish  know  of  her  de- 
cision ;  and  Selden  waited  with  a  vague  sense  of  uneasi- 
ness while  the  addi-ess  was  sought  for.  The  process  lasted 
long  enough  for  uneasiness  to  turn  to  apprehension:  but 
when  at  length  a  slip  of  paper  was  handed  him,  and  he 
read  on  it:  "Care  of  Mrs.  Norma  Hatch,  Emporium 
Hotel,"  his  apprehension  passed  into  an  incredulous  stare, 
and  this  into  the  gesture  of  disgust  with  which  he  tore 
e  paper  in  two,  and  turned  to  walk  quickly  homeward. 
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IX 

WHEN  Lily  woke  on  the  moraing  after  her  transl 
tion  to  the  Emporium  Hotel,  her  first  feeling  wi 
one  of  purely  physical  satisfaction.  The  force  of  contra 
^ve  an  added  keenness  to  the  luxury  of  lying  once  moi 
in  a  soft-pillowed  bed,  and  looking  across  a  spacious  sun 
lit  room  at  a  breakfast-table  set  invitingly  near  the  Sn 
Analysis  and  introspection  might  come  later;  but  for  tbi 
moment  she  was  not  even  troubled  by  the  excesses  of  thi 
upholstery  or  the  restless  convolutions  of  the  furniture 
The  sense  of  being  once  more  lapped  and  folded  in  ease 
as  in  some  dense  mild  medium  impenetrable  to  discom- 
fort, efiectually  stilled  the  faintest  note  of  criticism. 

When,  the  afternoon  before,  she  had  presented  her  ■ 
self  to  the  lady  to  whom  Carrj'  Fisher  had  directed  hei;. 
she  had  been  conscious  of  entering  a  new  world.  Carry'i 
vague  presentment  of  Mrs.  Norma  Hatch  (whose  re 
version  to  her  Christian  name  was  explained  as  the  re- 
sult of  her  latest  divorce),  left  her  under  the  implication 
of  coming  "from  the  West,"  with  the  not  unusual  ex- 
tenuation of  having  brought  a  great  deal  of  money  with 
her.  She  was,  in  short,  rich,  helpless,  unplaced:  the  very 
subject  far  Lily's  hand.  Airs.  Fisher  had  not  specified  the 
line  her  Mend  was  to  take;  she  owned  herself 
quainted  with  Mrs.  Hatch,  whom  she  "knew  about" 
through  Melville  Stancy,  a  lawyer  in  his  leisure  moment^ 
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and  the  Palstaff  of  a  certain  section  of  festive  club  Ufa 
Socially,  Mr.  Stancy  might  have  been  said  to  form  a  con- 
necting link  between  the  Gormer  world  and  the  more 
dimlj-lit  region  on  which  Miss  Bart  now  found  herself 
entering.  It  was,  however,  only  figuratively  that  the  illu- 
mination of  Mrs.  Hatch's  world  could  be  described  a» 
dim:  in  actual  fact,  Lily  found  her  seated  in  a  blaze  of 
electric  light,  impartially  projected  from  various  orna- 
mental excrescences  on  a  vast  concavity  of  pink  damask 
and  gilding,  from  which  she  rose  like  Venus  from  her  shell. 
The  analogy  wasjustifiedby  the  appearance  of  the  lady^ 
whose  large-eyed  prettiness  had  the  fixity  of  something 
impaled  and  shown  under  glass.  This  did  not  preclude 
the  immediate  discovery  that  she  was  some  years  younger 
than  her  visitor,  and  that  under  her  showiness,  her  ease, 
the  aggression  of  her  dress  and  voice,  there  persisted  that 
ineradicable  innocence  which,  in  ladies  of  her  nationality, 
so  curiously  coexists  vnth  startling  extremes  of  experi- 
ence. 

The  environment  in  which  Lily  found  herself  was  as 
strange  to  her  as  its  inhabitants.  She  was  unacquainted 
with  the  world  of  the  fashionable  New  York  bote) — a 
world  over- heated,  over-upholstered,  and  over-fitted  with 
mechanical  appliances  for  the  gratification  of  fantastic 
requirements,  while  the  comforts  of  a  civilized  life  were 
as  unattainable  as  in  a  desert.  Through  this  atmosphera 
of  torrid  splendour  moved  wan  beings  as  richly  nphol* 
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stered  as  the  furniture,  beings  without  definite  pursui 
or  permanent  relations,  who  drifted  on  a  languid  tide  ■ 
curiosity  from  restaurant  to  concert-hall,  from  palm-ga 
den  to  music-room,  from  "art  exhibit"  to  dress-makei 
opening.  High-stepping  horses  or  elaborately  equippe 
motors  waited  to  cany  these  ladies  into  vague  metre 
politan  distances,  whence  they  returned,  still  more  wa, 
from  the  weight  of  their  sables,  to  be  sucked  back  int 
the  stifling  inertia  of  the  hotel  routine.  Somewhere  be 
hind  them,  in  the  background  of  their  lives,  there  wai 
doubtless  a  real  past,  peopled  by  real  human  activities; 
they  themselves  were  probably  the  product  of  strong 
ambitions,  persistent  energies,  diversified  contacts  with 
the  wholesome  roughness  of  life;  yet  they  had  no  more 
real  existence  tlian  the  poet's  shades  in  limbo. 

Lily  had  not  been  long  in  this  pallid  world  without 
discovering  that  Mrs.  Hatch  was  its  most  substantial 
figure.  That  lady,  though  still  floating  in  the  void,  showed 
faint  symptoms  of  developing  an  outline;  and  in  this  en- 
deavour she  was  actively  seconded  by  Mr.  Melville  Stancy. 
It  was  Mr,  Stancy,  a  man  of  large  resounding  presence, 
suggestive  of  convivial  occasions  and  of  a  chivalry  find- 
ing  expression  in  "first-night"  boxes  and  thousand  dol- 
lar bonbonnieres,  who  had  transplanted  Mrs.  Hatch  from 
the  scene  of  her  first  development  to  the  higher  stage  of 
hotel  Ufe  in  the  metropolis.  It  was  he  who  bad  selected 
the  horses  with  which  she  had  taken  the  blue  ribbou  at 
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iw,  had  introduced  herto  tfae  photographer  whose 
portraits  of  her  formed  the  recurring  ornament  of  "Sun- 
day Supplements,"  and  had  got  together  the  group  which 
constituted  her  social  world.  It  was  a  small  group  still, 
with  heterogeneous  figures  suspended  in  large  unpeopled 
spaces;  but  Lily  did  not  take  long  to  learn  that  its  reg- 
ulation was  no  longer  in  Mr.  Stancy's  hands.  As  often 
happens,  the  pupil  had  outstripped  the  teacher,  and  Mrs. 
Hatch  was  already  aware  of  heights  of  elegance  as  well 
as  depths  of  luxury  beyond  the  world  of  the  Emporium. 
This  discovery  at  once  produced  in  her  a  craving  for 
higher  guidance,  for  the  adroit  feminine  hand  which 
should  give  tlie  right  turn  to  her  correspondence,  the 
right  "look"  to  her  hats,  the  right  succession  to  the 
items  of  her  m^nus.  It  was,  in  short,  as  the  regulator  of 
a  germinating  social  life  that  Miss  Bart's  guidance  was 
required;  her  ostensible  duties  as  secretary  being  re- 
stricted by  the  fact  that  Mrs.  Hatch,  as  yet,  knew  hardly 
any  one  to  write  to. 

The  daily  details  of  Mrs.  Hatch's  existence  were  as 
strange  to  Lily  as  its  general  tenor.  The  lady's  habits 
were  marked  by  an  Oriental  indolence  and  disorder  pe- 
culiarly trying  to  her  companion.  Mrs.  Hatch  _and  her 
friends  seemed  to  float  togetlier  outside  the  bounds  of 
time  and  spaeg^q_tlpfinit^  hnnra  were  keptf  nn  fjii-A 
obligations  etistcd:  night  and  day  flowed  into 
other  in  a  bljr  of  confused  and  retarded  engagements, 
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io  that  one  had  the  imiMession  of  lunching  at  I 
hour,  while  dinner  was  often  niei^;ed  in  the  noisy  aft* 
theatre  supper  which  prolonged  Mrs.  Hatch''s  vigil  t 
day-light 

Through  this  jumble  of  &tile  activities  came  and  wei 
a  strange  throng  of  hangers-on — manicures,  beautj 
doctors,  hair-dressera,  teacliers  of  bridge,  of  Frencl 
of  "physical  development":  figures  sometimes  indistin 
guishahle,  by  their  appearance,  or  by  Mrs.  Hatch's  re 
lation  to  them,  from  the  visitors  constituting  her  re 
cognized  society.  But  strangest  of  all  to  Lily  was  tb« 
encounter,  in  this  latter  group,  of  several  of  her  acquain- 
tances. She  had  supposed,  and  not  without  relief,  that 
she  was  passing,  for  the  moment,  completely  out  of  he* 
own  circle;  but  she  found  that  Mr.  Stancy,  one  side  at 
whose  sprawling  existence  overlapped  the  edge  of  Mrs, 
lasher's  world,  had  drawn  several  of  its  brightest  om«-j 
ments  into  the  circle  of  the  Emporium.  To  find  NeJ' 
Silverton  among  the  habitual  frequenters  of  Mrs.  Hatchvj 
drawing-room  was  one  of  Lily's  first  astonishments;  buU 
she  soon  discovered  that  he  was  not  Mr.  Stancy's  most  j 
important  recruit  It  was  on  little  Freddy  Van  Osbiu^h,! 
the  small  slim  heir  of  the  Van  Osbuigh  millions,  that  the  1 
attention  of  Mrs.  Hatch's  group  was  centred.  Freddy,  1 
barely  out  of  college,  had  risen  above  the  horizon  since  | 
Lily's  eclipse,  and  she  now  saw  with  surprise  what  an  J 
effulgence  he  ahed  on  the  outer  twilight  of  Mrs.  Hatch>1 
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sistence.  Thta,  then,  was  one  of  the  things  that  young 
men  *'went  in"  for  when  released  from  the  official  social 
routine;  this  was  the  kind  of  "previous  engagement" 
that  so  frequently  caused  them  to  disappoint  the  hopes 
of  anxious  hostesses,  Lily  had  an  odd  sense  of  heing  he- 
hind  the  social  tapestry,  on  the  side  where  the  threads 
were  knotted  and  the  loose  ends  hung.  For  a  moment 
she  found  a  certain  amusement  in  the  show,  and  in  her 
own  share  of  it;  the  situation  had  an  ease  and  uncon- 
ventionality  distinctly  refreshing  after  her  experience  of 
the  irony  of  conventions.  But  these  flashes  of  amusement 
were  but  brief  reactions  fi-om  the  long  disgust  of  her 
days.  Compared  with  the  vast  gilded  void  of  Mrs.  Hatch's 
iiistence,  the  life  of  Lily'  former  friends  seemed  paeked 
idth  ordered  activities.  Even  the  most  irresponsible 
*  -pretty  woman  of  her  acquaintance  had  her  inherited 
obligations,  her  conventional  benevolences,  her  share  in 
the  working  of  the  great  civic  machine;  and  all  hung 
rether  in  the  solidarity  of  these  traditional  fuoctionsi 
jerformance  of  specific  duties  would  have  simplified 
■  Miss  Bart's  position;  but  the  vague  attendance  on  Mrs. 
Hatch  was  not  without  its  perplexities. 

It  was  not  her  employer  who  created  these  perplexi- 
ties. Mrs.  Hatch  showed  from  the  first  an  almost  touch- 
ing desire  for  Lily's  approval.  Far  from  asserting  the 
I  superiority  of  wealth,  her  beautiful  eyes  seemed  to  urge 
j^  plea  of  inexperience:  she  wanted  to  do  what  was 
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lo  that  one  had  the  impression  of  lunching  at  the  tea- 
hour,  while  dinner  was  often  merged  in  the  noisy  after- 
theatre  supper  which  prolonged  Aire.  Hatch's  vigil  till 
day-light. 

Through  this  jumble  of  futile  activities  came  and  went 
a  strange  throng  of  hangers-on — manicures,  beauty- 
doctors,  hair-dressers,  teachers  of  bridge,  of  French, 
of  "physical  development":  figures  sometimes  indistin- 
guishable, by  their  appearance,  or  by  Mrs.  Hatch's  re- 
lation to  them,  from  the  visitors  constituting  her  re- 
cognized society.  But  strangest  of  all  to  Lily  was  the 
encounter,  in  this  latter  group,  of  several  of  her  acquain- 
tances. She  had  supposed,  and  not  without  relief,  that 
she  was  passing,  for  the  moment,  completely  out  of  her 
own  circle;  but  she  found  that  Mr.  Stancy,  one  side  of 
whose  sprawling  existence  overlapped  the  edge  of  Mrs. 
Fisher's  world,  had  drawn  several  of  its  brightest  omar 
ments  into  the  cirele  of  the  Emporium,  To  find  Ned 
Silverton  among  the  habitual  frequenters  of  Mrs.  Hatch's 
drawing-room  was  one  of  Lily's  first  astonishments;  but 
she  soon  discovered  that  he  was  not  Mr.  Stancy'a  most 
important  recruit.  It  was  on  little  Freddy  Van  Osburgh, 
the  small  slim  heir  of  the  Van  Osburgh  millions,  that  the 
attention  of  Mrs.  Hatch's  group  was  centred.  Freddy, 
barely  out  of  college,  had  risen  above  the  horizon  since 
Lily's  eclipse,  and  she  now  saw  with  surprise  what  an 
efiulgence  he  shed  on  the  outer  twilight  of  Mrs.  Hatch'» 
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[  the  situation,  which  might  well  resolve  itself  into  a 
e  joke  on  the  part  of  the  other  two;  but  Lily  had  a 
;ue  sense  that  the  subject  of  their  experiment  was  too 
mg,  too  rich  and  too  credulous.  Her  embarrassment 
B  increased  by  the  fact  that  Freddy  seemed  to  regard 
s  cooperating  with  himself  in  the  social  develop- 
ment of  Mrs.  Hatch :  a  view  that  suggested,  on  his  part, 
L  permanent  interest  in  the  lady's  future.  There  wer^^ 
ments  when  Lily  found  on  ironic  amusement  in 
;  of  the  case.  The  thought  of  launching  such 
missile  as  Mrs,  Hatch  at  the  perfidious  bosom  of  sociel 
was  not  without  its  charm :  Miss  Bart  had  even  beguiled 
her  leisure  with  visions  of  the  fair  Norma  introduced  for 
the  first  time  to  a  family  banquet  at  the  Van  Osburghs'. 
But  the  thought  of  being  personally  connected  with  the 
transaction  was  less  agreeable;  and  her  momentary  flashes 
of  amusement  were  followed  by  increasing  periods  of 
douht. 

Krhe  sense  of  these  doubts  was  uppermost  when,  late 
Be  aflernoon,  she  was  surprised  by  a  visit  from  Lawrence 
Belden.  He  found  her  alone  in  the  wilderness  of  pink 
damask,  for  in  Mrs.  Hatch's  world  the  tea-hour  was  not 
dedicated  to  social  rites,  and  the  lady  was  in  the  handi 
f  her  masseuse. 

BSelden's  entrance  had  caused  Lily  an  inward  start 
llbarrassment;  but  his  air  of  constraint  had  the  elTect' 
I  restoring  her  self-possession,  and  she  took  at  once  tb* 
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should  have  traced  her  to  so  unlikely  a  plat 
what  had  inspired  him  to  make  the  search. 

Seldea  met  this  with  an  unusual  seriousness:  she  ht 
never  seen  him  so  little  master  of  the  situation,  so  plain 
at  the  mercy  of  any  obstructions  she  might  put  in  b 
way.  "I  wanted  to  see  you,"  he  said;  and  she  could  nc 
resist  observing  in  reply  that  he  had  kept  his  wish) 
under  remarkable  control.  She  had  in  truth  felt  his  Ion, 
absence  as  one  of  the  chief  bitternesses  of  the  las 
months:  his  desertion  had  wounded  sensibilities  far  be 
low  the  siuface  of  her  pride. 

Selden  met  the  challenge  with  directness.  "Why  ahoult 
I  have  come,  unless  I  thought  I  could  be  of  use  to  youi 
It  is  my  only  excuse  for  imagining  you  could  want  me.* 

This  struck  her  as  a  clumsy  evasion,  and  the  thought 
gave  a  flash  of  keenness  to  her  answer.  "Then  you  have 
come  now  because  you  think  you  can  be  of  use  to  me?" 

He  hesitated  again.  "Yes:  in  the  modest  capacity  of 
a  person  to  talk  things  over  with." 

For  a  clever  man  it  was  certainly  a  stupid  beginning; 
and  the  idea  that  his  awkwardness  was  due  to  the  fear 
of  her  attaching  a  personal  significance  to  his  visit, 
chilled  her  pleasure  in  seeing  liim.  Even  under  the  most 
adverse  conditions,  that  pleasure  always  made  itself  felt; ; 
she  might  hate  him,  but  she  had  never  been  able  to  wish ' 
htm  out  of  the  room.  She  was  very  near  hating  him  nowi  i 
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the  sound  of  his  voice,  the  way  the  light  fell  on  hi» 
thip  dark  hair,  the  way  he  sat  and  moved  and  wore  his 
clothes — she  was  conscious  that  even  these  trivial  things 
th  her  deepest  lifeTln  Ela^^^nce  a 
ame  upon  her,  and  the  turmoil  of  her 
spirit  ceased ;  but  an  impulse  of  resistance  to  this  stealing 
influence  now  prompted  her  to  say;  "It's  very  good  of 
you  to  present  yourself  in  that  capacity;  but  what  makes 
you  think  I  have  anything  particular  to  talk  aboutP" 

Though  she  kept  the  even  tone  of  light  intercourse, 
the  question  was  framed  in  a  way  to  remind  him  that 
his  good  offices  were  unsought;  and  for  a  moment  Sel- 
den  was  checked  by  it.  The  situation  between  them  was 
one  which  could  have  been  cleared  up  only  by  a  sudden 
explosion  of  feeling,  and  their  whole  training  and  habit 
of  mind  were  against  the  chances  of  such  an  explosion. 
Selden's  calmness  seemed  rather  to  harden  into  resis- 
tance, and  Miss  Bart's  into  a  surface  of  glittering  irony, 
as  they  faced  each  other  from  the  opposite  comers  of 
one  of  Mrs.  Hatch's  elephantine  sofas.  The  sofa  in 
question,  and  the  apartment  peopled  by  its  monstrous 
Diates,  served  at  length  to  suggest  the  turn  of  Selden's 
reply. 

"Gerty  told  me  that  you  were  acting  as  Mrs.  Hatch's 
secretary;  and  I  knew  she  was  anxious  to  hear  how  you 
^were  getting  on." 

^L  Miss  Bart  received  this  explanation  without  percep- 
■  [  419  ] 
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tible  softening.  "Why  didn't  she  look  me  op  I 
then?"  she  asked. 

"Because,  as  you  didn't  send  her  your  address,  I 
was  afraid  of  being  importunate."  Selden  continu 
with  a  smile:  "You  see  no  such  scruples  restrained  n 
but  then  I  haven't  as  much  to  risk  if  I  incur  your  d 
pleasure." 

Lily  answered  his  smile.  "You  haven't  incurred  it 
yet;  but  I  have  an  idea  that  you  are  going  to." 

"That  rests  with  you,  doesn't  it?  You  see  ray  initii 
tive  doesn't  go  beyond  putting  myself  at  your  dii 
posaL" 

"But  in  what  capacity?  What  am  I  to  do  witl 
you?"  she  asked  in  the  same  light  tone. 

Selden  again  glanced  about  Mrs.  Hatch's  drawing 
room;  then  he  said,  with  a  decision  which  he  seemed  t* 
have  gathered  from  this  final  inspection:  "You  are  tc 
let  me  take  you  away  from  here." 

Lily  flushed  at  the  suddenness  of  the  attack ;  then  she 
stiffened  under  it  and  said  coldly:  "And  may  I  ask 
where  you  mean  me  to  goP" 

"Back  to  Gerty  in  the  first  place,  if  you  will;  the 
essential  thing  is  that  it  should  he  away  from  here," 

The  unusual  harshness  of  his  tone  might  have  shown 

her  how  much  the  words  cost  him ;  but  she  was  in  no  state 

to  measure  his  feelings  while  her  own  were  in  a  flame  of 

revolt.  To  neglect  her,  perhaps  even  to  avoid  her,  at  a 
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time  when  she  had  most  need  of  her  friends,  and  then 
suddenly  and  unwarrantably  to  break  into  her  life  with 
this  strange  assumption  of  authority,  was  to  rouse  in 
her  every  instinct  of  pride  and  self-defence. 

"I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,"  she  said,  "for  tak- 
ing such  an  interest  in  my  plans;  but  I  am  quite  con- 
tented where  I  am,  and  have  no  intention  of  leaving." 

Selden  had  risen,  and  was  standing  before  her  in  an 
tttitude  of  uncontrollable  expectancy. 

That  simply  means  that  you  don't  know  where  you 
1"  he  exclaimed, 
liily  rose  also,  with  a  quick  flash  of  anger.  "If  you 
hve  come  here  to  say  disagreeable  things  about  Mrs. 

tch " 

"It  is  only  with  your  relation  to  Mrs.  Hatch  that  I 
Bin  concerned." 

My  relation  to  Mrs.  Hatch  is  one  I  have  no  reason  tg. 
be  ashamed  of.  She  has  helped  me  to  earn  a  living  wbei\ 
my  old  friends  were  quite  resigned  to  seeing  me  starve.*^ 
Nonsense!  Starvation  is  not  the  only  alternative^ 
You  know  you  can  always  find  a  home  with  Gerty  tilt 
Tou  are  independent  again." 

show  such  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  my 

a&irs  that  I  suppose  you  mean — till  my  aunt's  legacy 

is  paid?" 

^_   **I  do  mean  that;  Gerty  told  me  of  it,"  Selden  ac- 

^HBDwledged  without  embarrassment.  He  was  too  much 
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tn  earnest  now  to  feel  any  false  constraint  in  spealutij 
his  mind. 

"But  G«rty  does  not  happen  to  knov,"  Miss  Bar 
rejoined,  "  that  I  owe  every  penny  of  that  l^acy," 

"Good  God!"  Selden  exclaimed,  startled  out  of  hi» 
composure  by  the  abruptness  of  the  statement. 

"Every  penny  of  it,  and  more  too,"  Lily  repeated; 
"and  you  now  perhaps  see  why  I  prefer  to  remain  with 
Mis.  Hatch  rather  than  take  advantage  of  Gerty's  kind- 
ness. I  have  DO  money  left,  except  my  small  income, 
and  I  must  earn  something  more  to  keep  myself  alive." 

Selden  hesitated  a  moment;  then  he  rejoined  in  a 
quieter  tone:  "But  with  your  income  and  Gerty's — 
since  you  allow  me  to  go  so  far  into  the  details  of  the 
situation — you  and  she  could  surely  contrive  a  life  to- 
gether which  would  put  you  beyond  the  need  of  having 
to  support  yourself.  Gerty,  I  know,  is  eager  to  make 
such  an  arrangement,  and  would  be  quite  happy  in  , 

it — .  1 

"But  I  should  not,"  Miss  Bart  interposed,  "There    t 
are  many  reasons  why  it  would  be  neither  kind  to   | 
Gerty  nor  wise  for  myself,"  She  paused  a  moment,  and 
as  he  seemed  to  await  a  farther  explanation,  added  with 
a  quick  lift  of  her  head:  "You  will  perhaps  excuse  me 
from  giving  you  these  reasons." 
I       "I  have  no  claim  to  know  them,"  Selden  answered,  ig- 
noring her  tone ;  "no  claim  to  offer  any  comuient  or  sug- 
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gestion  beyond  the  one  I  have  already  made.  And  my  , 

right  to  make  that  is  simply  the  universal  right  of  a  man 

to  enlighten  a  woman  when  he  sees  her  unconsciously 

Bnlaced  in  a  false  position." 

^^  Lily  smiled.  "I  8uppose,"Bherejoined,  "that  by  afidse 
position  you  mean  one  outside  of  what  we  call  society;  but 
you  must  remember  that  I  had  been  excluded  from  those 
sacred  precincts  long  before  I  met  Mrs.  Hatch.  As  far  aa 
Bdc&n  see,  there  is  very  little  real  difference  in  being  in- 
BUde  or  out,  and  I  remember  your  once  telling  me  that 
it  was  only  those  inside  who  took  the  difFerence  seri- 
ously." 

She  had  not  been  without  intention  in  making  this  al- 
^UDsion  to  their  memorable  talk  at  Bellomont,  and  she 
Btraited  with  an  odd  tremor  of  the  nerves  to  see  what  ro 
Bponse  it  would  bring;  but  the  result  of  the  experimeri 
was  disappointing.  Selden  did  not  allow  the  allusion  t( 
deflect  him  from  his  point;  he  merely  said  with  completei 
^ftllness  of  emphasis:  "The  question  of  being  inside  oi 
out  is,  as  you  say.  a  small  one,  and  it  happens  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  case,  except  in  so  far  as  Mrs, 
Hatch's  desire  to  be  inside  may  put  you  in  the  position 
I  call  false." 

I     In  spite  of  the  moderation  of  his  tone,  each  word  be 
spoke  had  the  effect  of  confirming  Lily's  resistance.  The 
Very  apprehensions  he  aroused  hardened  her  against  him  ■. 
libe  had  been  on  the  alert  for  the  note  of  personal  sym. 
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patK^,  for  any  sign  of  recovered  power  over  him 
attitude  of  sober  impartiality,  the  absence  of  all  respons 
to  her  appeal,  turned  her  hurt  pride  to  blind  resentmen 
of  his  interference.  The  conviction  that  he  had  been  sen 
by  Gerty,  and  that,  whatever  straits  he  conceived  her  t( 
be  in,  he  would  never  voluntarily  have  come  to  her  aid 
strengthened  her  resolve  not  to  admit  him  a  hair's  breadtt 
farther  into  her  confidence.  However  doubtful  she  might 
feel  her  situation  to  be,  she  would  rather  persist  in  dark- 
ness than  owe  her  enlightenment  to  Selden. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  said,  when  he  had  ceased  to  speak, 
"why  you  imi^ne  me  to  be  situated  as  you  describe; 
but  as  you  have  always  told  me  that  the  sole  object  of  a 
bringing-up  like  mine  was  to  teach  a  girl  to  get  what 
she  wants,  why  not  assume  that  that  is  precisely  what  I 
am  doing  ?" 

The  smile  with  whict  she  summed  up  her  case  waa 
like  a  clear  barrier  raised  against  farther  confidences :  its 
brightness  held  him  at  such  a  distance  that  he  had  a 
sense  of  being  almost  out  of  hearing  as  he  rejoined:  "[ 
am  not  sure  that  I  have  ever  called  you  a  successful  ex- 
ample of  that  kind  of  bringing-up." 

Her  colour  rose  a  little  at  the  implication,  but  she 
steeled  herself  with  a  light  laugh. 

"Ah,  wait  a  little  longer — give  me  a  little  more  time 

before  you  decide!"  And  as  he  wavered  before  her,  still 

watching  for  a  break  in  the  impenetrable  ftxint  she  pre- 
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KDted:  "Don't  give  me  up;  I  may  still  do  credit  to  mj 
training!"  she  afiirmed. 

t 

T  OOK  at  those  spangles,  Miss  Bart — every  one  of 'em 
1    J  sewed  on  crooked." 

The  tall  forewoman,  a  pinched  perpendicular  figure, 
dropped  the  condemned  structure  of  wire  and  net  on  the 
table  at  Lily's  side,  and  passed  on  to  the  next  figure  in 
the  line. 

There  were  twenty  of  them  in  the  work-room,  their 
fagged  profiles,  under  exaggerated  hair,  bowed  in  the 
harsh  north  light  above  the  utensils  of  their  art;  for  it 
was  something  more  than  an  industry,  surely,  this  cre- 
ation of  ever-varied  settings  for  the  face  of  fortunate 
womanhood.  Their  own  faces  were  sallow  with  the  un- 
wholesonieness  of  hot  air  and  sedentary  toil,  rather  than 
with  any  actual  signs  of  want:  they  were  employed  in  a 
fashionable  millinery  establishment,  and  were  fairly  well 
clothed  and  well  paid^  but  the  youngest  among  them 
was  as  duU  and  colourless  as  the  middle-aged.  In  the 
whole  work-room  there  was  only  one  skin  beneath  which 
the  blood  still  visibly  played ;  and  that  now  burned  with 
vexation  as  Miss  Bart,  under  the  lash  of  the  forewoman's 
comment,  began  to  strip  the  hat-frame  of  its  over-lapping 
Bpangles. 
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To  Gerty  Farish's  hopeiiil  spirit  a  solution  aj 
to  have  been  reached  when  she  remembered  how  beaut& 
'illy  Lily  could  trim  hats.  Instances  of  young  lady-miliy 
ners  establishing  themselves  under  fashionable  patronagm 
and  imparting  to  their  "ci-eations"  that  indefinabM 
touch  which  the  professional  hand  can  never  give,  haq 
flattered  Gerty's  visions  of  the  future,  and  convincei 
even  Lily  tliat  her  separation  from  Mrs.  Norma  Hat<j 
need  not  reduce  her  to  dependence  on  her  friends, 

The  parting  had  occurred  a  few  weeks  after  Seldeni 
visit,  and  would  have  taken  place  sooner  had  it  not  beei 
for  the  resistance  set  up  in  Lily  by  his  ill-starred 
of  advice.  The  sense  of  being  involved  in  a  transactiol 
she  would  not  have  cared  to  examine  too  closely  ha 
soon  afterward  defined  itself  in  the  light  of  a  hint  froi 
Mr.  Stancy  that,  if  she  "saw  them  through,"  she  would 
have  no  reason  to  be  sorry.  The  implication  that  sud 
loyalty  would  meet  with  a  direct  reward  had  hastened 
her  flight,  and  iltmg  her  back,  ashamed  and  penitent,  oa 
the  broad  bosom  of  Grcrty's  sympathy.  She  did  not,  how- 
ever, propose  to  lie  there  prone,  and  Gerty's  inspiration 
about  the  hats  at  once  revived  her  hopes  of  protitabl&j 
actinty.  Here  was,  after  all,  something  that  her  charm-' 
ing  listless  bands  could  really  do;  she  had  no  doubt  of 
their  capacity  for  knotting  a  ribbon  or  placing  a  flower 
to  advantage.  And  of  course  only  these  finishing  touches 
would  be  expected  of  her:  subordinate  fingers,  blunt, 
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grey,  needle-pricked  fingers,  would  prepare  the  shapes 
and  stitch  the  linings,  while  she  presided  over  the  charm- 
ing little  front  shop — a  shop  all  white  panels,  mirrors, 
and  moss-green  hangings — where  her  finished  creationi, 
hats,  wreaths,  aigrettes  and  the  rest,  perched  on  their 
stands  like  birds  just  poising  for  flight. 

But  at  the  very  outset  of  Gerty's  campaign  this  vision 
of  the  green-and -white  shop  had  been  dispelled.  Other 
young  ladies  of  fashion  had  been  thus  "set-up,"  selling 
their  hats  by  the  mere  attraction  of  a  name  and  the  re- 
puted knack  of  tying  a  bow;  but  these  privileged  beings 
could  command  a  faith  in  their  powers  materially  ex- 
pressed by  the  readiness  to  pay  their  shop-rent  and  ad- 
vance a  handsome  sum  for  current  expenses.  Where  was 
Lily  to  find  such  support?  And  even  could  it  have  been 
found,  how  were  the  ladies  on  whose  approval  she  de- 
pended to  be  induced  to  give  her  their  patronage?  Gerty 
learned  that  whatever  sympathy  her  friend's  case  might 
have  excited  a  few  months  since  had  been  imperilled,  i£ 
not  lost,  by  her  association  with  Mrs.  Hatch.  Once  again, ' 
Lily  had  withdrawn  from  an  ambiguous  situation  in 
time  to  save  her  self-raspcct,  but  too  late  for  public  via* 
dication.  Freddy  Van  Osburgh  was  not  to  marry  Mr*. 
Hatch:  he  had  been  rescued  at  the  eleventh  hour — 
some  said  by  the  efibrts  of  Gus  Trenor  and  Rosedale — 
and  despatched  to  Europe  with  old  Ned  Van  Aletyne; 
but  the  risk  he  had  run  would  always  be  ascribed  to 
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Hiss  Bart's  connivance,  and  would  somehow  sei^^B 
•uinming-up  and  corroboration  of  the  vague  general  di 
trust  of  her.  It  was  a  relief  to  those  who  had  hung  bac 
from  her  to  find  themselves  thus  Justified,  and  they  wei 
inclined  to  insist  a  little  on  her  connection  with  th 
Hatch  case  in  order  to  show  that  they  bad  been  right. 

Gierty's  quest,  at  any  rate,  brought  up  against  a  solii 
wall  of  resistance;  and  even  when  Carry  Fisher,  momen 
tarily  penitent  for  her  share  in  the  Hatch  affair,  joinec 
her  efforts  to  Miss  Farish's,  they  met  with  no  bettei 
Bucsess.  Gerty  had  tried  to  veil  her  failure  in  tendeg 
ambiguities;  hut  Carry,  always  the  soul  of  candour,  put 
the  case  squarely  to  her  friend. 

"I  went  straight  to  Judy  Trenor;  she  has  fewer  pr^ 
judices  than  the  others,  and  besides  she 's  always  hated 
Bertha  Dorset.  But  what  have  you  done  to  her,  Lilyf 
At  the  very  first  word  about  giving  you  a  start  she^ 
fiamed  out  about  some  money  you'd  got  from  Gus;  I' 
never  knew  her  so  hot  befoi-e.  You  know  she'll  let  him, 
do  anything  but  spend  money  on  his  friends:  the  onlj\ 
reason  she's  decent  to  me  now  is  that  she  knows  I'm.] 
not  hard  up. — He  speculated  for  you,  you  say?  Well,S 
what's  the  harmP  He  had  no  business  to  lose.  He(2u2n*t  1 
lose?  Then  what  on  earth — but  I  never  could  under- 1 
stand  you,  Lily!" 

The  end  of  it  was  that,  after  anxious  enquiry  i 
much  deliberation,  Mrs.  Fisher  and  Gerty,  1 
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Sdly  united  in  their  effort  to  help  their  friend,  d&- 
ided  on  placing  her  in  the  work-room  of  Mme.  Hegina'i 
jnowned  millinery  establishment.  Even  this  an-ange- 
Ent  was  not  effected  without  considerable  negotiation, 
r  Mme.  Regina  had  a  strong  prejudice  against  un- 
uned  assistance,  and  was  induced  to  yield  only  by 
e  fact  that  she  owed  the  patronage  of  Mrs.  Bry  and 
T8.  Gormer  to  Cany  Fisher's  influence.  She  had  been 
{lling  from  the  first  to  employ  Lily  in  the  show-room: 
I  a  dispiayer  of  hats,  a  fashionable  beauty  might  be 
valuable  asset.  But  to  this  suggestion  Miss  Bart  op 
1  a  negative  which  Gerty  emphatically  supported, 
liile  Mrs.  Fisher,  inwardly  unconvinced,  but  resigned 
>  thb  latest  proof  of  Lily's  unreason,  agreed  that  per- 
tips  in  the  end  it  would  be  more  useful  that  she  should 
m  the  trade.  To  Regina's  work-room  Lily  was  thei-e- 
e  committed  by  her  friends,  and  there  Mrs.  Fisher 
;  her  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  while  Gerty's  watchful- 
8  continued  to  hover  over  her  at  a  distance. 
Lily  had  taken  up  her  work  early  in  January:  it  was 
Bw  two  months  later,  and  she  was  still  being  rebuked 
r  her  inability  to  sew  spangles  on  a  hat-frame.  As  she 
turned  to  her  work  she  heard  a  titter  pass  down  the 
,btes.  She  knew  she  was  an  object  of  criticism  and 
Dusement  to  the  other  work-women.  They  were,  of 
ire  of  her  history — the  exact  situation  of  every 
t\  in  the  room  waa  known  and  freely  discussed  by  all 
r  459  1 
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the  others — but  the  knowledge  did  not  prodffl^ 
them  any  awkward  sense  of  class  distinction:  it  merel 
explained  why  her  untutored  fingers  were  still  blunde 
ing  over  the  mdiments  of  the  trade,  Lily  had  no  di 
sire  that  they  should  recognize  any  socid  difference  i 
her;  but  she  had  hoped  to  be  i-eceived  as  their  equa 
and  perhaps  before  long  to  show  herself  their  superio 
hy  a  special  deftness  of  touch,  and  it  was  humiliating  t 
find  that,  after  two  months  of  drudgery,  she  still  be 
traved  her  lack  of  early  training.  Remote  was  the  da; 
when  she  might  aspire  to  exercise  the  talents  she  fel 
confident  of  possessing;  only  experienced  workers  wen 
eotrusted  with  the  delicate  art  of  shaping  and  trimminf 
the  hat,  and  the  forewoman  still  held  her  inexorably  ti 
the  routine  of  prepai-atory  work. 

She  began  to  rip  the  spangles  from  the  frame,  listen- 
ing absently  to  tlie  buzz  of  talk  which  rose  and  fell  with 
the  coming  and  going  of  Miss  Haines's  active  figure, 
The  air  was  closer  than  usual,  because  Miss  Haines, 
who  had  a  cold,  had  not  allowed  a  window  to  be  opened 
even  during  the  noon  recess;  and  Lily's  head  was  so 
heavy  with  the  weight  of  a  sleepless  night  that  tb^ 
chatter  of  her  companions  had  the  incoherence  of  a 
dream. 

"I  told  her  he'd  never  look  at  ber  again;  and  he 
didn't.  I  wouldn't  have,  either — I  think  she  acted  real) 
mean  to  him.  He  took  her  to  the  Arion  Ball,  and  h 
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hack  for  her  both  ways.  .  ,  .  She's  taken  ten  bottles, 
and  her  headaches  don't  seem  no  better — but  she's 
written  a  testimonial  to  say  the  first  bottle  ctii-ed  her, 
and  she  got  five  dollars  and  her  picture  in  the  paper. 
.  .  .  Mrs,  Trenor's  hatP  The  one  with  the  green  Para- 
dise? Here,  Miss  Haines — it'll  be  ready  right  off,  .  , . 
That  was  one  of  the  Trenor  girls  here  yesterday  with 
Mrs.  George  Dorset.  How'd  I  know?  ^Vhy,  Madam 
sent  for  rae  to  alter  the  flower  in  that  Virot  hat— the 
blue  tulle:  she's  tall  and  slight,  with  her  hair  fuzzed 
out — a  goixi  deal  like  Mamie  Leach,  on'y  thinner.  . .  ," 
On  and  on  it  flowed,  a  current  of  meaningless  sound, 
on  which,  staftlingly  enough,  a  familiar  name  now  and 
then  floated  to  the  surface.  It  was  the  strangest  part  of 
Lily's  strange  experience,  the  hearing  of  these  names, 
the  seeing  the  fragmentary  and  distorted  image  of  the 
world  she  had  lived  in  reflected  in  the  mirror  of  the 
working-girls'  minds.  She  had  never  before  suspected 
the  mixture  of  insatiable  curiosity  and  contemptuous 
freedom  with  which  she  and  her  kind  were  discussed  in 
l'  this  underworld  of  toilers  who  lived  on  their  vanity 
and  self-indulgence.  Every  girl  in  Mme.  Regina's  work- 
room knew  to  whom  the  headgear  in  her  hands  was 
destined,  and  had  her  opinion  of  its  future  wearer,  and 
a  definite  knowledge  of  the  latter's  place  in  the  social 

Etem.  That  Lily  was  a  star  fallen  from  that  sky  did 
:,  after  the  first  stir  of  curiosity  had  subsided,  ma- 
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terially  add  to  their  interest  in  her.  She  had  fallen,  sh 
had  "gone  under,"  and  true  to  the  ideal  of  their  raw 
they  were  awed  only  by  success — by  the  gross  tangibl 
image  of  material  achievement.  The  consciousness  of  he 
diflerent  point  of  view  merely  kept  them  at  a  little  dis 
tance  from  her,  as  though  she  were  a  foreigner  with  whon 
it  was  an  effort  to  talk. 

"Miss  Bart,  if  you  can't  sew  those  spangles  on  more 
regular  I  guess  you  'd  better  give  the  hat  to  Miss  Kilroy." 

Lily  looked  down  ruefiiUy  at  her  handiwork.  The  fore- 
woman was  right:  the  sewing  on  of  the  spangles  was  in* 
excusably  bad.  What  made  her  so  much  more  clumsy 
than  usualp  Was  it  a  growing  distaste  for  her  task,  of 
actual  physical  disability?  She  felt  tired  and  confused: 
it  was  an  effort  to  put  her  thoughts  together.  She  rose' 
and  handed  the  hat  to  Miss  Kilroy,  who  took  it  with  a  < 
suppressed  smile. 

"I'm  sorry;  I'm  afraid  I  am  not  well,"  she  said  to  the^ 
forewoman.  "t 

Miss  Haines  offered  no  comment.  From  the  lu^at  ahel 
had  augured  ill  of  Mme.  Regina''s  consenting  to  include  k4 
fashionable  apprentice  among  her  workers.  In  that  tern-  S 
pie  ofart  no  raw  beginners  were  wanted,  and  Miss  Hainea^ 
would  have  been  more  than  human  had  she  not  taken  S'f, 
certain  pleasure  in  seeing  her  forebodings  confirmed.         1 

"You'd  better  go  back  to  binding  edges,"  she  said  ' 

drily.  . 
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Lily  slipped  out  last  among  the  band  of  liberated  wort;. 
men.  She  did  not  care  to  be  miugled  in  their  noisy 
persal:  once  in  the  street,  she  always  felt  an  irresist- 
2  return  to  her  old  standpoint,  an  instinctive  shrink- 
r  from  all  that  was  unpolished  and  promiscuous.  In 
tlie  days — how  distant  they  now  seemed! — when  she 
had  visited  the  Girls'  Club  with  Gerty  Parish,  she  had 
felt  an  enlightened  interest  in  the  working-classes;  but 
lat  was  because  she  looked  down  on  theni  from  above, 
rota  the  happy  altitude  of  her  grace  and  her  beneficence. 
fiovf  that  she  was  on  a  level  with  them,  the  point  of 
lew  was  less  interesting. 

She  felt  a  touch  on  her  arm,  and  met  the  penitent 
rye  of  Miss  Kilroy. 

"Miss  Bart,  I  guess  you  can  sew  those  spangles  on 
a  well  as  I  can  when  you  're  feeling  right.  Miss  Hainei 
did  n't  act  fair  to  you." 

Lily's  colour  rose  at  the  unexpected  advance:  it  was 
a  long  time  since  real  kindness  had  looked  at  her  from 
any  eyes  but  Gerty's. 

"Oh,  thank  you:  I'm  not  particularly  well,  but  Miss 
Haines  was  right.  I  am  clumsy." 

"Well,  it 's  mean  work  for  anybody  with  a  headache." 

Miss  Kilroy  paused  irresolutely. "  You  ought  to  go  right  'J 

home  and  lay  down.  Ever  try  orangeine?"  I 

^m     "Thank  you."  Lily  held  out  her  hand.  "It's  very  kind  J 

^Kf  you — I  mean  to  go  home."  I 
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She  looked  gratefully  at  Miss  Kilroy,  but  neitberkoe^ 
what  more  to  say.  Lily  nas  aware  that  the  other  was  on 
the  point  of  offering  to  go  home  with  her,  but  she  wanted 
to  be  alone  and  silent — even  kindness,  the  sort  of  kind- 
ness that  Miss  Kilroy  could  gi^'e,  would  have  jarred  on 
ber  just  then. 

"Thank  you,"  she  repeated  as  she  turned  away. 

She  struck  westward  through  the  dreary  March  twi- . 
light,  toward  the  street  where  her  boarding-house  stood.  > 
She  had  resolutely  refused  Gerty's  offer  of  hospitality.  J 
Something  of  her  mother's  fierce  shrinking  from  obsei^  | 
vation  and  sympathy  was  beginning  to  develop  in  ha-, 
and  the  promiscuity  of  small  quarters  and  close  intimat^ 
seemed,  on  the  whole,  less  endurable  than  the  solitude 
of  a  hall  bedroom  in  a  house  where  she  could  come  and 
go  unremarked  among  other  workers.  For  a  while  she 
had  been  sustfuned  by  this  de^re  for  privacy  and  in-  i 
dependence;  but  now,  perhaps  from  increasing  physical  i 
weariness,  the  lassitude  brought  about  by  hours  of  un-  i 
wonted  confinement,  she  was  beginning  to  fed  acatdy 
the  ugliness  and  distomfort  of  her  surronndings,  "Ilie 
day's  task  done,  she  dreaded  to  return  to  her  narrow  j 
room,  with  its  blotched  wall-paper  and  shabhy  paint: 
and  she  hated  eroy  step  of  the  walk  thither,  through 
the  degradation  of  a  New  York  street  in  the  last  stages 
of  decline  from  fashion  to  commerce. 

But  what  she  dreaded  most  of  all  was  having  to  paat 
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i  chemist's  at  the  corner  of  Sixth  Avenue,  She  had 
jit  to  take  another  street:  she  had  usually  done  so 
te.  But  today  her  steps  were  irresistibly  drawn  to- 
1  the  flaring  plate-glass  corner;  she  tried  to  take  the 
r  crossing,  but  a  laden  dray  crowded  her  back,  and 
she  struck  across  the  street  obliquely,  reaching  the  side- 
walk just  opposite  the  chemist's  door. 

Over  the  counter  she  caught  the  eye  of  the  clerk  who 
had  waited  on  her  before,  and  slipped  the  prescription 
into  his  hand.  There  could  be  no  question  about  the  pre- 
scription: it  was  a  copy  of  one  of  Mrs,  Hatch's,  obli- 
gingly furnished  by  that  lady's  chemist,  Lily  was  confi- 
dent that  the  clerk  would  fill  it  without  hesitation;  yet 
the  nervous  di-ead  of  a  refusal,  or  even  of  an  expression 
of  doubt,  communicated  itself  to  her  restless  hands  as 
she  affected  to  examine  the  bottles  of  perfume  stacked 
on  the  glass  case  before  her. 

The  clerk  had  read  the  prescription  without  comment; 
^■but  in  the  act  of  handing  out  the  bottle  he  paused. 
^H  "You  don't  want  to  increase  the  dose,  you  know,"  he 
remarked. 

Uly's  heart  contracted.  What  did  he  mean  by  looking 
at  her  in  that  wayP 

^  "Of  course  not,"  she  murmured,  holding  out  her  hand. 
"That's  all  right:  it 'a  a  queer-acting  drug.  A  drop  or 
vro  more,  and  off  you  go — the  doctors  don't  know  why." 
The  dread  lest  he  should  question  her,  or  keep  the 
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bottle  back,  choked  the  murmur  of  acquiescence  in  Her 
throat;  And  when  at  length  she  emerged  safely  from  the 
shop  she  was  almost  dizzy  with  tlie  intensity  of  her  re-  \ 
lief.  The  mere  touch  of  the  packet  thrilled  her  tired  [ 
neires  with  the  delicious  promise  of  a  night  of  sleep,  and 
in  the  reaction  from  her  momentary  fear  she  felt  as  if 
the  6rst  fumes  of  drowsiness  were  already  stealing  over 
her. 

In  her  confusion  she  stumbled  against  a  man  who  was 
hurrying  down  the  last  steps  of  the  elevated  station.  He 
drew  back,  and  she  heard  her  name  uttered  with  sur- 
prise. It  was  Rosedale,  fur-coated,  glossy  and  prosperous 
— but  why  did  she  seem  to  see  bim  so  far  off,  and  as  if 
through  a  mist  of  splintered  ciystals?  Before  she  could  1 
account  for  the  phenontenon  she  found  herself  shaking  | 
bands  with  him.  They  had  parted  with  scorn  on  her  side 
and  anger  upon  hts;  but  all  trace  of  these  emotions 
seeined  to  vanish  as  their  hands  met,  aod  she  was  only 
aware  of  a  confused  widi  that  she  might  cootinoe  to  bold 
&st  to  hiu. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter.  Miss  IJly?  Yoa're  not 
wcDl"  be  exdaimed;  and  she  forced  ber  Hps  into  a  pallid 
■mile  of  reassunuKC^ 

"I  *m  a  little  tired — it's  nothing.  Stay  with  me  a  mo- 
ment, pleafc,*  she  (altered.  That  she  should  he  asking 
tfaii  serrke  of  Rosedale! 

He  ^anced  at  the  dir^  and  oDpropitioas 
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which  they  stood,  with  the  shriek  of  the  "elevated"  and 
the  tumult  of  trams  and  waggons  contending  hideously 
in  their  ears. 

i^We  can't  stay  here;  but  let  me  take  you  somewhere 
Jfor  a  cup  of  tea.  The  Longworlh  is  only  a  few  yards  off, 
and  there  11  be  no  one  there  at  this  hour." 

A  cup  of  tea  in  quiet,  somewhere  oat  of  the  noise  and 
ugliness,  seemed  for  the  moment  the  one  solace  she  could 
bear.  A  few  steps  brought  them  to  the  ladies'  door  of 
the  hotel  he  had  named,  and  a  moment  later  he  was 
seated  opposite  to  her,  and  the  waiter  had  placed  the  tea- 
tray  between  them, 

"Not  a  drop  of  brandy  or  whiskey  first P  You  look  re- 
gularly done  up.  Miss  Lily.  Well,  take  your  tea  strong, 
then;  and,  waiter,  get  a  cushion  for  tlie  lady's  back." 

Lily  smiled  faintly  at  the  injunction  to  take  her  tea 
strong.  It  was  the  temptation  she  was  always  struggling 
to  resist.  Her  craving  for  the  keen  stimulant  was  forever 
conflicting  with  that  other  craving  for  sleep — the  mid- 
night craving  which  only  the  little  phial  in  her  hand 
could  still.  But  today,  at  any  rate,  the  tea  could  hardly 
be  too  strong  r  she  counted  on  it  to  pour  warmth  and 
resolution  into  her  empty  veins. 

A£  she  leaned  back  before  him,  her  lids  drooping  in 

ntter  lassitude,  though  the  first  warm  draught  already 

tinged  her  face  with  returning  life,  Rosedale  was  seized 

afresh  by  the  poignant  surprise  of  her  beauty.  The  dark 
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peDcilling  of  fatigue  under  her  ^ea,  the  morbid  blae- 
veined  pallour  of  the  temples,  brought  out  the  bright- 
ness of  her  hair  and  lips,  as  though  all  her  ebbing  ntality 
were  centred  there.  Against  the  dull  chocolate-coloured 
background  of  the  restaurant,  the  purity  of  her  head 
stood  out  as  it  had  never  done  in  the  most  brightly-lit 
ball-room.  lie  looked  at  her  with  a  startled  uncomforta- 
ble feeling,  aa  though  her  beauty  were  a  forgotten  enemy 
that  had  lain  in  ambuab  and  now  sprang  out  on  him  un-. 


n  easy  tone  with  her.  m 
u  for  an  age.  I  did  n 


To  clear  the  air  he  tried  to  take  i 
"\Vhy,  Miss  Lily,  I  haven't  seen  y( 
know  what  had  become  of  you." 

As  he  spoke,  he  was  checked  by  an  embarrassing  sense 
of  the  complications  to  which  this  might  lead.  Though 
he  had  not  seen  her  he  had  heard  of  her;  he  knew  of  ber 
connection  with  Mrs.  Hatch,  and  of  the  talk  resulting 
from  it.  Mrs.  Hatch's  mUieu  was  one  which  he  had  once 
assiduously  frequented,  and  now  as  devoutly  shunned. 

Lily,  to  whom  the  tea  had  restored  her  usual  clearness 
of  mind,  saw  what  was  in  his  thoughts  and  said  with  a 
slight  smile:  "You  would  not  be  likely  to  know  about 
me.  I  have  joined  the  working  classes." 

He  stared  in  genuine  wonder.  "You  don't  mean ? 

Why,  what  on  earth  are  you  doing?" 

"  Learning  to  be  a  milliner — at  least  trying  to  leant," 
she  hastily  qualified  the  statement 
[468] 
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Rosedale  suppressed  a  low  whistle  of  surprise.  "Come 
off — you  ain't  serious,  are  you?" 

"Perfectly  serious.  I  'm  obliged  to  work  for  my  liv- 

^B  "But  I  understood — I  thought  you  were  with  Norma 

H^tch." 

^V   **You  heard  I  had  gone  to  her  as  her  secretary?" 

V  **Soraething  of  the  kind,  I  believe."  He  leaned  for- 
vard  to  refill  her  cup. 

Lily  guessed  the  possibilities  of  embarrassment  which 
the  topic  held  for  him,  and  raising  her  eyes  to  hiB,  she 
said  suddenly;  "I  left  her  two  months  ago." 

Rosedale  continued  to  fumble  awkwardly  with  the 
tea-pot,  and  she  felt  sure  that  he  had  beard  what  had 
been  said  of  her.  But  what  waa  there  that  Rosedale  did 
not  hearP 

"  Was  n't  it  a  soft  berth?"  he  enquired,  with  an  attempt 
at  lightness. 

L     "Too  soft — one  might  have  sunk  in  too  deep."  IJly 

HiMted  one  arm  on  the  edge  of  the  table,  and  sat  look- 
ing at  hira  more  intently  than  she  had  ever  looked  be- 
fore. An  uncontrollable  impulse  was  urging  her  to  put 
her  case  to  this  man,  from  whose  curiosity  she  had  al- 

^■rays  so  fiercely  defended  herself. 

^^T  "You  know  Mrs.  Hatch,  I  think?  Well,  perhaps  you 
can  understand  that  she  might  make  things  too  easy 
for  one." 

[  469  1 
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Rosedale  lookeci  faintly  puzzled,  and  she  lemn 
that  allusiveness  was  lost  on  him. 

"It  was  no  place  for  you,  anyhow,"  he  agreed,  s 
fuffused  and  immerGed  in  the  light  of  her  full  gaze  tha 
be  found  himself  being  drawn  into  strange  depths  o 
mtimacy.  He  who  had  had  to  subsist  on  mere  fugitivi 
glances,  looks  winged  in  flight  and  swiftly  lost  undei 
a>vert,  now  found  her  eyes  settling  on  him  with  s 
brooding  intensity  that  fairly  dazzled  him. 

**I  left,^  Lily  continued,  "lest  people  should  say  I 
was  helping  Mre.  Hatch  to  many  Freddy  Van  Osburgh 
— who  is  not  in  the  least  too  good  for  her — and  as 
they  still  continue  to  say  it,  I  see  that  I  might  as  well 
Wve  stayed  where  I  was." 

■'Oh,  Freddy "  Rosedale  brushed  aside  the  topic 

with  an  air  of  its  unimportance  which  gave  a  sense  of 
tiw  immense  perspective  he  had  acquired.  "Freddy  don't 
count — but  I  knew  ^ou  weren't  mixed  up  in  that.  It 
ain't  your  style."  i 

Lily  cc^ured  slightly:  she  could  not  conceal  from  ^ 
herself  that  the  words  gave  her  pleasure.  She  would  \ 
have  liked  to  sit  there,  drinking  more  tea,  and  contin- 
uing to  talk  of  herself  to  Bosedale,  But  the  old  habit 
of  observing  the  conventions  reminded  her  that  it  was 
time  to  bring  their  colloquy  to  an  end,  and  she  made 
a  faint  motion  to  push  back  her  chair. 

&<»edaleBtoppedherwithaprotesting gesture.  "Wait 
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»  minute — dont  go  yet;  sit  quiet  and  rest  a  little 
longer.  You   look  thoroughly  played   out.    And   you 

have  nt  told  me "  He  broke  off,  conscious  of  going 

farther  than  he  had  meant.  She  saw  the  struggle  and  un- 
derstood it;  understood  also  the  nature  of  the  spell  tc 
which  he  yielded  as,  with  his  eyes  on  her  face,  he  began 
again  abruptly:  "What  on  earth  did  yoo  mean  by  say- 
ing just  now  that  you  were  learning  to  be  a  milliner?" 

"  Juat  what  I  said.  I  am  an  apprentice  at  Regina's," 

"Good  Lord — you?  But  what  for.''  I  knew  your  aunt 
had  turned  you  down :  Mrs.  Fislier  told  me  about  it. 
But  I  understood  you  got  a  legacy  from  her " 

"I  got  ten  thousand  dollars;  but  the  legacy  is  not  to 
be  paid  till  next  summer." 

"Well,  but — look  here:  you  could  borrow  on  it  any 
time  you  wanted." 

She  shook  her  head  gravely.  "No;  for  I  owe  it  al- 
ready." 

"Owe  it?  The  whole  ten  thousand?" 

"Every  penny."  She  paused,  and  then  continued  ab- 
ruptly, with  her  eyea  on  his  face:  "I  think  Gus  Trenor 
spoke  to  you  once  about  having  made  some  money  for 
me  in  stocks," 

She  waited,  and  Rosedale,  congested  with  embarrass- 
ment, muttered  that  he  remembered  something  of  the 


l^f, 


He  made  about  nine  thousand  dollars,"  Lily  pursued. 
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fa  Ifae  Hune  tone  of  eago'  oommunicatiTeoess.  **At  tit 
time,  I  anderstood  that  be  was  speculating  with  m; 
owD  mooejt  it  was  incrediblT  stajnd  of  roe,  bat  I  kae* 
Dotbiog  of  business.  AAerward  I  found  out  that  be  bad 
not  naed  mv  roonej — that  what  be  said  be  bad  made 
for  me  be  bad  really  given  me.  It  was  meant  in  kind- 
Bess,  of  courae;  but  it  was  not  tbe  sort  of  obligation 
ooe  could  remain  under.  Unfcwtunatdy  I  bad  spent  the 
money  before  I  discovered  my  mtdake;  and  so  mj 
legacy  will  bave  to  go  to  pay  it  back.  Thai,  is  the  tea- 
soo  why  I  am  trring  to  learn  a  tmde.* 

She  made  tbe  statement  deaiiy,  debbemidy,  with  '. 
pMises  between  tbe  sentences,  ao  that  each  ahould  have  '< 
time  to  sink  deeply  into  ber  beaier's  mind.  She  had  s 
pnsiooate  desire  that  some  one  should  know  the  truth 
aboot  this  transactioD,  and  aUo  that  the  rumour  of 
ber  intention  to  repay  the  money  should  reach  Judy 
treaa/^i  ears.  And  it  hud  suddmly  occurred  to  her  tiiat 
Rosedffle,  who  bad  surprised  Trenor's  confidence  was 
the  fitting  peraon  to  receive  and  transmit  ber  Tersioa  of 
the  facts.  She  had  even  felt  a  momentary  exhilaration 
at  the  thought  of  thus  relieving  herself  of  her  detested 
secret;  but  the  sensation  gradoally  faded  in  the  tetliag, 
and  as  die  ended  her  pallour  was  suffused  with  a  deep 
blush  of  miseiy. 

Bosedale  continued  to  stare  at  ber  in  wonder;  bat  tiw 
wonder  took  the  turn  she  bad  least  expectwL 
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*'But  see  here — if  that's  the  case,  it  cleans  you  out 
altogether?" 

He  put  it  to  her  as  if  she  had  not  grasped  the  conse- 
quences of  her  act;  as  if  her  incorrigible  ignorance  of 
business  were  about  to  precipitate  her  into  a  fresh  act 
of  folly. 

"Altogether — yes,"  she  calmly  agreed. 

He  sat  silent,  hjs  thick  liands  clasped  on  the  table,  his 
little  puzzled  eyes  exploring  the  recesses  of  the  deserted 
restaurant 
^^  **See  here — that's  fine,"  he  exclaimed  abruptly. 
W  Lily  rose  from  her  seat  with  a  deprecating  laugh.  "Oh, 
no — it  '9  merely  a  bore,"  she  asserted,  gathering  together 
the  ends  of  her  feather  scarf. 

Rosedale  remained  seated,  too  intent  on  his  thoughts 
to  notice  her  movement.  "Miss  Lily,  if  you  want  any 
backing — I  like  pluck "  broke  from  him  discon- 
nectedly. 

"Thank  you."  She  held  out  her  hand.  "Your  tea  has 
given  me  a  tremendous  backing.  I  feel  equal  to  anything 
now." 

Her  gesture  seemed  to  show  a  definite  intention  of 
dismissal,  but  her  companion  had  tossed  a  bill  to  the 
wuter,  and  was  slipping  his  short  arms  into  his  expen* 
rive  overcoat. 

"Wait  a  minute — you've  got  to  let  me  walk  hom* 
with  you,"  he  smd. 
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lily  uttered  no  protest,  and  when  he  had  paused  t 
make  sure  of  hia  cbauge  they  emerged  from  the  hott 
and  croesed  Sixth  Avenue  again.  As  she  led  the  w^ 
westward  past  a  long  line  of  areas  which,  through  th| 
distortion  of  their  paintless  rails,  revealed  with  iacread 
ing  candour  the  di^ecta  membra  of  bygone  dinners,  Li^ 
felt  that  Rosedale  was  taking  contemptuous  note  of  tb| 
neighbourhood;  and  before  the  doorstep  at  which  i 
finally  paused  he  looked  up  witli  an  ur  of  incredulot 
disgust. 

"This  is  n^t  the  place  P  Some  one  told  me  joa  i 
living  with  Miss  Farish." 

"No    t  am  boarding  herb  I  have  lived  too  long  fl 
my  friends." 

He  continued  to  scan  the  blistered  brown  stone  fixmu 
the  windows  draped  with  discoloured  lace,  and  the  Pom>) 
peian  decoration  of  the  muddy  vestibule;  then  he  lookedjl 
back  at  her  face  and  said  with  a  visible  effort:  "YouHj 
let  me  come  and  see  you  some  day?" 

She  smiled,  rect^nizing  the  heroism  of  the  oSer  to  thftf 
point  of  being  frankly  touched  by  it.  "Thank  you — iT 
shall  be  very  glad,"  she  made  answer,  in  the  first  sin 
words  she  had  ever  spoken  to  him. 

That  evening  in  her  own  room  Miss  Bart — who  had  fl 
early  from  the  heavy  fumes  of  the  basement  dinner-ta 
— sat  musing  upcn  the  impulse  which  had  led  her  t 


klboHom  herself  to  Rosedale.  Beneath  it  she  discovered 
an  increasing  sense  of  loneliness — a  dread  of  returning  \ 
to  the  solitude  of  her  room,  while  she  could  be  anywhere  / 
else,  or  in  any  company  but  her  own.  Circumstances,  of, 
late,  had  combined  to  cut  her  ofF  more  and  nnore  from 
her  few  remaining  friends.  On  Carry  Fisher's  part  the 
withdi-awal  was  perhaps  not  quite  involuntary.  Having 
made  her  final  eifort  on  Lily's  behalf,  and  landed  her 
safely  in  Mme,  Regina's  work-room,  Mrs.  Fisher  seemed 
disposed  to  rest  from  her  labours;  and  Lily,  understand- 
ing the  reason,  could  not  condemn  her.  Carry  had  in  fact 
come  dangerously  near  to  being  involved  in  the  episode 
of  Mrs.  Norma  Hatch,  and  it  had  taken  some  verbal  in- 
genuity to  extricate  herself.  She  frankly  owned  to  having 
brought  Lily  and  Mrs.  Hatch  together,  but  then  she  did 
not  know  Mrs.  Hatch — she  had  expressly  warned  Lily 
that  she  did  not  know  Mrs,  Hatch — and  besides,  she 
was  not  LiIv'b  keeper,  and  really  the  girl  was  old  enough 
to  take  care  of  herjelf.  Carry  did  not  put  her  own  case 
BO  brutally,  but  she  allowed  it  to  he  thas  put  for  her  by 
her  latest  bosom  friend,  Mrs.  Jack  Stepney  ■-  Mrs.  Step- 
ney, trembling  over  the  narrowness  of  her  only  brother's 
escape,  but  eager  to  vindicate  Mrs.  Fisher,  at  whose  house 
she  could  count  on  the  "jolly  parties"  which  had  become 
a  necessity  to  her  since  marriage  had  emancipated  hei 

1  the  Van  Osburgh  point  of  view. 

ily  understood  the  situation  and  could  make  allow 
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I  for  it.  Carry  had  been  a  good  ^end  to  her  ni 
difficult  days,  and  perhaps  ovlj  a  friendabip  like  Gertyt 
could  be  proof  against  such  an  increasing  strain.  Ger^^ 
friendship  did  indeed  hold  fast;  ^et  Lily  was  beginning 
to  avoid  her  also.  For  she  could  not  go  to  Gerty's  with- 
out risk  of  meeting  Selden;  and  to  meet  him  now  would 
be  pure  pain.  It  was  pain  enough  even  to  think  of  him, 
whether  she  considered  him  in  the  distinctness  of  ha 
waking  thoughts,  or  felt  the  obsession  of  his  presence 
throiigh  the  blur  of  her  tormented  nights.  That  was  one 
of  the  reasons  why  she  had  turned  again  to  Mrs.  Hatch^ 
preecription.  In  the  uneasy  snatches  of  her  natural  dreami ; 
be  came  to  her  sometimes  in  the  old  guise  of  fellowahip^l 
and  tenderness :  and  she  would  rise  from  the  sweet  delu  •  ''i 
■ion  mocked  and  emptied  of  her  courage.  But  in  the  sleep 
which  the  phial  procured  she  sank  far  below  such  half-u 
waking  visitations,  sank  into  depths  of  dreamless  aimi-  | 
hilation  &om  which  she  woke  each  morning  with  an  ob-J 
literated  past.  ; 

Gradually,  to  be  sure,  the  stress  of  the  old  thought* 
would  return:  but  at  least  they  did  not  importune  her  1 
wakmg  hour.  The  drug  gave  her  a  momentary  illuaon  1 
of  complete  renewal,  from  which  she  drew  strength  to  ( 
take  up  her  daily  work.  The  strength  was  more  and  more 
needed  as  the  perplexities  of  her  future  increased.  She   , 
knew  that  to  Gerty  and  Mrs.  Fisher  she  was  only  passing  I 
through  a  temporary  period  of  probation,  dnce  they  b& 
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i  that  the  apprenticeship  she  was  serving  at  Mme. 
Regina's  would  enable  her,  when  Mrs.  Peniston's  legacy 
was  paid,  to  realize  the  vision  of  the  green -and -white 
shop  with  the  fuller  competence  acquired  by  her  prelimi- 
nary training.  But  to  Lily  herself,  aware  that  the  legacy 
could  not  be  put  to  such  a  use,  the  prehniinary  training 
seemed  a  wasted  effort.  She  understood  clearly  enough 
that,  even  if  she  could  ever  learn  to  compete  with  hands 
formed  from  childhood  for  their  special  work,  the  small 
pay  she  received  would  not  be  a  sufficient  tiddition  to  her 
income  to  compensate  her  for  such  drudgery.  And  the 
realization  of  this  fact  brought  her  recurringly  face  to 
^^^ce  with  the  temptation  to  use  the  legacy  in  establish- 
^^kg  her  business.  Once  installed,  and  in  command  of  her 
^^Rni  work-women,  she  believed  she  had  sufficient  tact 
and  ability  to  attract  a  fashionable  clientele;  and  if  the 
business  succeeded  she  could  gradually  lay  aside  money 
enough  to  discharge  her  debt  to  Trenor,  But  the  task 
might  take  years  to  accompl'.sh,  even  if  she  continued 
to  stint  herself  to  the  utmost;  and  meanwhile  her  pride 
would  be  crushed  under  the  weight  of  an  intolerable 
obligation. 

These  were  her  superficial  considerations;  but  under 
them  lurked  the  secret  dread  that  the  obligation  might 
not  always  remain  intolerable.  She  knew  she  could  not 
count  on  her  continuity  of  purpose,  and  what  really  fright- 
ened her  was  the  thought  that  she  might  gradually  ac- 
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oommodate  benelf  to  remaJTiing  indeSDitelj 
debt,  u  she  had  Biccommodated  herself  to  the  part  at 
lotted  ber  aa  the  Sabrina,  and  as  she  had  so  oearlv  drifted 
into  aoqutesciiig  with  Staocv's  scheme  foi  the  adTancet 
meat  of  Mrs.  Hatch.  Her  danger  lajr,  as  she  knew,  in  btf 
i^  incurable  dread  of  discomfort  and  pOTertr ;  in  the  feal* 
of  that  mounting  tide  of  dinginess  against  vhich  fae^ 
mother  had  so  pasdonately  warned  her.  And  now  a  nev 
vista  of  peril  opened  before  h^.  She  understood  that' 
Rosedale  was  ready  to  lend  her  mooey ;  and  the  longii^ 
to  take  advantage  of  his  o^r  b^an  to  haunt  ber  in* 
ndiousl  y.  It  was  of  course  impossible  to  accept  a  loon  from 
Rosedale;  but  proximate  possibilities  hovered  temptingly 
before  her.  Slie  was  quite  sure  that  he  would  come  anj 
Bee  her  again,  and  almost  sure  that,  if  he  did,  she  coultf 
bring  him  to  the  point  of  offering  to  marrv  her  on  thttl 
terms  she  had  previously  rejected.  Would  she  still  reject  I 
them  if  they  were  offered?  More  and  more,  with  every 
&esh  mischance  befalling  her,  did  the  pursuing  fiirie* 
seem  to  take  the  shape  of  Bertha  Dotset;  and  close  at 
hand,  safely  locked  amoDg  her  papers,  lay  the  means  of 
ending  their  pursuit.  The  temptation,  which  her  scorn  of 
Rosedale  had  once  enabled  her  to  reject,  now  insistently 
returned  upon  her;  and  how  much  strength  was  left  hv 
to  oppose  it?  , 

What  little  there  was  must  at  any  rate  be  husbanded 
to  the  utmost ;  she  could  not  trust  herself  again  to  the 
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perils  of  a  sleepless  aight.  Through  tlie  long  hours  of 
silence  the  dark  spirit  of  fatigue  and  loneliness  crouched 
upon  her  breast,  leaving  her  so  drained  of  bodily  strength 
that  her  morning  thoughts  swam  in  a  haze  of  weakness. 
The  only  hope  of  renewal  lay  in  the  little  bottle  at  her 
bed-side;  and  how  much  longer  that  hope  would  last  she 
dared  not  conjecture. 


XI 

LILY,  lingering  for  a  moment  on  the  comer,  looked 
J  out  on  the  afternoon  spectacle  of  Fifth  Avenue. 

It  was  a  day  in  late  April,  and  the  sweetness  of 
spring  was  in  the  air.  It  mitigated  the  ugliness  of  the 
long  crowded  thoroughfare,  blurred  the  gaunt  roof- 
lines,  threw  a  mauve  veil  over  the  discouraging  per- 
spective of  the  side  streets,  and  gave  a  touch  of  poetry 
to  the  delicate  haze  of  green  that  marked  the  entrance 
to  the  Fork. 

As  Lily  stood  there,  she  recognized  several  familiar 
feces  in  the  passing  carriages.  The  season  was  over,  and 
its  ruling  forces  had  disbanded;  but  a  few  still  lingered, 
delaying  their  departure  for  Europe,  or  passing  through 
town  on  their  return  from  the  South.  Among  them  was 
Mrs.  Van  Osburgh,  swaying  majestically  in  her  C-spring 

tbftrouche,  with  Mrs,  Percy  Gryce  at  her  side,  and  the 
sew  heir  to  the  Gryce  millions  enthroned  befwe  them  on 
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his  nurse's  knees.  They  were  succeeded  by  Mrs.  Hatch 
electric  victoria,  in  which  that  lady  reclined  in  the  lonel; 
splendour  of  a  spring  toilet  obviously  designed  for  com 
pany;  and  a  moment  or  two  later  came  Judy  Trenor,  ao 
conipanied  by  Lady  Skiddaw,  who  had  come  over  for  hei 
annual  tarpon  fishing  and  a  dip  into  "the  street." 

This  fleeting  glimpse  of  her  past  served  to  emphasize 
the  sense  of  aimlessness  with  which  Lily  at  length 
turned  toward  home.  She  had  nothing  to  do  for  the 
rest  of  the  day,  nor  for  the  days  to  come;  for  the  sea- 
son was  over  in  millinery  as  well  as  in  society,  and  a 
week  earlier  Mnie.  Regina  had  notified  her  that  her 
services  were  no  longer  required,  Mme.  Regina  always 
reduced  her  staff  on  the  first  of  May,  and  Miss  Bart*8 
attendance  had  of  late  been  so  irregular — she  had  SO 
often  been  unwell,  and  had  done  so  little  work  when 
she  came — that  it  was  only  as  a  favour  that  her  dis-' 
missal  had  hitherto  been  deferred. 

Lily  did  not  question  the  justice  of  the  decision.  She 
was  conscious  of  having  been  forgetful,  awkward  and 
slow  to  learn.  It  was  bitter  to  acknowledge  her  inferior- 
ity even  to  herself,  but  the  fact  had  been  brought  home 
to  her  that  as  a  bread-winner  she  could  never  compete 
with  professional  ability.  Since  she  had  been  brought 
UD  to  be  ornamental,  she  could  hardly  blame  herself  for 
failing  to  serve  any  practical  purpose;  but  the  discovery 
put  an  end  to  her  consoling  sense  of  universal  efficiency. 
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As  she  turned  homeward  her  thoughts  shrank  in  on- 
ticipation  from  the  fact  that  there  would  be  nothing  to 
get  up  for  the  next  morning.  The  luxury  of  lying  late 
in  bed  was  a  pleasure  belonging  to  the  life  of  ease;  it 
bad  no  part  in  the  utilitarian  existence  of  the  boarding- 
ise.  She  Hked  to  leave  her  room  early,  and  to  return 
it  as  late  as  possible;  and  she  was  walking  slowly  now 
order  to  postpone  the  detested  approach  to  her  door- 
step. 

Bet  the  doorstep,  as  she  drew  near  it,  acquired  a 
sudden  interest  from  the  fact  that  it  was  occupied  — 
and  indeed  filled — by  the  conspicuous  figure  of  Mr. 
Bosedale,  whose  presence  seemed  to  take  on  an  added 
amplitude  from  the  meanness  of  his  surroundings. 

The  sight  stirred  Lily  with  an  irresistible  sense  of 
triumph.  Rosedale,  a  day  or  two  after  their  chance 
meeting,  had  called  to  enquire  if  she  had  recovered 
from  her  indisposition;  but  since  then  she  had  not  seen 
or  heard  fi-om  him,  and  his  absence  seemed  to  betoken 
a  struggle  to  keep  away,  to  let  her  pass  once  more  out 
of  his  life.  If  this  were  the  case,  his  return  showed  that 
the  struggle  had  been  unsuccessful,  for  Lily  knew  he 
was  not  the  man  to  waste  his  time  in  an  ineffectual  sen- 
timental dalliance.  He  was  too  busy,  too  practical,  and 
above  all  too  much  preoccupied  with  his  own  advance- 
ment, to  indulge  in  such  unprofitable  asides. 

In  the  peacock -blue  parlour,  with  its  bunches  of  dried 
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pampas  grass,  and  discoloured  steel  engi-avings  oOm^ 
mental  episodes,  he  looked  about  him  with  unc-oncealed 
disgust,  laying  his  liat  distrustfully  on  the  dusty  console 
adorned  with  a  Rogers  statuette. 

Lily  sat  down  on  one  of  the  plush  and  rosewood 
sofas,  and  he  deposited  himself  in  a  rocking-chair  draped 
with  a  starched  antimacassar  which  scraped  unpleasantly 
against  the  pink  fold  of  skin  above  his  collar. 

"My  goodness — you  can't  go  on  living  liere!"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

Lily  smiled  at  his  tone.  "I  am  not  sure  that  I  can; 
but  I  have  gone  over  my  expenses  very  carefully,  and  I 
rather  think  I  shall  be  able  to  manage  it." 

"Be  able  to  manage  it?  That's  not  what  I  mean  — 
it's  no  place  for  you!" 

"It's  what  /  mean;  for  I  have  been  out  of  work  for 
the  last  week." 

"Out  of  work — out  of  work!  What  a  way  for  you  to 
talk !  The  idea  of  your  having  to  work — it's  preposter- 
ous." He  brought  out  his  sentences  in  short  violent  jerks, 
as  though  they  were  forced  up  from  a  deep  inner  crater 
of  indignation.  "It 's  a  farce — a  crazy  farce,"  he  repeated, 
hia  eyes  fixed  on  the  long  vista  of  the  room  reflected  in 
the  blotched  glass  between  the  windows. 

Lily  continued  to  meet  his  expostulations  with  a  smile. 
"I  don't  know  why  I  should  regard  myself  as  an  excep* 

tion -"  she  began. 
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e  you  are:  that's  why;  and  your  being  in  a 
place  like  this  is  a  damnable  outrage.  I  can't  talk  of  it 
—almly." 

She  bad  in  truth  never  seen  bim  so  shaken  out  of  his 
1  gtibness;  and  there  was  something  almost  moving 
D  her  in  hia  inarticulate  stru^le  with  his  emotions. 
He  rose  with  a  start  which   left  the  rocking-chair 
uvering  oo  its  beam  ends,  aod  placed  himself  squarely 

e  her. 
"Look  here,  Hiss  Lily,  I*m  going  to  Europe  next 
week:  going  over  to  Paris  and  London  for  a  couple  of 
months — and  I  can't  leave  you  like  this.  I  can't  do  it.  I 
know  it's  none  of  my  business— you 've  let  me  under- 
i  that  often  enough;  but  things  are  worse  with  you 
low  than  they  have  been  before,  and  you  must  see  that 
rou'vegot  to  accept  help  from  somebody.  You  spoke 
a  me  the  other  day  about  some  debt  to  Trenor.  I  know 
^"what  you  mean — and  I  respect  you  for  feeling  as  you 
do  about  it." 

A  blush  of  lurpriae  raae  to  LOy's  pale  face,  but  before 
•he  could  interrupt  him  be  had  continued  eagerly:  "Well, 
m  lend  you  the  money  to  pay  Trenor;  and  I  won't — 
I — see  here,  don't  take  me  up  till  I  've  finished.  What 
I  mean  is,  it'll  be  a  plain  business  arrangement,  such  as 
one  man  would  make  with  another.  Now,  what  have  you 
got  to  say  against  thatP" 

Lily's  blush  deepened  to  a  glow  In  which  huroiliatioD 
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and  gratitude  were  mingled;  and  both  sentimenta  xe4 
vealed  themselves  in  the  unexpected  gentleness  of  her  11 
reply.  I 

*'Only  this:  that  it  is  exactly  what  Gus  Trenor  pro-  '[ 
posed;  and  that  I  can  never  again  be  sure  of  understand-  | 
ing  the  plainest  business  arrangement.'"  Then,  realizing    \ 
that  this  answer  contained  a  germ  of  injustice,  she  added,     l 
even   more  kindly:  "Not  that  I  don't  appreciate  your    1 
kindness— that  I'm  not  grateful  for  it.  But  a  business 
arrangement  between  us  would  in  any  case  be  impossible, 
because  I  shall  have  no  security  to  give  when  my  debt 
to  Gus  Trenor  has  been  paid." 

Rosedale  received  this  statement  in  silence:  he  seemed 
to  feel  the  note  of  finality  in  her  voice,  yet  to  be  unable 
to  accept  it  as  closing  the  question  between  them. 

In  the  silence  Lily  had  a  clear  perception  of  whatwaa 
passing  through  his  mind.  Whatever  perplexity  he  felt 
-as  to  the  inexorableness  of  her  course^ — however  little 
he  penetrated  its  motive — she  saw  that  it  unmistakably 
tended  to  strengthen  her  hold  over  him.  It  was  as  though 
the  sense  in  her  of  unexplained  scruples  and  resistances 
had  the  same  attraction  as  the  delicacy  of  feature,  the 
fastidiousness  of  manner,  which  gave  her  an  external 
rarity,  an  air  of  being  impossible  to  match.  As  he  ad- 
vanced in  social  experience  this  uniqueness  had  acquired 
a  greater  value  for  him,  as  though  he  were  a  collector 
who  had  learned  to  distinguish  minor  differences  of  de- 
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sign  and  quality  in  some  long-coveted  object. 

Lily,  perceiving  all  this,  understood  that  he  would 
marry  her  at  once,  on  the  sole  condition  of  a  reconcilia- 
tion with  Mrs.  Dorset;  and  the  temptation  was  the  less 
easy  to  put  aside  because,  little  by  little,  circumstances 
were  breaking  down  her  dislike  for  Rosedale.  The  dis- 
like, indeed,  still  subsisted;  but  it  was  penetrated  here 
and  there  by  the  perception  of  mitigating  qualities  in 
him :  of  a  certain  gross  kindliness,  a  rather  helpless  fidel- 
ity of  sentiment,  which  seemed  to  be  struggling  through 
the  hard  surface  of  his  material  ambitions. 

Reading  his  dismissal  in  her  eyes,  he  held  out  hia 
hand  with  a  gesture  which  conveyed  something  of  this 
inarticulate  contlict. 

"If  you  "d  only  let  me,  I  'd  set  you  up  over  them  all — 
I'd  put  you  where  you  could  wipe  your  feet  on'em!''hfr 
declared;  and  it  touched  her  oddly  to  see  that  his  new 
passion  had  not  altered  his  old  standard  of  values. 

Xilj  took  no  sleeping-drops  that  night.  She  lay  awake 
viewing  her  situation  in  the  crude  light  which  Rosedale's 
visit  had  shed  on  it.  In  fending  off  the  offer  he  was  so 
plainly  ready  to  renew,  had  she  not  sacrificed  to  one  of 
those  abstract  notions  of  honour  that  might  be  called 
the  conventionalities  of  the  moral  life?  What  debt  did 
she  owe  to  a  social  order  which  had  condemned  and 
banished  her  without  trialP  She  had  never  been  heard 
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in  her  own  defence;  she  was  innocent  of  the  charge  on 
which  she  had  been  found  guilty;  and  the  irregularity 
of  her  conviction  might  seem  to  justify  tlie  use  of  meth- 
ods as  irregular  in  recovering  her  lost  rights.  Bertha 
'  Dorset,  to  save  herself,  had  not  scrupled  to  ruin  her  by 
on  open  falsehood ;  M'hy  should  she  hesitate  to  make  pri- 
vate use  of  the  facta  that  chance  had  put  in  her  way? 
After  all,  half  the  opprobrium  of  such  an  act  Ues  in  the 
name  attached  to  it.  Call  it  blackmail  and  it  becomes 
unthinkable;  but  explain  that  it  injures  no  one,  and  that 
the  rights  regained  by  it  were  unjustly  forfeited,  and  he 
must  be  a  formalist  indeed  who  can  find  no  plea  in  its 
defence. 

The  arguments  pleading  for  it  with  Lily  were  the  old 
unanswerable  ones  of  the  personal  situation:  the  sense  of 
injury,  the  sense  of  failure,  the  passionate  craving  for 
a  fair  chance  against  the  selfish  despotism  of  society.  She 
had  learned  by  experience  that  she  had  neither  the  apti- 
tude nor  the  moral  constancy  to  remake  her  hfe  on  new 
lines;  to  become  a  worker  among  workers,  and  let  the 
world  of  luxury  and  pleasure  sweep  by  her  unregarded. 
3he  could  not  hold  herself  much  to  blame  for  this  inef- 
fectiveness, and  she  was  perhaps  less  to  blame  than  she 
believed.  Inherited  tendencies  had  combined  with  early 
,'  training  to  make  her  the  highly  specialized  product  she 
,'  was:  an  organism  as  helpless  out  of  its  narrow  range  as 
'l  the  sea-anemotie  torn  from  the  rock.  She  had  been  fash> 
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mied  to  adorn  and  delight ;  to  what  other  end  does  na- 
ture round  the  rose-leaf  and  paint  the  humming-bird's 
jbreast?  And  was  it  her  fault  that  the  purely  decorative 
is  less  easily  and  harmoniously  fulfilled  among 
social  beings  than  in  the  world  of  nature?  That  it  is  apt 
}  be  hampered  by  material  necessities  or  complicated 
W  moral  scruples? 

These  last  were  the  two  antagonistic  forces  which 
fought  out  their  battle  in  her  breast  during  the  long 
watches  of  the  night;  and  when  she  rose  the  next  morn- 
ing she  hardly  knew  where  the  victory  lay.  She  was  ex- 
lausted  by  the  reaction  of  a  night  without  sleep,  coming 
pfter  many  nights  of  rest  artifically  obtained ;  and  in  the 
distorting  light  of  fatigue  the  future  stretched  out  be- 
fore her  grey,  interminable  and  desolate. 

She  lay  late  in  bed,  refusing  the  coffee  and  fried  eggs 
which  the  friendly  Irish  servant  thrust  through  her  door, 
uid  hating  the  intimate  domestic  noises  of  the  house  and 
;he  cries  and  rumblings  of  the  street.  Her  week  of  idle- 
i  had  brought  home  to  her  with  exaggerated  force 
these  small  aggravations  of  the  boarding-house  world, 
and  she  yearned  for  that  other  luxurious  world,  whose 
IDachinery  is  so  carefully  concealed  that  one  scene  flows 
into  another  without  perceptible  agency. 

At  length  she  rose  and  dressed.  Since  she  had  left  Mme. 
Buna's  she  had  spent  her  days  in  the  streets,  partly  to 
escape  from  the  uncongenial  promiscuities  of  the  board- 
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iog-house,  and  partly  in  the  hope  that  physical  fatigue 
would  help  her  to  sleep.  But  once  out  of  the  house,  she 
-could  not  decide  where  to  go;  for  she  had  avoided  Gerty 
-since  her  dismissal  from  the  milhner's,  and  she  was  not 
sure  of  a  welcome  anywhere  else. 

The  morning  was  in  harsh  contrast  to  the  previous  day. 
A  cold  grey  sky  threatened  rain,  and  a  high  wind  drove  j 
the  dust  in  wild  spirals  up  and  down  the  streets.  Lily  i 
walked  up  Fifth  A^-enue  toward  the  Park,  hoping  to  find  \ 
a  sheltered  nook  where  she  might  sit ;  but  the  wind  chilled 
her,  and  after  an  hour's  wandering  under  the  tossing    1 
boughs  she  yielded  to  her  increasing  weariness,  and  took    ( 
refuge  in  a  little  restaurant  in  Fifty-ninth  Street.  She    J 
was  not  hungry,  and  had  meant  to  go  without  luncheon; 
but  she  was  too  tired  to  return  home,  and  the  long  per- 
spective of  white  tables  showed  alluringly  through  the 
windows. 

ITie  room  was  full  of  women  and  girls,  all  too  much 
engaged  in  the  rapid  absorption  of  tea  and  pie  to  remark 
her  entranee.  A  hum  of  shrill  voices  reverbei'ated  against 
the  low  ceiling,  leaving  Lily  shut  out  in  a  little  circle  of 
silence.  She  felt  a  sudden  pang  of  profound  loneliness. 
She  had  lost  the  sense  of  time,  and  it  seemed  to  her  as 
though  she  had  not  spoken  to  any  one  for  days.  Her  eyes 
sought  the  faces  about  her,  craving  a  responsive  glance, 
some  sign  of  an  intuition  of  her  trouble.  But  the  sallow 
preoccupied  women,  with  their  bags  and  note-books  and 
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rolls  of  music,  were  all  engrossed  in  their  own  affairs,  and 
even  those  who  sat  by  themselves  were  busy  running  over 
proof-sheets  or  devouiing  magazines  between  their  hur- 
ried gulps  of  tea,  Lily  alone  was  stranded  in  a  great  waste 
of  disoccupation. 

She  drank  several  cups  of  the  tea  which  was  served  with 
her  portion  of  stewed  oysters,  and  her  brain  felt  clearer 
and  livelier  when  she  emerged  once  more  into  the  street. 
She  realized  now  that,  as  she  sat  in  the  restaurant,  she 
had  unconsciously  arrived  at  a  final  decision.  The  dis- 
covery gave  her  an  immediate  illusion  of  activity :  it  was 
exhilarating  to  think  that  she  had  actually  a  reason  for 
hurrying  home.  To  prolong  her  enjoyment  of  the  sensa- 
tion she  decided  to  walk;  but  the  distance  was  so  great 
that  she  found  herself  glancing  nervously  at  the  clocks 
on  the  way.  One  of  the  surprises  of  her  unoccupied  state 
was  the  discovery  that  time,  when  it  is  left  to  itself  and 
no  definite  demands  are  made  on  it,  cannot  be  trusted  to 
move  at  any  recognized  pace.  Usually  it  loiters;  but  just 
when  one  has  come  to  count  upon  its  slowness,  it  may 
suddenly  break  into  a  wild  irrational  gallop. 

She  found,  however,  on  reaching  home,  that  the  hour 
was  still  early  enough  for  her  to  sit  down  and  rest  a 
few  minutes  before  putting  her  plan  into  execution.  The 
delay  did  not  perceptibly  weaken  her  resolve.  She  was 
frightened  and  yet  stimulated  by  the  reserved  force  of 
resolution  which  she  felt  within  herself:  she  saw  it  was  go- 
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iDg  tobe  easier,  agreat  deal  easier,  than  she  had  imagined. 

At  five  o'clock  she  rose,  unlocked  her  trunk,  and  took 
out  a  sealed  packet  which  she  slipped  into  the  bosom  of 
her  dress.  Even  the  contact  with  the  packet  did  not  shake 
her  nerves  as  she  had  half-expected  it  woidd.  She  seemed 
encased  in  a  strong  armour  of  indifference,  as  though 
the  vigorous  exertion  of  her  will  had  finally  benumbed 
her  finer  sensibilities. 

She  dressed  herself  once  more  for  the  street,  locked 
her  door  and  went  out  When  she  emerged  on  the  pave- 
ment, the  day  was  still  high,  but  a  threat  of  rain  dark- 
ened the  sky  and  cold  gusts  shook  the  signs  projecting 
from  the  basement  shops  along  the  street.  She  reached 
Fifth  Avenue  and  began  to  walk  slowly  northward.  She 
was  sufficiently  familiar  with  Mrs.  Dorset's  habits  to 
know  that  she  could  always  be  found  at  home  after  five. 
She  might  not,  indeed,  be  accessible  to  visitors,  espe- 
cially to  a  visitor  so  unwelcome,  and  against  whom  it  was 
quite  possible  that  she  had  guarded  herself  by  specisJ 
orders;  but  Lily  had  written  a  note  which  she  meant  to 
send  up  with  her  name,  and  which  she  thought  would 
secure  her  admission. 

She  had  allowed  herself  time  to  walk  to  Mrs.  Dorset's, 
thinking  that  the  quick  movement  through  the  cold 
evening  air  would  help  to  steady  her  nerves;  but  she 
leally  felt  no  need  of  being  tranquillized.  Her  survey  f>f^ 
the  situation  remained  calm  and  unwavering. 
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As  Blie  reached  Fiftieth  Street  the  clouds  broke 
abruptly,  and  a  rush  of  cold  rain  slanted  into  her  face. 
She  had  no  umbrella  and  the  moisture  quickly  pene- 
trated her  thin  spring  dress.  She  was  still  half  a  mile 
from  her  destination,  and  she  decided  to  walk  across  to 
Madison  Avenue  and  take  the  electric  car.  As  she  turned 
into  the  side  street,  a  vague  memory  stirred  in  her.  The 
row  of  budding  trees,  the  new  brick  and  limestone  house- 
fronts,  the  Georgian  flat-house  with  flower-iwses  on  its 
balconies,  were  merged  together  into  the  setting  of  a 
familiar  scene.  It  was  down  this  street  that  she  had 
walked  with  Selden,  that  September  day  two  years  ago; 
a  few  yards  ahead  was  the  doorway  they  had  entered 
together.  The  recollection  loosened  a  throng  of  benumbed 
sensations — longings,  regrets,  imaginings,  the  throbbing 
brood  of  the  only  spring  her  heart  had  ever  known.  It 
was  strange  to  find  herself  passing  his  house  on  such  an 
errand.  She  seemed  suddenly  to  see  her  action  as  he 
would  see  it — and  the  fact  of  his  own  connection  with 
it,  the  fact  that,  to  attain  her  end,  she  must  trade  on 
his  name,  and  profit  by  a  secret  of  his  past,  chiUed  her 
blood  with  shame.  What  a  long  way  she  had  travelled 
since  the  day  of  their  first  talk  together!  Even  then  her 
feet  had  been  set  in  the  path  she  was  now  following — 
even  then  she  had  resisted  the  hand  he  had  held  out. 

All  her  resentment  of  his  v-^ncied  coldness  was  swept 

away  in  this  overwhelming  rush  of  recollection.  Twice 
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he  had  been  ready  to  help  her — to  help  her  by  loving 
her,  as  he  had  said — and  if,  the  third  time,  he  had 
seemed  to  fail  her,  whom  but  herself  could  she  accuse? 
.  .  .  Well,  that  part  of  her  life  was  over;  she  did  not 
know  why  her  thoughts  still  clung  to  it.  But  the  sudden 
longing  to  see  him  remained;  it  grew  to  hunger  as  she  : 
paused  on  the  pavement  opposite  his  door.  The  street 
was  dark  and  empty,  swept  by  the  rain.  She  had  a  vision  ! 
of  his  quiet  room,  of  the  bookshelves,  and  the  fire  on 
the  hearth.  She  looked  up  and  saw  a  light  in  his  win-  | 
dow;  then  she  crossed  the  street  and  entered  the  house,    i 


XII 

THE  library  looked  as  she  had  pictured  it.  The 
green-shaded  lamps  made  tranquil  circles  of  light 
in  the  gathering  dusk,  a  little  fire  flickered  on  the  hearth, 
and  Selden's  easy-chair,  which  stood  near  it,  had  been 
pushed  aside  when  he  rose  to  admit  her. 

He  had  checked  his  first  movement  of  surprise,  and 
stood  silent,  waiting  for  her  to  speak,  while  she  paused 
a  moment  on  the  threshold,  assailed  bv  a  rush  of  memo- 
ries. 

The  scene  was  unchanged.  She  recognized  the  row  of 

shelves  from  which  he  had  taken  down  his  La  Bruy^re, 

and  the  worn  arm  of  the  chair  he  had  leaned  against 

while  she  examined  the  precious  volume.  But  then  the 
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wide  September  light  had  filled  the  room,  making  it 
eeemapart  of  the  outer  world:  now  the  shaded  lamps  and 
the  warm  hearth,  detaching  it  from  the  gathering  dark- 
ness of  the  street,  gave  it  a  sweeter  touch  of  intimacy. 
Becoming  gradually  aware  of  the  sui-prise  under  Sel- 
silence,  Lily  turned  to  him  and  said  simply:  "I 
to  tell  you  that  I  was  sorry  for  the  way  we  parted 
for  what  I  said  to  you  that  day  at  Mrs,  Hatch's." 
The  words  rose  to  her  lips  spontaneously.  Even  on 
way  up  the  stairs,  she  had  not  thought  of  preparing 
pretext  for  her  visit,  but  she  now  felt  an  intense  long- 
ing to  dispel  tlie  cloud  of  misunderstanding  that  bung 
between  them. 

Selden  returned  her  look  with  a  smile.  "I  was  sorry 
that  we  should  have  parted  in  that  way;  but  I  am 
iiot  sure  I  didn't  bring  it  on  myself.  Luckily  I  bad  fore- 
seen the  risk  I  was  taking " 

"So  that  you  really  didn't  care— —?"  broke  from  ber 
with  a  flash  of  her  old  irony. 

*'So  that  I  was  prepared  for  the  consequences,"  be 
corrected  good-humouredly.  *'But  we  '11  talk  of  all  this 
later.  Do  come  and  sit  by  the  fire.  I  can  recommend  that 
arm-chair,  if  you  '11  let  me  put  a  cushion  behind  you." 

While  be  spoke  she  had  moved  slowly  to  the  middle 

of  the  room,  and  paused  near  bis  writing-table,  where 

the  tamp,  striking  upward,  cast  exaggerated  shadows  on 

the  pallaur  of  her  delicately-hollowed  face. 
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"You  look  tired — do  sit  down,"  he  repeated  ^St^^ 

She  did  not  seem  to  hear  the  request.  "I  wanted  yon 
to  know  that  I  left  Mrs.  Hatch  immediatelj'  after  I  saw 
you,"  she  said,  as  though  continuing  her  confession.        1 

"Yes — yes;  I  know,"  he  assented,  with  a  rising  tingen 
of  embarrassment.  i 

"And  that  I  did  bo  because  you  told  me  to.  Before] 
you  came  I  had  already  begun  to  see  that  it  would  be  I 
impossible  to  remain  with  her — for  the  reasons  you 
gave  me ;  but  I  would  n't  admit  it — I  would  n't  let  jou  1 
see  that  I  understood  what  yon  meant"  '] 

"Ah,  I  might  have  trusted  you  to  find  your  own  way 
out — don't  overwhelm  me  with  the  sense  of  my  officious-  ' 
nessl" 

His  light  tone,  in  which,  bad  her  nerves  been  steadier,  \ 
she  would  have  recognized  the  mere  effort  to  bridge  over  i 
an  awkward  moment,  jarred  on  her  passionate  desire  to  be 
understood.  In  her  strsmge  state  of  extra- lucidity,  which 
gave  her  the  sense  of  being  already  at  the  heart  of  the 
situation,  it  seemed  incredible  that  any  one  should  think 
it  necessary  to  linger  in  the  conventional  outskirts  of 
word-play  and  evasion, 

"It  was  not  that — -I  was  not  ungrateful,"  she  insisted. 
But  the  power  of  expression  failed  her  suddeijy;  she 
felt  a  tremor  in  her  throat,  and  two  teai^  gathered  and 
fen  slowly  from  her  eyes. 

SeMen  moved  forward  and  took  her  hand.  "You 
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nay  tired.  Why  won't  you  ait  down  and  let  me  make 
you  comfortable?" 

He  drew  her  to  the  arm-chair  near  the  iire,  and  ptsxsd 
It  cushion  behind  her  shoulders. 

"And  now  you  must  let  me  make  you  some  tea:  you 
^Inow  I  always  have  that  amount  of  hospitality  at  my 
nmmand." 

She  shook  her  head,  and  two  more  tears  ran  over.  But 
lhe  did  not  weep  easily,  and  the  long  habit  of  self-con- 
1  reasserted  itself,  though  she  was  still  too  tremulous 
to  speak. 

"You  know  I  can  coax  the  water  to  boil  in  five  min- 
^^tes,"  Selden  continued,  speaking  as  though  she  were  a 
^hroubled  child. 

^V  His  words  recalled  the  vision  of  that  other  afternoon 
when  they  had  sat  together  over  his  tea-table  and  talked 
jestingly  of  her  future.  There  were  moments  when  that 
day  seemed  more  remote  than  any  other  event  in  her 
life;  and  yet  she  could  always  relive  it  in  Its  minutest 
detail. 

tShe  made  a  gesture  of  refusal.  "No:  I  drink  too  much 
Eu  I  would  rather  sit  quiet — I  must  go  in  a  moment," 
e  added  confusedly. 
Selden  continued  to  stand  near  her,  leaning  against 
e  mantelpiece,  ITie  tinge  of  constraint  was  beginning 
to  be  more  distinctly  perceptible  under  the  friendly  ease 
of  his  manner.  Her  self-absorption  had  not  allowed  her  to 
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perceive  it  at  first;  but  now  that  her  consciousness  wn  1 
once  more  putting  forth  ita  eager  feelers,  she  saw  that  hei 
presence  was  becoming  an  embarrassineot  to  him.  Such 
a  situation  can  be  saved  only  by  an  immediate  outrush  1 
of  feeling;  and  on  Setden's  side  the  determining  impulse  j 
was  still  lacking.  J 

The  discovery  did  not  disturb  Lily  as  it  might  once  i 
have  done.  She  had  passed  beyond  the  phase  of  well-bred  \ 
reciprocity,  in  which  every  demonstration  must  be  scm-  i 
pulously  proportioned  to  theeniotion  it  elicits,  and  gen-  j 
erosity  of  feeling  is  the  only  ostentation  condemned. 
But  the  sense  of  loneliness  returned  with  redoubled  force 
as  she  saw  herself  forever  shut  out  from  Selden's  inmost 
Belt  She  had  come  to  him  with  no  definite  purpose;  the 
mere  longing  to  see  him  htui  directed  her;  but  the  secret 
hope  she  had  carried  with  her  suddenly  revealed  itself 
in  its  death-pang. 

"I  must  go,"  she  repeated,  making  a  motion  to  rise  from 
her  chair,  "But  I  may  not  see  you  again  for  a  long  time, 
and  I  wanted  to  tell  you  that  I  have  never  forgotten 
the  things  you  said  to  me  at  Bellomont,  and  that  some- 
times— sometimes  when  I  seemed  farthest  from  remem- 
bering them — they  have  helped  me,  and  kept  me  from 
mistakes;  kept  me  from  really  becoming  what  many  peo- 
ple have  thought  me." 

Strive  as  she  would  to  put  some  order  in  her  thoughts, 

the  words  would  not  come  more  clearly ;  yet  she  felt  thafc 
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she  could  not  leave  him  without  trying  to  make  him 
understand  tliat  she  had  saved  herself  whole  from  the 
seeming  niin  of  her  life. 

A  change  had  come  over  Selden's  face  as  she  spoke. 
Its  guarded  look  had  yielded  to  an  expression  still  un- 
tinged  hy  personal  emotion,  but  fail  of  a  gentle  under* 
standing. 

"I  am  glad  to  have  you  tell  me  that;  but  nothing  I 

ave  said  has  really  made  the  difference.  The  difference  is 

win  yourself- — it  will  always  be  there.  And  since  it  m  there, 

at  can't  really  matter  to  you  what  people  think:  you  are 

»  sure  that  your  friends  will  always  understand  you." 

"Ah,  don't  say  that — don't  say  that  what  you  have 
told  me  has  made  no  difference.  It  seems  to  shut  me  out 
-to  leave  me  all  alone  with  the  other  people."  She  had 
II  and  stood  before  him,  once  more  completely  mas- 
tered by  the  inner  urgency  of  the  moment.  The  con- 
sciousness of  his  hulf-divined  reluctance  had  vanished. 
Whether  he  wished  it  or  not,  he  must  see  her  wholly  for 
once  before  they  parted. 

Her  voice  had  gathered  strength,  and  she  looked  him 
gravely  in  the  eyes  as  she  continued.  "Once — twice — 
you  gave  me  the  chance  to  escape  from  my  life,  and  I 
refused  it:  refused  it  because  I  was  a  cowai-d.  Afterward 
I  saw  my  mistake — I  saw  I  could  never  be  happy  with 
vhat  had  contented  me  before.  But  it  was  too  late:  you 
had  judged  me — I  underetood.  It  was  too  late  for  happi- 
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oess — but  not  too  late  to  be  helped  by  the  thought  cS  , 
what  I  liad  missed.  That  is  all  I  have  lived  on — don't 
take  it  from  me  now!  Even  in  my  worst  moments  it  has 
been  like  a  little  light  in  the  darkness.  Some  women  are  ■ 
strong  enough  to  be  good  by  themselves,  but  I  needed 
the  help  of  your  belief  in  me.  Perhaps  I  might  have  re-  ' 
fiisted  a  great  temptation,  but  the  little  ones  would  have 
pulled  me  down.  And  then  I  remembered — I  remem- 
bered your  saying  that  such  a  life  could  never  satis^ 
me;  and  I  was  ashamed  to  admit  to  myself  that  it  could. 
That  is  what  you  did  for  me — that  is  what  I  wanted  to 
thank  you  for.  I  wanted  to  t«ll  you  that  I  have  always 
remembered;  and  that  I  have  tried — tried  hard  .  .  ," 

She  broke  off  suddenly.  Her  tears  had  risen  agfun,  and 
in  drawing  out  her  handkerchief  her  fingers  touched  the 
packet  in  the  folds  of  her  dress.  A  wave  of  colour  suf- 
fused her,  and  the  words  died  on  her  lips.  Tlien  she  lifted 
her  eyes  to  his  and  went  on  in  an  altered  voice. 

"I  have  tried  hard — but  life  is  difficult,  and  I  am  a 
very  useless  person.  I  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  an  in- 
dependent existence.  I  was  just  a  screw  or  a  cog  in  the 
gi'eat  machine  I  called  life,  and  when  1  dropped  out  of 
it  I  found  I  was  of  no  use  anywhere  else.  What  can  one 
do  when  one  finds  that  one  only  fits  into  one  hole?  One  i 
must  get  back  to  it  or  be  thrown  out  into  the  rubbish 
heap — and  you  don't  know  what  it's  like  in  the  rubbish 
heap  I" 
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Her  lips  wavered  into  a  smile — she  had  been  dis- 
tracted by  the  whimsical  remembrance  of  the  confidences 
she  had  made  to  hi  m,  two  years  earlier,  in  that  very  room. 
Then  she  had  been  planning  to  marry  Percy  Gryce — 
what  was  it  she  was  planning  now? 

The  blood  had  risen  strongly  under  Selden's  dark  skin, 
but  his  emotion  showed  itself  only  in  an  added  serious- 
ness of  manner. 

"You  have  something  to  tell  me — do  you  mean  to 
marry?"  he  said  abruptly. 

Lily's  eyes  did  not  falter,  but  a  look  of  wonder,  of 
puzzled  self- interrogation,  formed  itself  slowly  in  their 
lepths.  In  the  light  of  his  question,  she  had  paused  to 
ik  herself  if  her  decision  had  really  been  taken  when  she 
itered  the  room. 

"You  always  told  me  I  should  have  to  come  to  it 
loner  or  later!"  she  said  with  a  faint  smile. 

"And  you  have  come  to  it  now?" 

"I  shall  have  to  come  to  it — presently.  But  there  is 
imething  else  I  must  come  to  first.'"  She  paused  again, 
trying  to  transmit  to  her  voice  the  steadiness  of  her  re- 
covered smile,  "There  is  some  one  I  must  say  goodbye  to. 
Dh,  not  ^«— we  are  sure  to  see  each  other  attain — but 
the  Lily  Bai-t  you  knew.  I  have  kept  her  with  me  all  this 
time,  Em;  now  we  are  going  to  part,  and  I  have  brought 

Eback  to  you — I  am  going  to  leave  her  here.  When  I 
mitjjTeiientiy  she  will  not  go  with  me.  I  shall  like  to 
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tKinlt  (tint.  n)|P  htis  stayed  with  you — and  shell 
trouble,  she'll  take  up  no  room. 
~     She  went  toward  him,  and  put  out  her  hand,  still  smil- 
ing. "Will  you  let  her  stay  with  you?"  she  asked. 

He  caught  her  hand,  and  she  felt  in  his  the  vibration 
offeeling  that  had  not  yet  risen  to  his  lips.  "Lily — can't  \ 
I  help  you  ?"  he  exclaimed. 

She  looked  at  him  gently.  "Do  you  remember  what  1 
you  said  to  me  once?  That  you  could  help  me  only  by  j 
loving  meP  Well — you  did  love  me  for  a  moment;  and  I 
it  helped  me.  It  has  always  helped  me.  But  the  moment  1 
is  gone — it  was  I  who  let  it  go.  And  one  must  go  on  liv- 
ing. Goodbye." 

She  laid  her  other  hand  on  his,  and  they  looked  at 
each  other  with  a  kind  of  solemnity,  as  though  they  stood 
in  the  presence  of  death.  Something  in  truth  lay  dead 
between  them — the  love  she  had  killed  in  him  and  could 
no  longer  call  to  life.  But  something  lived  between  them 
also,  and  leaped  up  in  her  like  an  imperishable  flame:  it 
was  the  love  his  love  had  kindled,  the  passion  of  her  soul 
for  his. 

Li  its  light  everything  else  dwindled  and  fell  away  from 
her.  She  understood  now  that  she  could  not  go  forth  and 
kave  her  old  self  with  him :  that  self  must  indeed  live  on 
in  his  presence,  hut  it  must  still  continue  to  be  hers. 

Selden  had  retained  her  hand,  and  continued  to  scru- 

tiniae  hex  with  a  strange  sense  of  foreboding.  The  ex- 
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ternal  aspect  of  the  situation  had  vanished  for  him  as 
completely  as  for  heri  he  felt  it  only  as  one  of  those  rare 
moments  which  lift  the  veil  from  their  faces  as  they  pass. 
Lily,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "you  mustn't  speak  in 
this  way.  I  can't  let  you  go  without  knowing  what  you 
mean  to  do.  Things  may  change — but  they  don't  pass. 
You  can  never  go  out  of  my  life." 

She  met  his  eyes  with  an  illumined  look.  ''No,"  she 
said.  "  I  see  that  now.  Let  us  always  be  friends.  Then  I 
shall  feel  safe,  whatever  happens." 

"Whatever  happens?  What  do  you  mean?  What  is 
going  to  happen?" 

She  turned  away  quietly  and  walked  toward  the  hearth. 
"Nothing  at  present — except  that  I  am  very  cold, 
id  that  before  I  go  you  must  make  up  the  fire  for  me." 
She  knelt  on  the  hearthnig,  stretching  her  hands  to 
the  embers.  Puzzled  by  the  sudden  change  in  her  tone, 
be  mechanically  gathered  a  handful  of  wood  from  the 
basket  and  tossed  it  on  the  fire.  As  he  did  so,  he  noticed 
how  thin  her  hands  looked  against  the  rising  light  of 
the  flames.  He  saw  too,  under  the  loose  lines  of  her  dress, 
how  the  curves  of  her  figure  had  shrunk  to  angularity; 
he  remembered  long  afterward  how  the  red  play  of  the 
fiame  sharpened  the  depression  of  her  nostrils,  and  in- 
tensified the  blackness  of  the  shadows  which  struck  up 
from  her  cheekbones  to  her  eyes.  She  knelt  there  for  a 
few  moments  in  silence;  a  silence  which  he  dared  not 
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Imak.  When  she  rose  he  fancied  that  he  saw  her  dran 
something  from  her  dress  and  drop  it  into  the  fire;  but 
he  hardly  noticed  the  gesture  at  the  time.  His  faculties 
seemed  tranced,  and  he  was  still  groping  for  the  word; 
to  break  the  spell.  ' 

She  went  up  to  him  and  laid  her  hands  on  his  shoul-' 
ders.  "Goodbye,"  she  said,  and  as  he  bent  over  her  si 
touched  his  forehead  with  her  lips. 
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THE  street-lamps  were  lit,  but  the  rain  had  ceased,  ! 
and  there  was  a  momentary  revival  of  light  in  the  1 
upper  sky,  ( 

Lily  walked  on  unconscious  of  her  surroundings.  She  | 
-was  still  treading  the  buoyant  ether  which  emanates  from  ; 
the  high  moments  of  life.  But  gradually  it  shrank  away  't 
from  her  and  she  felt  the  dull  pavement  beneath  her  feet  I 
The  sense  of  weariness  returned  with  accumulated  force,  J 
And  for  a  moment  she  felt  that  she  could  walk  no  farther.  | 
She  had  reached  the  comer  of  Forty-first  Street  and 
Fifth  Avenue,  and  she  remembered  that  in  Bi^ant  Park 
ihere  were  seats  where  she  might  rest. 

That  melancholy  pleasure-ground  was  almost  deserted 

■when  she  entered  it,  and  she  sank  down  on  an  empty  I 

benchintheglai-eofan  electric  street-lamp.  The  warmth  J 

•of  the  fire  had  passed  out  of  her  veins,  and  she  told  bw  \ 
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fl^that  Bhe  must  not  sit  long  in  the  penetrating  damp* 
□ess  which  struck  up  from  the  wet  asphalt.  But  her  will- 
^Dower  seemed  to  have  spent  itself  in  a  last  great  effort, 
^■md  she  was  lost  in  the  blank  reaction  which  follows  on 
Hwn  unwonted  expenditure  of  energy.  And  besides,  what 
was  there  to  go  home  to?  Nothing  but  the  silence  of  her 
cheerless  room — that  silence  of  the  night  which  may  be 
more  racking  to  tii-ed  nerves  than  the  most  discordant 
^boises :  that,  and  the  bottle  of  chloral  by  her  bed.  The 
Bbiought  of  the  chloral  was  tlie  only  spot  of  light  in  the 
dark  prohpect:  she  could  feel  its  lulling  iniluence  steal- 
ing over  hsT  already.  But  she  was  ti-oubled  by  the  thought 
that  it  was  losing  its  power — she  dared  not  go  back  to 

^too  soon.  Of  late  the  sleep  it  had  brought  her  had  been 
ore  broken  and  less  profound;  there  had  been  nights 
when  she  was  peipetueJly  floating  up  thi-ough  it  to  con- 
Bciousness.  Wlial  if  the  effect  of  the  drug  should  gradu- 
ally fail,  as  all  narcotics  were  said  to  fail?  She  remem- 
1  the  chemist's  warning  against  increasing  the  dose^ 
tnd  she  had  heard  befoi£  of  the  capricious  and  incalcula- 
ble action  of  the  drug.  Her  dread  of  returning  to  a  sleep- 
less night  was  so  great  that  she  lingeied  on,  hoping  that 
excessive  weariness  would  iwinforce  the  waning  power  of 
llie  chloral. 

Night  had  now  closed  m,  and  the  roar  of  traffic  in 
fforty-second  Street  was  dyin^  out.  As  complete  dark- 
3  fell  on  the  square  the  lingering  occupants  of  the 
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benches  rose  and  dispersed;  but  □on'  and  then  a  stray 
figure,  hurrying  homeward,  struck  across  the  path  where 
Lily  sat,  looming  black  for  a  moment  in  the  white  circle 
of  electric  light.  One  or  two  of  these  passers-by  slackened 
their  pace  to  glance  curiously  at  her  lonely  figure;  but 
she  was  hardly  conscious  of  their  scrutiny. 

Suddenly,  however,  she  became  aware  that  one  of  the 
passing  shadows  remained  stationary  between  her  line  of 
vision  and  the  gleaming  asphalt;  and  raising  her  eyes 
she  saw  a  young  woman  bending  over  her. 

"Excuse  me — are  you  sick? — Why,  it 's  Misa  Bart!"  a 
half-familiar  voice  exclaimed. 

Lily  looked  up.  The  speaker  was  a  poorly -dressed  young 
woman  with  a  bundle  under  her  arm.  Her  face  had  the 
air  of  unwholesome  refinement  which  ill-health  and  over- 
work nmy  produce,  but  its  coninion  pi-ettiness  was  re- 
deemed by  the  strong  and  generous  curve  of  the  lips. 

"You  don't  remember  me,"  she  continued,  brightening 
with  the  pleasure  of  recognition,  "but  I'd  know  you  any- 
where, I  've  thought  of  you  such  a  lot,  I  guess  my  folks 
all  know  your  name  by  heart.  I  was  one  of  the  girls  at 
Miss  Parish's  club — you  helped  me  to  go  to  the  coun- 
try that  time  I  had  lung-trouble.  My  name's  Nettie 
Struther.  It  was  Nettie  Crane  then— but  I  daresay  you 
don't  remember  that  either." 

Yes;  Lily  was  beginning  to  remember.  The  episode  of 

Nettie  Crane's  timely  rescue  from  disease  had  been  one 
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of  the  most  satisfying  incidents  ot  her  connection  with 
Gerty's  charitable  work.  She  had  furnished  the  ^1  with 
the  means  to  go  to  a  sanatorium  in  the  mountains:  it 
struclf  her  now  with  a  peculiar  irony  that  the  money  she 
had  used  had  been  Gus  IVeuor's. 

She  tried  to  reply,  to  assure  the  speaker  that  she  had 
not  forgotten;  but  her  voice  failed  in  the  effort,  and  she 
felt  herself  sinking  under  a  great  wave  of  physical  weak- 
ness. Nettie  Struther,  with  a  stai-tled  exclamation,  sat 
down  and  slipped  a  shabbily-clad  arm  behind  her  back. 
Why,  Miss  Bart,  you  are  sick.  Just  lean  on  me  a  little 
you  feel  better." 
A  faint  glow  of  returning  strength  seemed  to  pass  into 
Lily  from  the  pressure  of  the  supporting  arm, 

"I'm  only  tired — it  is  nothing,"  she  found  voice  to 
say  in  a  moment;  and  then,  as  she  met  the  timid  appeal 
of  her  companion's  eyes,  she  added  involuntarQy;  "I  have 
been  unhappy — in  great  trouble." 

"Kou  in  trouble?  I've  always  thought  of  you  as  being 
so  high  up,  where  everything  was  just  grand.  Sometimes, 
when  I  felt  real  mean,  and  got  to  wondering  why  things 
queerly  fixed  in  the  world,  I  used  to  remember 
that  you  were  having  a  lovely  time,  anyhow,  and  that 
led  to  show  there  was  a  kind  of  justice  somewhera 
But  you  must  n't  sit  here  too  long — it 's  fearfully  damp. 
Don't  you  feel  strong  enough  to  walk  on  a  little  wayg 
now?"  she  broke  off. 
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"Yea — yes;  I  must  go  home,"  Lily  munnured,  rising 
Her  eyes  rested  wonderingly  on  the  thin  shabby  figure 
at  her  aide.  She  had  known  Nettie  Crane  as  one  of  the 
discouraged  victims  of  over-work  and  anasmic  parentage: 
one  of  the  superfluous  fragments  of  life  destined  to  be 
swept  prematurely  into  that  social  reftise-heap  of  which 
Lily  had  so  lately  expressed  her  dread.  But  Nettie  Stni- 
ther's  frail  envelope  was  now  alive  with  hope  and  energy: 
whatever  fate  the  future  reserved  for  her,  she  would  not 
be  cast  into  the  refuse-heap  without  a  struggle. 

"I  am  very  glad  to  have  seen  you,"  Lily  continued, 
summoning  a  smile  to  her  unsteady  lips.  "It  will  be  my 
turn  to  think  of  you  as  happy — and  the  world  will  seem 
a  less  unjust  place  to  me  too." 

"Oh,  but  I  can't  leave  you  like  this — you  're  not  fit  to 
go  home  alona  And  I  can't  go  with  you  either!"  Nettie 
Struther  wailed  with  a  start  of  recollection.  "You  see, 
it's  my  husband's  night-shift — he 's  a  motor-man — and 
the  friend  1  leave  the  baby  with  has  to  step  upstairs  to 
get  her  husband's  supper  at  seven.  I  did  n't  tell  you  I 
had  a  baby,  did  I?  She  '11  be  four  months  old  day  after 
tomorrow,  and  to  look  at  her  you  would  n't  think  I  'd 
ever  had  a  sick  day.  I  'd  give  anything  to  show  you  the 
baby,  Miss  Bart,  and  we  live  right  down  the  street  here 
■ — it 's  only  three  blocks  off."  She  lifted  her  eyes  tenta- 
tively to  Lily's  face,  and  then  added  with  a  burst  of 
courage:  "Why  won't  you  get  right  into  the  care 
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Lcome  home  with  me  while  I  get  baby's  supper?  It's ; 
.warm  in  our  kitchen,  and  you  can  rest  there,  and  111 
'take  you  home  aa  soon  as  ever  she  drops  off  to  sleep." 

It  -was  warm  in  the  kitchen,  which,  when  Nettie 
Struther''s  match  had  made  a  flame  leap  from  the  gas- 
jet  above  the  table,  revealed  itself  to  Lily  as  estraor- 
^dinarily  small  and  almost  miraculously  clean.  A  tire 
shone  through  the  polished  flanks  of  the  iron  stove,  and 
near  it  stood  a  crib  in  which  a  baby  was  sitting  upright, 
vith  incipient  anxiety  struggling  for  expression  on  a 
countenance  still  placid  with  sleep. 

Having  passionately  celebrated  her  reunion  with  her 
offspring,  and  excused  herself  in  cryptic  language  for  the 
lateness  of  her  return,  Nettie  restored  the  baby  to  the 
«rib  and  shyly  invited  Miss  Bart  to  the  rocking-chtdr 
Hear  the  stove. 

"We  've  got  aparlour  too,"  she  explained  with  pardon- 
able pride;  "but  I  guess  it's  warmer  in  here,  and  I  don't 
<frant  to  leave  you  alone  while  I  'm  getting  baby's  supper." 

On  receiving  Lily's  assurance  that  she  much  preferred 
the  friendly  proximity  of  the  kitchen  fire,  Mrs.  Struther 
proceeded  to  prepare  a  bottle  of  infantile  food,  which 
she  tenderly  applied  to  the  baby's  impatient  lips;  and 
while  the  ensuing  degustation  went  on,  she  seated  her- 
self with  a  beaming  countenance  beside  her  visitor. 

"You're  sure  you  won't  let  me  warm  up  a  drop  of 
'^offee  for  you,  Miss  Bart?  There's  some  of  baby's  &eab 
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milk  left  over — well,  maybe  you  'd  rather  jast  ait  quiet 
and  rest  a  little  wliile.  It's  too  lovely  having  you  here, 
I've  tliought  of  it  so  often  that  I  can't  believe  it's  I 
really  come  true.  I've  said  to  George  again  and  again: 
*I  just  wish  Miss  Bart  could  see  me  ttow — '  and  I  used 
to  watch  for  your  name  in  the  papers,  and  we'd  talk 
over  what  you  were  doing,  and  read  the  descriptions  of 
the  dresses  you  wore.  I  have  nt  seen  your  name  for  a 
long  time,  though,  and  I  began  to  be  afraid  you  were 
sick,  and  it  worried  me  so  that  George  said  I  'd  get  sick 
myself,  fretting  about  it."  Her  lips  broke  into  a  remi- 
niscent smile,  "  Well,  I  can't  afford  to  be  sick  again, 
that's  a  fact:  the  last  spell  nearly  finished  me.  When 
you  sent  me  off  that  time  I  ne^'cr  thought  I  'd  come 
back  alive,  and  I  did  n't  much  core  if  I  did.  You  see  I 
did  n't  know  about  George  and  the  baby  then," 

She  paused  to  readjust  the  bottle  to  the  child's  bub> 
bling  mouth. 

"You  precious — dont  you  be  in  too  much  of  a 
hurry!  Was  it  mad  with  mommer  for  getting  its  supper 
so  late?  Marry  Anto'iiette- — tliat's  what  we  call  hert 
after  the  French  queen  in  that  play  at  tlie  Garden— I 
told  George  the  actress  reminded  me  of  you,  and  that 
made  me  fancy  the  name  ...  I  never  thought  I  'd  get 
married,  you  know,  and  I'd  never  have  had  the  heart' 
to  go  on  working  just  for  myself." 

She  broke  off  again,  and  meeting  the  encouragement 
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in  Lily's  eyes,  went  on,  with  a  flush  rising  under  bet  1 

anaemic  skin:  "You  see  I  wasn't  only  just  sick  that  I 
time  you  sent  me  oif —  I  was  dreadfully  unhappy  too.   t       I 

^^'d  known  a  gentleman  where  I  was  employed — I  don't  I 

^(laiow  as  you  remember  I  did  type-writing  in  a  big  im-  I 

porting  firm — and — well  —  I  thought  we  were  to  be  I 

married:  he  'd  gone  steady  with  me  sis.  months  and  given  I 

me  his  mother's  wedding  ring.  But  I  presume  he  was  too  1 

stylish  for  me — he  travelled  for  the  firm,  and  had  seen  ' 
a  great  deal  of  society.  Work  girls  are  n't  looked  after 
the  way  you  are,  and  they  don't  always  know  how  to 
look  after  themselves.  I  did  n't .  . .  and  it  pretty  near 

killed  me  when  he  went  away  and  left  off  writing  ...  J 

It  was  then  I  came  down  sick— I  thought  it  was  the  J 

end  of  everything,  I  guess  it  would  have  been  if  you  I 

had  n''t  sent  me  off.  But  when  I  found  I  wets  getting  ^ 
well  I  began  to  take  heari^  in  spite  of  myself.  And  then, 
when  I  got  buck  home,  George  came  round  and  asked 
me  to  marry  him.  At  first  I  thought  I  could  n't,  because 
we'd  been  brought  up  together,  and  I  knew  he  knew 

about  me.  But  after  a  while  I  began  to  see  that  that  J 

made  it  easier.  I  never  could  have  told  another  man,  and  I 

I  'd  never  have  married  without  telling;  but  if  George  I 

cared  for  me  enough  to  have  me  as  I  was,  I  did  n't  see  ' 
why  I  shouldn't  begin  over  again — and  I  did." 

£"^6  strength  of  the  victory  shone  forth  trom  her  aa  she  J 

her  irradiated  face  from  the  child  on  her  knees.  I 
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"But,  mercy,  I  didn't  raean  to  go  on  like  this  about 
mjmelf,  with  you  sitting  there  looking  so  fagged  out.  Only 
it's  so  lovely  having  you  here,  and  letting  you  see  just 
how  you  *ve  helped  me."  The  baby  had  sunk  back  bliss- 
fully replete,  and  Mrs.  Struther  softly  rose  to  lay  the  bot- 
tle aside.  Then  she  paused  before  Miss  Bart. 

"I  only  wish  I  could  help  ymi — but  I  suppose  there's 
nothing  on  earth  I  could  do,"  she  murmured  wistfully, 

IJly,  instead  of  answering,  rose  with  a  smile  and  held 
out  her  arms;  and  the  mother,  understanding  the  ges- 
ture, laid  her  child  in  them, 

The  baby,  feeling  herself  detached  from  her  habitual 
anchorage,  made  an  instinctive  motion  of  resistance;  but 
the  soothing  influences  of  digestion  prevailed,  and  Lily 
felt  the  soft  weight  sink  trustfullv  against  her  breast. 
The  child's  confidence  in  its  safety  thrilled  her  with  a 
flense  of  warmth  and  returning  life,  and  she  bent  over, 
wondering  at  the  rosy  blur  of  the  little  face,  the  empty 
clearness  of  the  eyes,  the  vague  tendrilly  motions  of  the 
folding  and  unfolding  fingers.  At  first  the  burden  in  her 
arms  seemed  as  light  as  a  pink  cloud  or  a  heap  of  down, 
but  as  she  continued  to  hold  it  the  weight  increased,  sink- 
ing deeper,  and  penetrating  her  with  a  strange  sense  of 
weakness,  as  though  the  child  entered  into  her  and  be- 
came a  part  of  herself. 

She  looked  up,  and  saw  Nettie's  eyes  resting  on  has 
with  tenderness  and  exultation. 
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"Would  n't  it  be  too  lovely  for  anything  if  she  could 
xtw  up  to  be  just  like  you?  Of  course  I  know  she  never 
—but  mothers  are  always  dreaming  the  craziest 
things  for  their  children." 

Lily  clasped  the  child  close  for  a  moment  and  laid  her 

(back  in  her  mother's  arms. 
I  "Oh,  she  must  not  do  that — I  should  be  afraid  to 
fOome  and  see  her  too  often!"  she  said  with  a  smile;  and 
:Uien,  resisting  Mrs.  Struther's  anxious  offer  of  compan- 
ionship, and  reiterating  the  promise  that  of  course  she 
would  come  back  soon,  and  make  Gteoi^'s  acquaintance, 
and  see  the  baby  in  her  bath,  she  passed  out  of  the 
kitchen  and  went  alone  down  the  tenement  stairs. 


As  she  reached  the  street  she  realized  that  she  felt  stronger 
and  happier:  the  little  episode  had  done  her  good.  It 
was  the  first  time  she  had  ever  come  across  the  results 
of  her  spasmodic  benevolence,  and  the  surprised  sense 
of  human  fellowship  took  the  mortal  chill  fi-om  her 
heart. 

It  was  not  till  she  entered  her  own  door  that  she  felt 
the  reaction  of  a  deeper  loneliness.  It  was  long  after  seven 
o'clock,  and  the  light  and  odours  proceeding  from  the 
basement  made  it  manifest  that  the  boarding-house  din- 
ner had  begun.  She  hastened  up  to  her  room,  lit  the  gas, 
and  began  to  dress.  She  did  not  mean  to  pamper  herself 
any  longer,  to  go  without  food  because  her  surroundings 
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made  it  unpalatable.  Since  it  was  her  fate  to  live  in  a   I 
board ing-house,  she  must  learn  to  fall  in  with  the  con-   1 
ditions  of  the  life.  Nevertheless  she  was  glad  that,  when    | 
she  descended  to  the  heat  and  glare  of  the  dining-room, 
the  repast  was  nearly  over.  i 

In  her  own  room  ag^n,  she  was  seized  with  a  sudden    ] 
fever  of  activity.  For  weeks  past  she  had  been  too  listless    j 
and  indifferent  to  set  her  possessions  in  order,  but  now    I 
she  began  to  examine  systematically  the  contents  of  her    I 
drawers  and  cupboard.  She  had  a  few  handsome  dresses 
left — survivals  of  her  last  phase  of  splendour,  on  the  Sa-     ] 
brina  and  in  London  — but  when  she  had  been  obliged 
to  part  with  her  maid  she  had  given  the  woman  a  gener- 
ous share  of  her  cast-off  apparel.  The  remaining  dresses, 
though  they  had  tost  their  freshness,  still  kept  the  long 
unerring  lines,  the  sweep  and  amplitude  of  the  great  art- 
ist's stroke,  and  as  she  spread  them  out  on  the  bed  the 
scenes  in  which  they  had  been  worn  rose  vividly  before 
her.  An  association  lurked  in  every  fold :  each  fall  of  lace 
and  gleam  of  embroidery  was  like  a  letter  in  the  record 
of  her  past.  She  was  startled  to  find  how  the  atmosphere 
of  her  old  life  enveloped  her.  But,  after  all,  it  was  the  life 
she  had  been  made  for:  every  dawning  tendency  in  her 
had  been  carefully  directed  toward  it,  all  her  interests  ' 
and  activities  had  been  taught  to  centre  around  it.  She  ' 
—  was  like  some  rare  flower  grown  for  exhibition,  a  flow 
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from  which  every  bud  had  been  nipped  except  the  crown-  / 

ing  blossom  of  her  beauty. 
II  JjBst  of  all,  she  drew  forth  ^m  the  bottom  of  her 

^H^runk  a  heap  of  white  drapery  which  fell  shapelessly 
^Blicross  her  arm.  It  was  the  Reynolds  dress  she  had  worn 
]^  in  the  Bry  tableaux.  It  had  been  impossible  for  her  to 

give  it  away,  but  she  had  never  seen  it  since  that  night, 
I  and  the  long  flexible  folds,  as  she  shook  them  out,  gave 
^Mforth  an  odour  of  violets  which  came  to  her  like  a  breath 
^H&om  the  flower-edged  fountain  where  she  had  stood  with 
^^lawrence  Selden  and  disowned  her  fate.  She  put  back 

the  dresses  one  by  one,  laying  away  with  each  some  gleam 
I  of  light,  some  note  of  laughter,  some  stray  waft  from  the 
^^posy  shores  of  pleasure.  She  was  still  in  a  state  of  highly- 
^Bm-ought  impressionability,  and  every  hint  of  the  past  sent 
^^a  lingering  tremor  along  her  nerves. 

She  had  just  closed  her  tmnk  on  the  white  folds  of 

the  Reynolds  dress  when  she  heard  a  tap  at  her  door, 

tand  the  red  fist  of  the  Irish  maid-servant  thrust  in  a  be- 
Jated  letter.  Carrying  it  to  the  light,  Lily  read  with  sur- 
prise the  address  stamped  on  the  upper  comer  of  the  en- 
velope. It  was  a  business  communication  from  the  office 
of  her  aunt's  executors,  and  she  wondered  what  unex- 
pected development  had  caused  them  to  break  silence  be- 
fore the  appointed  time. 

tihe  opened  the  envelope  and  a  cheque  fluttered  to 
floor.  Afl  she  stooped  to  pick  it  up  the  blood  rushed 
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/  to  her  face.  The  cheque  represented  the  full  amount  of 
Mrs.  Peniston's  legacy,  and  the  letter  accompanying  it 
expl^ned  that  the  executors,  having  adjusted  the  busi- 
ness of  the  estate  with  Jess  delay  than  they  had  expected, 
had  decided  to  anticipate  the  date  fixed  for  the  payment 
of  the  bequests. 

Lily  Bat  down  beside  the  desk  at  the  foot  of  her  bed, 
and  spreading  out  the  cheque,  read  over  and  over  the 
ten  thotuand  dollars  written  across  it  in  a  steely  business 
hand.  Ten  months  earlier  the  amount  it  stood  for  had 
represented  the  depths  of  penury;  but  her  standard  of 
values  had  changed  in  the  interval,  and  now  visions  of 
wealth  lurked  in  every  flourish  of  the  pen.  As  she  con- 
tinued to  gaze  at  it,  she  felt  the  ghtter  of  the  visions 
mounting  to  her  brain,  and  after  a  while  she  lifted  the 
lid  of  the  desk  and  slipped  the  magic  formula  out  of 
sight.  It  was  easier  to  think  without  those  five  figures 
dancing  before  her  eyes;  and  she  had  a  great  deal  of 
thinking  to  do  before  she  slept. 

She  opened  her  cheque-book,  and  plunged  into  such 
ajixious  calculations  as  had  prolonged  her  vigil  at  Bello- 
mont  on  the  night  when  she  had  decided  to  marry  Percy 
Gryce.  Poverty  simplifies  book-keeping,  and  her  financial 
situation  was  easier  to  ascertain  than  it  had  been  then; 
but  she  had  not  yet  learned  the  control  of  money,  and 
during  her  transient  phase  of  luxury  at  the  Emporium 
abe  bad  slipped  back  into  habits  of  extravagance  whidi 
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still  impaired  her  slender  balance.  A  cai-eful  examination 

of  her  cheque-book,  and  of  the  unpaid  bills  in  her  deek^ 

showed  that,  when  the  latter  had  been  settled,  she  would 

,ve  barely  enough  to  live  on  for  the  next  three  or  four 
months;  and  even  after  that,  if  she  were  to  continue  her 
present  way  of  living,  without  earning  any  additional 
money,  all  incidental  expenses  must  be  reduced  to  the 
vanishing  point.  She  hid  her  eyes  with  a  shudder,  be- 
holding herself  at  the  entrance  of  that  ever-narrowing 
perspective  down  which  she  had  seen  Miss  Silverton's 
dowdy  figure  take  its  despondent  way. 

It  was  no  longer,  however,  from  the  vision  of  material 
poverty  that  she  turned  with  the  greatest  shrinking. 
She  had  a  sense  of  deeper  empoverishment — of  an  inner 
destitution  compared  to  which  outward  conditions  dwin- 
dled into  insignificance.  It  was  indeed  miserable  to  be 
poor— to  look  forward  to  a  shabby,  anxious  middle-sg«s 
leading  by  dreary  degrees  of  economy  and  self-denial  tn 
gradual  absorption  in  the  dingy  communal  existence  of 
the  boarding-house.  But  there  was  something  more  miser^  ^ 
able  still — it  was  the  clutch  of  solitude  at  her  heart,  the 
sense  of  being  swept  like  a  stray  uprooted  growth  down 
the  heedless  current  of  the  years.  That  was  the  feeling 
which  possessed  her  now — the  feeling  of  being  something 
rootless  and  ephemeral,  mere  spin-drift  of  the  whirling 
surface  of  existence,  without  anything  to  which  the  poor 
little  tentacles  of  self  could  cling  before  the  awful  floo^ 
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•abmerged  them.  And  as  she  looked  back  she  saw  that 
there  had  never  been  a  time  when  she  had  had  any  real 
relation  to  life.  Her  parents  too  had  been  rootless,  blown 
hither  and  thither  on  every  wind  of  fashion,  without 
any  personal  existence  to  shelter  them  from  its  shifting 
gusts.  She  herself  had  grown  up  without  any  one  spot 
of  earth  being  dearer  to  her  than  another;  there  was  no 
centre  of  early  pieties,  of  grave  endearing  traditions,  to 
which  her  heart  could  revert  and  from  which  it  could 
draw  strength  for  itself  and  tenderness  for  others.  In 
whatever  form  a  slowly-accumulated  past  lives  in  the 
blood — whether  in  the  concrete  image  of  the  old  house 
stored  with  visual  memories,  or  in  the  conception  of  the 
faouae  not  built  with  hands,  but  made  up  of  inherited 
(laarions  and  loyalties — it  has  the  same  power  of  broad- 
«nuig  and  deepening  the  individual  existence,  of  attach- 
ing it  by  mysterious  links  of  kinsltip  to  all  the  mighty 
sum  of  human  striving. 

Such  a  vision  of  the  solidarity  of  life  had  never  before 
■come  to  Lily.  She  had  had  a  premonition  of  it  in  the 
blind  motions  of  her  mating-instinct;  but  they  had  been 
checked  by  the  disintegrating  influences  of  the  life  about 
lier.  All  the  men  and  women  she  knew  were  like  atoms 
•birling  away  from  each  other  in  some  wild  centriiugal 
dance:  her  first  glimpse  of  the  continuity  of  life  had 
come  to  her  that  evening  in  Nettie  Struther's  kitchen. 

The  poor  little  working-girl  who  had  found  strength 
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to  gather  up  the  fragments  of  her  life,  and  build  herself 
a  shelter  with  them,  seemed  to  Lily  to  have  reached  the 
central  tmth  of  existence.  It  was  a  meagi-e  enough  life, 
on  the  grim  edge  of  poverty,  with  scant  margin  for  pos- 
sibilities of  sickness  or  mischance,  but  it  had  the  irail 
audacious  permanence  of  a  bird's  nest  built  on  the  edge 
of  a  cliff — a  mere  wisp  of  leaves  and  straw,  yet  so  put 

fgether  that  the  lives  entrusted  to  it  may  hang  safely 
■er  the  abyss. 
Yes — but  it  had  taken  two  to  build  the  nest;  the  ', 
man's  faith  as  well  as  the  woman's  courage.  Lily  remem- 
bered Nettie's  words :  /  knew  he  knew  about  me.  Her  hus- 
band's faith  in  her  had  made  her  renewal  possible — it  is 
so  easy  for  a  woman  to  become  what  the  man  she  loves 
believes  her  to  bel  Well— Selden  had  twice  been  ready 
to  stake  his  faith  on  Lily  Bart;  but  the  third  trial  bad 
been  too  severe  for  liis  endurance.  The  very  quality  of 
his  love  had  made  it  the  more  impossible  to  recaJl  to  life. 
If  it  had  been  a  simple  instinct  of  the  blood,  the  power 
of  her  beauty  might  have  revived  it.  But  the  fact  that 
it  stmck  deeper,  that  it  was  inextricably  wound  up  with 
inherited  habits  of  thought  and  feeling,  made  it  as  impoa- 
sible  to  restore  to  growth  as  a  deep-rooted  plant  torn 
from  its  bed.  Selden  had  given  her  of  his  best;  but  he 
was  as  incapable  as  herself  of  an  uncritical  return  to 

Lfbnner  states  of  feeling, 

H     There  remained  to  her,  as  she  had  told  him,  the  up- 
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lifting  memory  ofhis  faith  in  her;  but  she  had  aot 
the  age  when  a  woman  can  live  on  her  memories.  As  she 
held  Nettie  Stnither's  child  in  her  arms  Ihe  frozen  cur- 
rents of  youth  had  loosed  themselves  and  run  warm  is 
her  veins :  the  old  life-hunger  p43ssessed  her,  and  all  her 
being  clamoured  for  its  share  of  personal  happiness.  Yes 
— it  was  happiness  she  still  wanted,  and  the  glimpse  ^le 
had  caught  of  it  made  everything  else  of  no  account.  One 
by  one  she  had  detached  herself  from  the  baser  poesibih* 
ties,  and  she  saw  tliat  nothing  now  remained  to  her  but 
the  emptiness  of  renunciation. 

It  was  growing  late,  and  an  immense  weariness  once 
more  possessed  her.  It  was  not  the  stealing  sense  of  sleep, 
but  a  vind  wakeful  fatigue,  a  wan  lucidity  of  mind 
against  which  all  the  possibihties  of  the  future  were 
shadowed  forth  gigantically.  She  was  appalled  by  the  in- 
tense clearness  of  the  vision;  she  seemed  to  have  broken 
through  the  merciful  veil  which  intervenes  between  in- 
tention and  action,  and  to  see  exactly  what  she  would  do 
in  all  the  long  days  to  come.  There  was  the  cheque  in 
her  desk,  for  instance — she  meant  to  use  it  in  paying  her 
debt  to  Trenor;  but  she  foresaw  that  when  the  morning 
came  she  would  put  off  doing  so,  would  slip  into  gradual 
tolerance  of  the  debt.  The  thought  terrified  her — she 
dreaded  to  fall  from  the  height  of  her  last  moment  with 
Lawrence  Selden.  But  how  could  she  trust  herself  to  keep 
her  footing?  She  knew  the  strength  of  the  opposing  im- 
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pulses — she  could  feel  the  countless  hands  of  habit  dra^  1 
ging  her  back  into  some  fresh  compromise  with  fate.  She  ' 
felt  an  intense  longing  to  prolong,  to  perpetuate,  the 
momentary  exaltation  of  her  spirit.  If  only  life  could  end 
now — end  on  this  tragic  yet  sweet  vision  of  lost  possi-'-- 
bilities,  which  gave  her  a  sense  of  kinship  with  all  the 
loving  and  foregoing  in  the  world! 

She  reached  out  suddenly  and,  drawing  the  cheque 
from  her  wTiting-desk,  enclosed  it  in  an  envelope  which 
idle  addressed  to  her  bank.  She  then  wrote  out  a  cheque  for 
Trenor,  and  placing  it,  without  an  accompanying  word, 
in  an  envelope  inscribed  with  his  name,  laid  the  two  let- 
ters side  by  side  on  her  desk.  After  that  she  continued 
to  sit  at  the  table,  sorting  her  papers  and  writing,  till 
the  intense  silence  of  the  house  reminded  her  of  the  late- 
ness of  the  hour.  In  the  ati-eet  the  noise  of  wheels  had 
ceased,  and  the  nimble  of  the  "elevated"  came  only  at 
long  intervals  through  the  deep  unnatural  hush.  In  the 
mysterious  nocturnal  separation  from  all  outward  signs 
of  life,  she  felt  herself  more  strangely  confronted  with 
her  fate.  The  sensation  made  her  brain  reel,  and  she 
tried  to  shut  out  consciousness  by  pressing  her  hands 
against  her  eyes.  But  the  terrible  silence  and  emptiness 

t teemed  to  symbolize  her  future — she  felt  as  though  the 
house,  the  street,  the  world  wei-e  all  empty,  and  she  alone 
Isft  sentient  in  a  lifeless  universe. 
I  But  this  was  the  verge  of  delirium  .  .  .  she  had  never 
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"  hung  90  near  tbe  dizzy  brink  of  the  unreal.  Sleep  H-as 
she  wanted — elie  remembered  that  she  had  not  closed 
her  eyes  for  two  niglits.  Tlie  little  bottle  was  at  her  b«l- 
side,  waiting  to  lay  its  spell  upon  her.  She  rose  and  uiv- 
dressed  hastily,  hungering  now  for  the  touch  of  her  pil- 
low. She  felt  so  profoundly  tired  that  she  thought  she 
must  fall  asleep  at  once;  but  as  soon  as  she  had  lain 
down  every  nerve  started  once  more  into  separate  wake* 
fulness.  It  was  as  though  a  great  hlaze  of  electric  light 
had  been  turned  on  in  her  head,  and  her  poor  little  an- 
guished self  shrank  and  cowered  in  it,  without  knowings 
where  to  take  refuge. 

She  had  not  imagined  that  such  a  multiplicaticm  of 
wakefulness  was  possible:  her  whole  past  was  reenacting 
itself  at  a  hundred  different  points  of  consciousness. 
Where  was  the  drug  that  could  still  this  legion  of 
surgent  nerves  ?  The  sense  of  exhaustion  would  have  been 
(weet  corapai-cd  to  tliis  shrill  beat  of  activities;  but 
weariness  had  dropped  from  her  as  though  some  cnid 
stimulant  had  been  forced  into  her  veins. 

She  could  hear  it — yes,  she  coidd  bear  it;  but  what 
strength  would  be  left  her  the  next  day?  Perspective  had 
disappeared — the  next  day  pressed  close  upon  her,  and 
on  its  heels  came  the  days  that  were  to  follow — they 
swarmed  about  her  like  a  shrieking  mob.  She  must  shut 
them  out  for  a  few  hours;  she  must  take  a  brief  bath  of 
oolivion.  She  put  out  her  hand,  and  measured  the  30oth< 
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ing  drops  into  a  glass;  but  as  she  did  so,  she  knew  they 

would  be  powerless  against  the  supernatural  lucidity  of 

her  brain.  She  had  long  since  raised  the  dose  to  its  high- 

_.eat  hniit,  but  tonight  she  felt  she  must  iucrease  it.  She 

I  knew  she  took  a  slight  risk  in  doing  so — she  remembered 

the  chemist's  warning.  If  sleep  came  at  all,  it  might  he 

a  sleep  without  waking.  But  after  all  that  was  but  one 

chance  in  a  hundred:  the  action  of  the  drug  was  incal- 

--eulable,  and  the  addition  of  a  few  drops  to  the  regular 

lidose  would  probably  do  no  more  than  procure  for  her 

the  rest  she  so  desperately  needed.  .  .  . 

She  did  not,  in  truth,  consider  the  question  very  closely 
— the  physical  craving  for  sleep  whs  her  only  sustained 
sensation.  Her  mind  shrank  from  the  glare  of  thought 
as  instinctively  as  eyes  contract  in  a  blaze  of  light — 
darkness,  darkness  was  what  she  must  have  at  any  cost. 
She  raised  herself  in  bed  and  swallowed  the  contents  of 
the  glass;  then  she  blew  out  her  candle  and  lay  down. 

She  lay  very  still,  waiting  with  a  sensuous  pleasure  for 
the  first  effects  of  the  soporific.  She  knew  in  advance  what 
form  they  would  take — the  gradual  cessation  of  the  in- 
ner throb,  the  soft  approach  of  passiveness,  as  though 
an  invisible  hand  made  magic  passes  over  her  in  the  dark- 
ness. The  very  slowness  and  hesitancy  of  the  effect  in- 
creased its  fascination :  it  was  delicious  to  lean  over  and 
look  down  into  the  dim  abysses  of  unconsciousness.  To- 
night  the  drug  seemed  to  work  more  slowly  than  usual; 
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^H  each  pa^ionate  pulse  had  to  be  stilled  in  turn,  and  tt 

^H  was  long  before  she  felt  them  dropping  into  aberaoce^ 

^H  like  sentinels  foiling  asleep  at  their  posts.  But  graduallj^ 

^H  the  sense  of  complete  subjugation  came  over  her,  and  she 

^H  wondered  languidly  what  had  made  her  feel  so  uneasy 

^H  and  excited.  She  saw  now  that  there  was  nothing  to  be 

^H  excited  about — she  had  returned  to  her  normal  view  of 

^H  hfc.  Tomorrow  would  not  be  so  difBcult  after  all:  she 

^H  felt  sure  that  she  would  have  the  strength  to  meet  it. 

^H  She  did  not  quite  remember  what  it  was  that  she  had 

^H         been  afraid  to  meet,  but  the  uncertainty  tiu  longer  trou< 
^B  bled  her.  She  had  been  unhappy,  and  now  Fihe  was  happy 

^H  — she  had  felt  herself  alone,  and  now  the  sense  of  loneli'* 

^H  ness  had  vanished. 

^B  She  stirred  once,  and  turned  on  her  side,  and  as  e 

^H  did  so,  she  suddenly  understood  why  she  did  not  feel  hi 

^H  self  alone.  It  was  odd — but  Nettie  Struthers  child  v 

^V  lying  on  her  arm:  she  felt  the  pressure  of  its  little  bead, 

against  her  shoulder.  She  did  not  know  how  it  had  come. 

there,  but  she  felt  no  great  surprise  at  the  fact,  only  a 

L gentle  penetrating  thrill  of  wcumth  and  pleasure.  She 
settled  herself  into  an  easier  position,  hollowing  her  arm 
to  pillow  the  round  downy  head,  and  holding  her  breatb 
lest  a  sound  sliould  disturb  the  sleeping  child. 
As  she  lay  tliere  she  said  to  herself  that  there  was  some- 
thing she  must  tell  Selden,  some  word  she  had  found  that 
should  make  life  clear  between  them.  She  tried  to  repeat 
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Hie  word,  which  lingered  vague  and  luminous  on  the  iax 
edge  of  thought — she  was  afraid  of  not  remembering  it 
when  she  woke;  and  if  she  could  only  remember  it  and 
say  it  to  him,  she  felt  that  everything  would  he  well. 

Slowly  the  thought  of  the  word  faded,  and  sleep  be- 
gan to  enfold  her.  She  struggled  faintly  against  it,  feel- 
ing that  she  ought  to  keep  awake  on  account  of  the  baby ; 
but  even  this  feeling  was  gradually  lost  in  an  indistinct 
sense  of  drowsy  peace,  through  which,  of  a  sudden,  a  dark 
flash  of  loneliness  and  terror  tore  its  way. 

She  started  up  again,  cold  and  trembling  with  the 

lock :  for  a  moment  she  seemed  to  have  lost  her  hold 

of  the  child.  But  no — she  was  mistaken — the  tender 

pressure  of  its  body  was  stiU  close  to  hers:  the  recovered 

warmth  flowed  through  her  once  more,  she  yielded  to  it, 

H  Bank  into  it,  and  slept. 

■  XIV 

^^T^HE  next  morning  rose  mild  and  bright,  with  a 
^  A.  promise  of  summer  in  the  air.  The  sunlight 
slanted  joyously  down  Lily's  street,  mellowed  the  blis- 
tered house-tront,  gilded  the  pointless  railings  of  the 
door-step,  and  struck  prismatic  glories  from  the  panes 
of  her  darkened  window. 

tWhen   such  a  day  coincides  with  the  inner  mood 
ae  is  intoxication  in  its  breath;  and  Selden,  hasten- 
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Ing  along  the  street  thnnigh  the  squalor  of  its  morohig 
cmijidences,  felt  himself  thrilling  with  a  youthful  sense 
of  adventure.  He  hod  cut  loose  from  the  familiar  shores 
of  habit,  and  launched  hims^f  on  uncharted  seas  of  emo- 
tion; all  the  old  tests  and  measures  were  lefl  behind, 
and  bis  course  was  to  be  shaped  by  new  stars. 

Tliat  course,  for  the  moment,  led  merely  to  Miat 
Bart's  boarding-house:  but  its  shabby  door-step  had 
mddenly  become  the  threshold  of  the  untried.  As  be 
approached  be  looked  up  at  the  triple  row  of  windows, 
wondering  boyishly  which  one  of  them  was  hers.  It  was 
nine  o'clock,  and  the  house,  being  tenanted  by  workers, 
already  showed  an  awakened  front  to  the  street.  He 
remembered  afterward  having  noticed  that  only  one 
blind  was  down.  He  noticed  too  that  there  was  a  pot  of 
pansies  on  one  of  the  window  sills,  and  at  once  con- 
cluded that  the  window  must  be  hers:  it  was  inevitable 
that  he  should  connect  her  with  the  one  touch  of  beauty 
in  the  dingy  scene. 

Nine  o'clock  was  an  eariy  hour  fbr  a  visit,  but  Selden 
had  passed  beyond  all  such  conventional  ebservances. 
He  (Hily  knew  that  he  must  see  Lily  Bart  at  once — he 
had  found  the  word  he  meant  to  say  to  her,  and  it 
could  not  wait  another  moment  to  be  said.  It  wu 
tftxange  that  it  had  not  come  to  his  lips  sooner — that 
he  had  let  her  pass  from  him  the  evening  before  «dth- 
oat  being  able  to  speak  it.  But  vhat  did  QuA  matter* 
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r  that  a  new  day  had  come  f  It  was  not  a  word  tiu 
t  twilight,  but  for  the  moming. 

SeUen  ran  eagerly  up  the  steps  and  pulled  the  bell; 
and  even  in  hia  state  of  self-absorption  it  came  as  a 
Aarp  surprise  to  him  that  the  door  should  open  so 
promptly.  It  was  still  more  of  a  siuprise  to  see,  as  he 
entered,  that  it  had  been  opened  by  Gerty  Farish — 
and  that  behind  her,  in  an  agitated  Uur,  several  othei 
figures  ominously  loomed. 

"lawrencel"  Gerty  cried  in  a  strange  toice,  "how 
could  you  get  here  so  quickly?" — and  the  trembling 
hand  she  laid  on  him  seemed  instantly  to  close  about 
bis  heart. 

He  noticed  the  other  faces,  vague  with  fear  and  con- 
jecture— he  saw  the  landlady's  imposing  bulk  sway 
professionally  toward  him;  but  he  shrank  back,  put> 
ting  up  bis  hand,  while  bis  eyes  mechanically  mounted 
the  steep  black  wahiut  stairs,  up  which  he  was  imme- 
diately aware  that  his  cousin  was  about  to  lead  him. 

A  voice  in  the  background  said  that  the  doctoi 
might  be  back  at  any  minute — and  that  nothing,  up- 
stairs, was  to  be  disturbed.  Some  one  else  exclaimed: 
"It  was  the  greatest  mercy — "  then  Selden  fdt  that 
Gerty  had  taken  him  gently  by  the  hand,  and  that 
they  were  to  be  snared  to  go  up  alone. 

In  silence  they  mounted  the  three  flights,  and  walked 

Abng  the  passage  to  a  closed  door.  Gerty  opened  thr 
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door,  and  Selden  went  in  &fter  her.  Though  the  Idiiid 
was  down,  the  irresistible  sunlight  poured  a  tempered 
golden  flood  into  the  room,  and  in  its  light  Selden  saw 
a  naiTow  bed  along  the  wall,  and  on  the  bed.  with 
tionless  hands  and  calm  unrecognizing  face,  the  i 
blance  of  Lily  Bart 

That  it  was  her  real  sel^  every  pulse  in  him  ardentlj 
denied.  Her  real  self  bad  lain  warm  on  bis  heart  but  a 
few  hours  earlier — what  bad  he  to  do  witb  this  estranged 
and  tranquil  tace  which,  for  the  first  time,  neither  poled 
nor  brightened  at  bis  coming? 

Gerty,  strangely  tranquil  too,  with  the  conscious 
■elf-control  of  one  who  has  ministered  to  much  [ 
stood  by  the  bed,  speaking  gently,  as  if  transmitting  s 
final  message. 

"The  doctor  found  a  bottle  of  chloral — she  had 
been  sleeping  badly  for  a  long  time,  and  she  must  have 
taken  an  over-dose  by  mistake.  .  . .  There  is  no  doubt 
of  that — no  doubt — there  will  be  no  question — he 
has  been  very  kind.  I  told  him  that  you  and  I  would 
like  to  be  left  alone  with  her — to  go  over  her  things 
before  any  one  elae  comes.  I  know  it  is  what  die  would 
have  wished." 

Selden  was  hardly  conscious  of  what  ^m  said.  He 
stood  looking  down  on  the  sleeping  face  which  seemed 
to  lie  like  a  delicate  impalpable  mask  over  the  living 
I  he  bad  known.  He  felt  that  the  real  Lily 
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was  still  there,  close  to  him,  yet  invisible  and  inaccefr- 
nble;  and  the  tenuity  of  the  barrier  between  them 
mocked  him  with  a  sense  of  helplessness.  There  had 
never  been  more  than  a  little  impalpable  barrier  be- 
tween them — and  yet  he  had  suffered  it  to  keep  them 
apart!  And  now,  though  it  seemed  slighter  and  frailer 
than  ever,  it  had  suddenly  hardened  to  adamant,  and  he 
might  beat  his  life  out  against  it  in  vain. 

He  had  dropped  on  his  knees  beside  the  bed,  but  a 
touch  from  Gerty  aroused  him.  He  stood  up,  and  as  their 

'es  met  he  was  etrucic  by  the  extraordinary  light  in  his 


» 


"You  understand  what  the  doctor  has  gone  for?  He 
has  promised  that  there  shall  be  no  trouble — but  of 
course  the  formalities  must  be  gone  through.  And  I  asked 
him  to  give  us  time  to  look  through  her  things  first ^ 

He  nodded,  and  she  glanced  about  the  small  bare  room. 
**It  won't  take  long,"  she  concluded, 

"No — it  wont  take  long,"  he  agreed. 

She  held  hb  hand  in  hers  a  moment  longer,  and  then, 
■itli  a  last  look  at  the  bed,  moved  silently  toward  the 
door.  On  the  threshold  slie  paused  to  add:  "You  will 
find  me  downstairs  if  you  want  me." 

Selden  roused  himself  to  detain  her.  "But  why  are  you 
going  ?  She  would  have  wished " 

tSerty  shook  her  head  with  a  smile.  "No :  this  is  what 
!  would  have  wished "  and  as  she  spoke  a  lighx 
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broke  through  Selden's  stony  misery,  and  he  saw  de^ 
into  the  hidden  things  of  love. 

The  door  closed  on  Gerty,  and  he  stood  alone  with  the 
motionless  sleeper  on  the  bed.  His  impulse  was  to  return 
to  her  side,  to  fall  on  his  knees,  and  rest  his  throbbing 
head  against  the  peaceful  cheek  on  the  pillow.  They  had 
never  been  at  peace  together,  they  two;  and  now  he  felt 
himself  drawn  downward  into  the  strange  mysterious 
depths  of  her  tranquillity. 

But  he  remembered  Gerty*8  warning  words — he  knew 
that,  though  time  had  ceased  in  this  room,  its  feet  were 
hastening  relentlessly  toward  the  door.  Gerty  had  given 
him  this  supreme  half-hour,  and  he  must  use  it  as  she 
willed. 

He  turned  and  looked  about  him,  sternly  compelling 
himself  to  regain  his  consciousness  of  outward  things. 
There  was  very  little  furniture  in  the  room.  The  shabby 
chest  of  drawers  was  spread  with  a  lace  cover,  and  set  out 
with  a  few  gold-topped  boxes  and  bottles,  a  rose-coloured 
pin-cushion,  a  glass  tray  strewn  with  tortoise-shell  hair- 
pins— he  shrank  from  the  poignant  intimacy  of  these 
trifles,  and  &om  the  blank  surface  of  the  toilet-mirror 
above  them. 

These  were  the  only  traces  of  kixuiy,  of  that  clinging 
to  the  minute  observance  of  personal  seemllneas,  which 
showed  what  her  other  renunciations  roust  have  cost, 
l^iere  was  no  other  token  of  her  personality  about  the 
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room,  unless  it  showed  itself  in  the  scruptilQua  neatneM 
of  the  scant  articles  of  furniture:  a  washing-stand,  two 
chairs,  a  small  writing-desk,  and  the  little  table  near  the 
bed.  On  this  table  stood  the  empty  bottle  and  glass,  and 
from  these  also  he  averted  his  eyes. 

The  desk  was  closed,  but  on  its  slanting  hd  lay  two 
Jetters  which  he  took  up.  One  bore  the  address  of  a  bank, 
and  as  it  was  stamped  and  sealed,  Seldeo^  after  a  mo- 
ment's hesitation,  laid  it  aside.  On  the  other  letter  he 
read  Gus  Trenor's  name;  and  the  flap  of  the  envelope 
was  stiU  ungunimed,. 

Temptation  leapt  on  him  like  the  stab  of  a  knife.  He 
staggered  under  it,  steadying  himself  against  the  desk. 
Why  had  she  been  writing  to  Trenor — writing,  presum- 
ably, just  after  their  parting  of  the  previous  evening? 
The  thougiit  unhallowed  the  memory  of  that  last  hour, 
made  a  mock  of  the  word  he  liad  come  to  speak,  and 
defiled  even  the  reconciling  silence  upon  which  it  felL 
He  felt  himseJi  Bung  back  on  all  the  ugiy  uncertaintiea 
&om  which  he  thought  he  had  cast  loose  forever.  After 
all,  what  did  he  know  of  her  lifei*  Only  as  much  as  she 
liad  chosen  to  show  him,  and  measured  by  the  world's 
estimate,  how  little  that  wasi  By  what  right — the  letter 
in  his  hand  seemed  to  ask — by  what  right  was  it  be 
who  now  passed  into  her  confidence  through  the  gate 
which  death  had  left  unbarredP  His  heart  cried  out  that 
tt  was  by  right  of  their  last  hour  together,  the  hour 
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when  she  herself  liad  placed  the  ke^'  in  his  hand.  Yee— 
btit  what  if  the  letter  to  Trenor  had  beea  written  after' 
waidP 

He  put  it  froni  him  with  sudden  loathing,  and  setting 
his  lips,  addressed  himself  resolutely  to  what  remained 
i.  t  his  task.  After  all,  that  task  would  be  easier  to  per 
loim,  now  that  his  personal  stake  in  it  was  annulled. 

He  raised  the  lid  of  the  desk,  and  saw  within  it  a. 
cheque-book  and  a  few  packets  of  billa  and  letters,  ar- 
nuiged  with  the  orderly  precision  which  characterised 
all  her  personal  habits.  He  looked  through  the  letters 
first,  because  tt  was  the  most  diiScult  part  of  the  work. 
They  proved  to  be  few  and  onimportant,  but  among 
them  he  found,  with  a  strange  commotion  of  the  heart, 
the  note  he  had  written  her  the  day  after  the  Brytf 
entertainment. 

"When  may  1  come  to  you?" — his  words  overwhelmed 
him  with  a  realization  of  the  cowardice  which  had  dri^'en 
him  from  her  at  the  very  moment  of  attainment,  Yes — 
he  had  always  feared  his  fate,  and  he  was  too  honest  to 
disown  his  cowardice  now;  for  had  not  all  his  old  doubts 
started  to  life  again  at  the  mere  sight  of  Trenor's  name? 

He  laid  the  note  in  his  caird-case,  folding  it  away  care- 
fully, as  something  made  precious  by  the  fact  that  ah* 
had  held  it  so;  then,  growing  once  more  aware  of  the 
lapse  of  time,  he  continued  his  examination  of  the  papei& 

To  his  surprise,  he  found  that  all  the  bills  were  r^ 
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ceipted;  there  was  not  an  unpaid  account  among  them, 
He  opened  the  cheque-book,  and  saw  that,  the  very  night 
before,  a  cheque  often  thousand  dollars  from  Mre.  Penis- 
ton's  tacecutors  had  been  entered  in  it.  The  legacy,  then, 
had  Deen  paid  sooner  than  Gci-ty  had  led  him  to  expect. 
But,  turning  another  page  or  two,  he  discovered  with 
astonishment  that,  in  spite  of  this  recent  accession  of 
funds,  the  balance  had  ah-eady  declined  to  a  few  dollars, 
A  rapid  glance  at  the  stubs  of  the  last  cheques,  all  of 
which  bore  the  date  of  the  previous  day,  showed  that 
between  four  or  five  hundred  dollara  of  the  legacy  had 
been  spent  in  the  settlement  of  bills,  while  the  remaining 
thousands  were  comprehended  in  one  cheque,  made  out. 
at  the  same  time,  to  Charles  Augustus  Trenor. 

Selden  laid  the  book  aside,  and  sank  into  the  chair  be- 
side the  desk.  He  leaned  his  elbows  on  it,  and  hid  hia 
face  in  his  bands.  The  bitter  waters  of  life  surged  high 
about  him,  their  sterile  taste  was  on  his  lips.  Did  the 
cheque  to  Trenoi  explain  the  mystery  or  deepen  itP  At 
first  his  mind  refused  to  act — he  felt  only  the  taint  of 
Buch  a  transaction  between  a  man  like  Trenor  and  a 
girl  hke  Lily  Bart.  Then,  gradually,  his  troubled  vision 
cleared,  old  hints  and  rumours  came  back  to  him,  and 
out  of  the  very  insinuations  he  had  feared  to  probe,  he 
constructed  an  explanation  of  the  mystery.  It  was  true. 

En,  that  she  had  taken  money  from  Trenor;  but  true 
I,  as  the  contents  of  the  little  desk  declared,  that  the 
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obligatioD  had  been  tDtokr&ble  to  hex,  and  that  at  the 
fiist  opportunity  she  had  &eed  heraelf  &om  it,  thou^ 
the  act  left  her  face  to  Ufx  with  bare  munitigated  pov- 

TTiat  was  all  he  knew — all  he  could  hope  to  umanJ 
of  the  story.  The  mute  lips  on  the  pillow  revised  him 
more  than  this — unless  indeed  they  had  told  him  the 
rest  m  the  kiss  they  bad  left  upon  his  forehead.  Yes,  h« 
could  now  read  into  that  farewell  all  that  his  heart  craved 
to  find  th»e:  he  could  even  draw  troni  it  courage  not  to 
accuse  himself  for  having  £uled  to  rea<^  the  height  of 
his  opportunity. 

;  He  saw  that  all  the  cooditiona  of  life  had  conspired  to 
/  keep  them  ^»art;  since  his  very  detachment  from  the 
,'  external  influences  which  swayed  her  hac  uicreased  hia 
^iritual  fastidiousness,  and  made  it  more  difficult  for 
him  to  live  and  love  unoitically.  But  at  least  be  had  loved 
her — had  been  willing  to  stake  his  future  on  his  laith 
in  her — and  if  the  moment  had  been  fated  to  pas  from 
tbetn  before  they  could  seize  it,  be  saw  now  that,  for  both, 
it  had  been  saved  whole  out  of  the  ruin  of  their  lives. 

It  was  this  moment  of  love,  this  Meeting  victory  over 
themselves,  which  had  kept  them  from  atrophy  and  ex- 
tinction; which,  in  her,  had  reached  out  to  him  in  every 
struggle  against  the  influence  of  her  surroundings,  and 
in  him,  had  kept  alive  the  faith  that  now  tlrew  him  poii- 
tent  and  tecondled  to  her  side. 
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He  knelt  by  the  bed  and  bent  over  her,  draming  theii 
last  moment  to  its  lees;  and  m  the  silence  there  passed 
between  them  the  word  which  made  all  dear. 


THE  END 
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